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PROLOGUE. 

/IS  "iXihen  in  hojlile  times  ivjo  ncighhottrhrg  Jia.'e: 
Strive  by  ihcmftl-ves  and  their  confederatis  : 
The  <war  at  firjl  is  made  ^u^ith  avjkvjard  Jkill, 
And  foldiers  clumJiU  each  other  kill, 
7  HI  tune  at  Uvgth  their  untaught  fury  tames, 
And  into  rules  their  heedkjs  rage  reclaims  : 
'J  hen  fjry  fcience  by  degrees  is  made 
Stihjer-vicnt  to  the  7nan-dtJtroying  trade  : 
Wit,  ivijdom,    reading,  chfer-vation,  art ; 
A  ivell-turn'd  head  to  guide  a  generous  heart. 
So  it  Vioy  prove  ivith  our  contending  Jlnges, 
If  you  nvill  kindly  hut  /apply  their  nvagei  : 
Which  you  n.vi;h  eafe  viay  furniJJj,    by  retrenching 
Your  fupirjluities  of  txine  and  nvenching, 
I'f'ho^d  grudge  to /pare  from  riot  and  hard  drinking^ 
To  lay  it  cut  on  means  to  tnend  his  t kinking  r* 
Tofollcvj  fuch  advice  you  ftjQuld  hai'e  Icifure, 
Since  ivhat  refnes  ycur  jinfc  refnes  your  fleafure. 
Women  grc-ivn  tame  by  ife  each  fool  can  get. 
But  cuckolds  all  are  made  by  tr.en  of  ivit. 
To  <viroif!  favours  fools  have  no  pretence  ; 
For  maidenheads  •wtre  made  for  men  of  fife. 
^Tis  not  enough  to  ha-ve  a  horfe  ^^vtll  bred. 
To  Jhe^iu  his  tnettle  he  mujl  be  nvell  fed  j 
Nor  is  it  all  in  provender  and  breed. 
He  muJl  be  try^d  and  jlrairi'd  to  mend  his  fpced, 
A  favour'' d  f  net ,   like  a  pamper'' d  horfe. 
Will  Jirain  his  eyeballs  cut  to  vjin  the  cvurfe. 
Do  ycu  but  in  your  ivifom  vote  it  fit 
Jo  \ield  due  fuct  curs  to  this  ^var  of  vjit, 
"J  he  hufkins  voiih  ?no<e  grace  fould  tread  the  ff:ge. 
Love  ftgh  in  fofter  Ji rains,  heroes  lefs  rag:  ; 
Satire  fpdll  Jhevj  a  triple  roiu  of  teeth. 
And  comedy  fx>all  laugh  your  fops  to  death  : 
Wit  jhall  rfine,  and  Pegafus  /hall  foam. 
Aid  far  in  Jearch  of  ancient  Greece  and  Romp= 
And  f  nee  the  nation^ s  in  the  ccnqnerim  fit, 
As  you  by  arms,  it^'//  vanquijh  Franco  ;«  voit. 
The  voorks  ivere  over,  coud  our  poets  ivriie 
With  half  the  fpirit  that  our  foldiers  fight. 
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ACT       1. 

Emer  Chailotte  V/eldon,   in  Man's  Cloalhs,  follozi-ing 
Lucy. 

Luc.  T  T  7HAT  will  this  come  to  ?  what  can  it  end 
V  V  ii^  -^  y^^  ^i^^'C  perfuaded  me  to  leave  dear 
England,  and  dearer  London,  the  place  of  the  world 
moft  worthy  living  in,  to  follow  you  a  hulband  hunt- 
ing into  /hiuvka  :  I  thought  hulbands  grew  in  tbefe 
plantati  ms. 

I'/'e/d.  Why  fo  they  do,  as  thick  as  oranges  ripening 
one  under  anotlier.  Week  after  week  they  drop  into 
fome  woman's  mouth  :  'Tis  but  a  little  patience,  fpread- 
ing  your  apron  in  expectation,  and  one  of  'em  will  fall 
into  your  lap  -at  lafl. 

Luc.   Ay,  fay  you  fo,  indeed. 

Weld.  But  you  have  left  dear  London,  you  fay:  Pray 
what  have  you  left  in  London  that  was  very  dear  to  you, 
that  had  not  left  you  before. 

Luc.  Speak  for  ycurfelf,  fifter. 

Weld,  Nay,  I'll  keep  you  in  countenance.  The  young 
fe'lows,  you  know,  the  deareft  part  of  the  town,  and 
without  whom  London  had  been  a  wildernefs  to  you 
and  me,   had  forfaken  us  a  great  while. 

Luc.  Forfaken  ui  !  I  don't  know  that  ever  they  had  us. 

Weld.  Forfaken  us  the  worll  way,  child  ;  that  is,  did 
rot  think  us  worth  having;  they  neglected  us,*ho 
longer  defign'd  upon  us,  they  were  tir'd  of  us.  Women 
in  Louden  are  like  th,^  rich  filks,  they  are  out  of  faihion, 
a  great  while  before  they  wear  out 

Luc.  The  devil  take  the  fafhion,  I  fay. 

Weld.  You  may  tumble  them  over  and  over  at  their 
firft  coming  up,  and  never  difparage  their  price;  but 
they  f  .11  upon  wearing  immediately,  lower  and  lower 
in  theif  value,  till  chey  come  to  the  broker  at  laft. 

A  3  *  Luc. 
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'  Luc.  A)\  aye,  that's  the  merchant  they  deal  with. 
'  The  men  would  have  us  at  their  cwn  fcandal  jus 
'  rates;  their  phiny  makes  them  wanton,  and  in  a 
'  little  time,  1  Aippcfe,  they  wont  know  what  they 
'  would  have  rF  the  women  themfelves. 

*  M'tU.    O    yes,  they  know  what  they  would  have. 

•  They  woi.li  have  a  womr.n  give  the  town  a  pattern 
'  ci  her  peiioii  and  beauty,  and   not  rtay  in  it  fb  long 

•  to  have   the   Vvhclc   piece   worn  out.     They  would 

•  have  th«  good  face  onl}-  difcover'd,  and  not  the  folly 
'  that  commonly  goes  along  with  it.  They  fay  there 
'  is  a  va"  llock  <;.f'  beauty  in  the  nation,  but  a  great 
'   part   ci   iC  hcs  in  unprofitable  hands ;  therefore,  for 

•  the  f^ood  oi  the  public,  they  would  have  a  draught 
'   made  once  a  quarter,   fend  the  decaying   beauties  for 

•  breeders  into  the  country,  to  make  room  for  new 
'  faces  to  appear,  to  countCHance  the  pleafures  of  the 
*■  town. 

*  Luc.  'TIs  very  hard,  the  men  muft  be  young  as 
'  lor.g  :.3  they  live,  and    poor   women  be  thought  de- 

•  caying   and  unlit  for  the  town    at  one  and    twenty. 

•  I'm  fure  we  were  not  feven  years  in  London. 

*  Weld.  Not  half  the  time  taken    notice   of,    filler. 

•  The  two  or  three  laft  years  we  could  make  nothing  of 

•  it,  even  in  a  vizard-malk  ;  not  in  a  vizard-maDj,  that 

•  has  cheated   many   man   into  an  old  acquaintance. 

•  Our  faces  began  to  be  as  familiar  to  the  men  of  in- 

•  trigue  as  their  dun",  and  as  much  avoided.    We  durll: 

•  not  appear  in  public  place?,  and  were  almoft  grudg'd 

•  a  galieiy  in  the  churches :  Even  there  they  had  their 

•  jcih  upon  us,  and  cry'd,  {he's  in  the  right  on't,  good 

•  gentlewoman,  fince  no  man  confiders  her  body,  jhc 

•  does  very  well  indeod  to  take  care  of  her  foul. 
Luc.  Such  unmannerly  fel'ows  iliere  will  aiwnys  be. 
IVeU.  Then  y;  u   may   remember  we  were  reduc  d 

to  the  laft  neceflity,  the  neccfiity  of  making  filly 
vifits  to  our  civil  acquaintance,  to  bring  us  into  toler- 
able companv.  N^v>  the  young  inns-cf-court  be;ius, 
of  but  one  terra's  f^anding  in  th?  fafliiou,  who  knew 
nobody,  but  as  they  v\Cre  (hewn  t!\eni  by  the  orange- 

won;an, 
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*  womnn,  had  nick-names   for  us :    How  often   have 

*  they  1  uij'hed  out,  there  goes  my  landlady;  is  fhe  not 

*  come  to  let  lodgings  yer  ? 

*  Luc.  Young  coxcombs  that  knew  no  better. 

'  H'ehi.  And  that  we  muit  have  come  to.  For  your 
'  pnrt,  what  trade  could  you  fet  up  in  ?    you    would 

*  never  arrive  at  the  trull  and  credit  of  a  guinea-bawd  : 
'  You  would  have  too  much  bufinefs  of  your  own  ever 

*  to  mind  other  people's. 

*  Luc.  That  is  true,  indeed. 

'  IVeU.  Then,  as  a  certain  fign  that  there  was  no- 
'  thing  more  to  be  hop'd  for,  the  maids  of  the  choco- 
'  late-houfes  found  us  out,  and   laugh'd   at  us  :   Our 

*  billet-doux  lay  there  negledled  for  wade-paper  :    We 

*  were  cry'd  down  fo  low,  we  could  not  pafs  upon  the 
*■   city  ;  and  became  fo  notorious  in  our  galloping  way, 

*  from  one  end  of  the   town  to  t'other,  that  at  laft  we 

*  could  hardly  co.Tipafs  a  competent  change   of  petti- 

*  coats  to  difguife  us  to  the  hackney-coachmen :  And 
'   then  it  was  near  walking  a-foot  indeed. 

*  Luc.  Nay,  that  I  began  to  be  afraid  of. 

*  Weld.'  To  prevent  which,  with  what  youth  andbeauty 
v/ere  left,  fome  experience,  and  the  fmall  remainder  of 
fifteen  hundred  pounds  a-piece,  which  amounted  to 
bare  two  hundred  between  us  both,  1  perfuaded  you  to 
bring  your  perfon  for  a  venture  to  the  Indies.  Every 
thing  has  fucceeded  in  our  voyage :  I  pafs  for  your 
brother:  One  of  the  richeft  planters  here  happening 
to  die  juft  as  we  landed,  I  have  claimed  kindred  with 
him  :  So,  without  making  his  will,  he  has  left  us  the 
credit  oi  his  relation  to  trade  upon  :  *  '^"^  e  pafs  for  his. 
'  coufins,  coming  here  to  Surinam  chiefly  upon  his  in- 

*  vitstion  : '  We  live  in  reputation  ;  have  the  belt  ac- 
quaintance in  the  place;  and  we  fliall  fee  our  account 
iu't,  I  warrant  you. 

Luc.  1  mult  rely  upon  you. 

Enter  Widow  Lackitt. 

M'^id.  Mr.  Weldcn,  your  fervant.  Your  fervant,  Mrs, 

Lucy.,  1  am  an  ill  vifitor,  but  'tis  not  too  late,  1  hope,  to 

bid  you  welcome  to  this  fide  of  the  world,  \^ialutes  Lucy. 

A  4  Well. 
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WtJd.  Gad  fo,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Widow,  I  (hoiild 
have  done  the  civilites  of  my  houfe  before:  But,  as 
you  fay,   'tis  not  ;oo  late,  I  hope —     [^Going  to  ki/s  her. 

Wid.  What !  you  think  now  this  was  a  civil  way  of 
begging  a  kifs ;  and  by  my  troth,  if  it  were,  1  fee  no 
harm  in't;  'tis  a  pitiful  favour  indeed  that  is  not 
wo  th  aOting  for:  Tho'  I  have  known  a  woman  fpeak 
plainer  before  now,   and  not  underftood  neither. 

WtU.   Not  under  my  rrof.     Have  at  you,  Widow — 

{•Vif^.  Why  that's  well  faid,  fpcke  like  a  younger  bro- 
ther, that  deferves  to  have  a  widow.-  [FJe  kijfa  her.] 
You're  a  younger  brother,  I  know  by  your  killing. 

//>.-«'.  How  fo,  pray.? 

IFief.  Why,  you  kifs  as  if  ycu  expefted  to  be  paid 
for't.  You  have  bird-lime  upon  your  lips.  You  Hick 
fo  ciofe,  theie's  no  getting  rid  of  you. 

fFe/J.    I  am  a-kin  to  a  younger  broiher. 

If^i^.  So  much  the  better  :  We  widows  are  common- 
ly the  better  for  younger  bi others. 

I.uc.  B_-ttcr  cr  worl>,  molt  of  you.  Rut  you  won't 
be  ir.uch  the  better  for  him,  1  can  tell  you. \_Ajldc. 

Weld.  I  was  a  younger  brother;  but  an  uncle  of  my 
mother's  has  malicioUHy  left  me  an  ellate,  and,  I'm 
afraid,  fpoil'd  my  fortune. 

Wid.  No,  no;  an  ellate  will  never  fpoil  your  for- 
tune ;  1  have  a  good  eftate  myfelf,  thank  Heaven,  and 
a  kind  hufband  that  left  it  behind  him. 

Weld.  Tl.ank  Heaven,  that  took  him  away  from  it. 
Widow,  and  left  you  behind  him. 

IVtd.  Nay,  Heaven's  will  mult  be  done;  he's  in  a 
better  place. 

VyLld,  A  better  place  for  you,  no  doubt  on't  :  Now 
you  may  look  about  you  ;  chufj  for  yourfelf,  iVJrs. 
Lackitt,  that's  your  bufinefs;  fcr  I  know  you  defign  to 
mar-y  again. 

Wid.  O  dear  I  not  I,  I  protclt  and  fwear;  I  don't 
defign  it :  But  I  won't  fwear  neither;  one  does  not 
know  what  may  happen  to  tempt  one. 

WiiU.  v.Yij  a  lu.ty  young  fellow  may  happen  to 
tempt  you. 

I  fid. 
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WiJ.  Nay,  I'll  do  nothing  radily :  I'll  refolve  againft 
nothing.  The  devil,  they  fay,  is  ver.y  bufy  upon  thefe 
occafions,  efpecially  with  the  widows.  But,  if  I  am 
to  be  tempted,  it  mufl  be  with  a  young  man,  I  pro- 
mife  you — Mrs.  Lucy,  your  brother  is  a  very  pleafant 
gentleman  :  I  came  about  bufinefs  to  him,  but  he  turns 
every  thing  into  merriment. 

IVeU.  Bufmefs,  Mrs.  Lackiit  F  Then  I  know  you 
would  have  me  to  yourfelF.  Pray,  leave  us  together, 
filler.  [Exit  Lucy. 

What  am  I  drawing  upon  myfelf  here  ?  \_Jjicie. 

Wid.  You  have  taken  a  very  pretty  houfe  here  ;  oxz- 
ry  thing  fo  neat  about  you  already.  I  hear  you  are 
laying  out  for  a  plantation. 

Wild.  Why,  yes  truly,  I  like  the  country,  and  would 
buy  a  plantation,  if  I  could  reafonably. — 

Mid.  O  1   by  ail  means  rearonablv. 

Wild.  If  I  could  have  one  to  my  mind,  I  would 
think  of  fettling  among  you. 

Wid.  O!  you  can't  do  bettor.  Indeed  we  can't  pre- 
tend to  have  ib  good  ccmpany  for  vou  as  you  had  in 
England:,  but  we  lliall  make  very  much  of  you.  For 
my  Ovvn  part,  I  alTure  you,  I  fhall  think  myfelf  very 
happy  to  be  moie  particuhrlv  known  to  you. 

Wild.  Dear  Mrs.  Lackut,  you  do  me  too  much  ho- 
nour. 

Wid.  Then  as  to  a  plantation,  hh.  Wt! don,,  yoxx 
know  I  have  feveral  to  difpofe  of.  Mr.  Lacktt,  I 
thank  h'm,  has  left,  tiio'  1  fay  it,  the  richeft  widow 
upon  the  place;  therefore  I  may  afibrd  to  ufe  you  bet- 
ter than  other  people  c\.\\\,  \ov.  ihall  have  ore  upon 
any  reafonable  terms. 

Weld.  That's  a  fair  offer  indeed. 

Wid.  You  fhall  find  me  as  eafy  as  any  body  you  can 
have  to  do  with,  I  affure  you.  Pray  try  me,  I  would 
have  you  try  me,  Mr.  Weldon.  Weil,  I  like  chat  name 
of  your's  exceedingly,    Mr.  Weldon. 

I  Veld.    My  name  ! 

Wid.  O  exceedingly  !  If  any  thing  could  perfuade  me 

to  alter  my  own  name,   I  verily  b.;lieve  nothing  in  the 

world  would  do  it  fo  foon,  as  to  be  called  Mrs.  Weldon. 

A  5  Wild, 
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JVeld.  Why,  indeed  Weldon  doth  found  fomelhing 
better  than  Lackitt. 

li'id.  O  !  a  great  deal  better.  Not  that  there  is  (o 
much  in  the  name  neither.  But,  1  don't  know,  there 
is  fomething  ;   I  flvoulu  like  mightily  to  be  called  Mrs. 

1'VtUl.  I'm  glad  you  like  my  name. 

Wld.  Of  all  things.  But  then  there's  the  misfor- 
tune, one  cannot  change  one'ii  name  without  changing 
one's  condition. 

WeU.  You  hardly  think  it  worth  tha',  I  believe. 

Wid.  Think  it  worth  what.  Sir?  changing  my  con- 
dition !  indeed,  Sir,  I  think  it  worth  every  thing.  But 
alas  !  rWr.  IVeldon,  I  have  been  a  widow  but  fix  weeks ; 
'tis  too  foon  to  think  of  changing  one's  condition  yet ; 
indeed  it  is  ;  pray  don't  defire  it  of  me :  not  but  that 
you  rray  peifuade  me  to  any  thing,  fooner  than  any 
perfon  in  the  world. 

Weld.   Who,   I,   ViXi.  Lackitt? 

Wid.  Indee.l  you  may,  Mr.  WeUon,  fooner  than  any 
man  living.  Lord,  there's  a  great  deal  in  faving  a  de- 
cency :  I  never  minded  it  before  :  Well,  1  am  glad  you 
fpoke  firft,  to  excufe  my  modefty.  But,  what  ?  modefty 
means  nothing,  and  is  the  virtue  of  a  girl,  that  does  not 
knov/  what  (he  would  be  at:  A  widow  (hould  be  wifer. 
Now  I  will  own  to  you,  (but  I  won't  confefs  neither) 
I  have  had  a  great  refpeft  for  you  a  great  while.  I  beg 
you  pardon,  bir,  and  I  muft  declare  to  you,  indeed  I 
muft,  if  you  defire  to  difpok-  of  all  I  have  in  the  world, 
in  an  honour.ible  way,  which  I  don't  pretend  to  be  any 
way  delerving  your  confideration,  my  fortune  and  per- 
fon, if  you  won't  underftand  me  without  telling  you  fo, 

are  both  at  \our  fcrvice,   gad  fo !   another  time 

Enter  Stanmore. 

Stan.  So,  Mr; .  Lackitt.  your  widowhood's  weaning 
a-pace  ;  1  fee  which  way  'tis  going,  lieldcn,  you're  a 
happy  man.  The  women  and  iheir  favours  come  home 
to  you. 

H'id.  A  fiddle  of  favour,  Mr.  Stannore  :  I  am  a  lone 
woman,  you  know  it,  left  in  a  great  deal  of  bufinefs, 
and  bufinefs  niuit  be  followed,   or  loll.     I  have  feveral 

ftocka 
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flocks  and  plantations  upon  my  hands,  and  other  things 
to  difpofe  of,  which  Mr.  Weldon  may  haveoccafion  for. 

Weld.  We  were  juit  upon  the  brink  of  a  bargain,  as 
you  came  in. 

Stan.  Let  me  drive  it  on  for  you. 

Weld.  So  you  muft,  I  believe,  you  or  fomebody  for  me. 

Stan.  I'll  ftand  by  you  :  I  underfland  more  of  this 
bufinefs  than  you  can  pretend  to. 

Weld.  I  don't  pretend  to  it ;  'tis  quits  out  of  my  way 
indeed. 

Stan.  1.1  the  widow  gets  you  to  herfelf,  (he  will  cer- 
tainly be  too  hard  for  you  :  I  know  her  of  old  :  She 
has  no  confcience  in  a  corner ;  a  very  Jen»  in  a  bar- 
gain, and  would  circumcife  you  to  get  more  of  you 

Weld.  Is  this  true.  Widow  ? 

W^id.  Speak  ss  you  find,  Ivlr.  Weldon,  I  have  offer 'd 
you  very  fair  !  think  upon't,  and  let  me  hear  of  you  ; 
the  fooner  the  better,  Mr.  IFeldon.  \_Exit, 

Stan.  J  aifure  you,  my  friend,  (he'll  cheat  you  ifflie  can. 

Wild.  I  don't  know  that;  but  I  can  cheat  her,  if  I  will. 

Stan.   Cheat  her  !  how  ' 

Weld.  I  can  marry  her;  and  then  I  am  fure  I  have 
it  in  my  power  to  cheai  he  ■. 

Stan.  Can  you  marry  her  ? 

Weld.  Yes,  fa'th,  fo  fhe  fays :  Her  pretty  perfon  and 
fortune,  (which,  one  with  the  other,  you  know  are  not 
contemptible)  are  both  at  my  fervice. 

.  Stan.  Contemptible  !  very  confiderable,  egad;  very 
defirable  ;  why  flic's  woith  ten  thoufand  pounds,  man  ; 
a  clear  ellate  :  No  charge  upon't,  but  a  boobily  Ton: 
He  indeed  was  to  have  half;  but  his  father  begot  him, 
and  flie  breeds  him  up  not  to  know  or  have  more  than 
Hie  has  a  mind  to :  And  (he  has  a  mind  to  iomething 
elfe,  it  fccms. 

Weld  There's  a  great  deal  to  be  made  of  this — \Mi<f.ng 

Stan.  A  handfome  fortune  may  be  made  on  t;  and  I 
advife  you  to't  by  all  means. 

Weld.  To  marry  her  !  an  old  wanton  witch  !  I  hate  her. 

Stan.  No  matter  for  that :  Let  her  go  to  the  devil 
for  you.  She'll  cheat  her  fon  of  a  good  eilate  for  you  : 
that's  a  perquifue  of  a  widow's  portion  always. 

Weld, 
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Weld.  I  have  a  defig-n,  and  will  follow  lier  at  leaf!, 
till  I  have  a  pennyworth  of  the  plantation. 

Stan.  I  (peak  as  a  friend,  when  1  advife  you  to  marry 
her,  for  'tis  dircdly  ngainft  the  intcrelt  ot"  my  own  fa- 
mily. My  coufm  Jack  has  bclabour'd  her  a  good  while 
that  w/av. 

/-/>//.  What!  hont^Jack!  I'll  not  hinder  him.  I'll 
give  over  the  thoughts  of  her. 

Stan.  He'll  make  nothing  on't ;  fhe  does  not  care 
for  him.     I'm  glad  you  have  her  in  your  power. 

M^eU.  I  may  be  able  to  ferve  him. 

Stan.  Here's  a  (hip  come  into  the  river ;  I  was  in 
hopes  it  had  been  from  England. 

ff'eld.   From  Evgmnd ! 

Stan.  No.  I  was  difappolnted;  I  long  to  fee  this 
handfomc  coiifin  of  your's  :  The  pidlure  you  gave  me 
of  h  r  has  charm'd  me. 

IVnd,  You'll  fee  whether  it  has  flatter'd  her  or  no, 
in  a  liul."  time.  Lf  Hie  recover'd  of  that  illnefs  that 
was  the  reaion  of  her  flaying  behind  us,  I  know  ihc 
will  come  with  the  Jirll  opportunity.  We  fliall  fee  her^ 
or  hear  of  her  death. 

S'ar.  X^'e'll  hope  the  beil.  The  fhips  from  England 
are  expef^.ed  every  day. 

WtU.  What  lliip  is  this? 

Stan.  A  rover,  a  tuccaneer,  a  trader  in  flav^s  : 
That's  the  commodity  we  deal  in,  you  know.  If  yea 
have  a  curioGty  to  fee  our  manner  of  marketing,  I'll 
wail  upon  \  ou, 

IVtld.   We'il  take  my  fifter  with  us.—  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE,    An  open  Place. 
Enter  Lieutenant-Governor  and  Blandford. 

Gc-j.  There's  no  refilling  your  fortune,  Blatidfcrd -, 
you  draw  all  the  prizes. 

Bland.  [  draw  for  our  lord. governor ;  you  know  his 
fortune  favours  me. 

Gov.  1  grudge  him  nothing  this  time ;  but  if  for- 
tune had  iavour'd  me  in  the  laft  fale,  the  fair  flave  had 
been  mine;   Ck/mnehid  been- mine. 

B/and^ 
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Bland,  Are  you  ftill  in  love  with  her  ? 
Goij.  Every  day  more  ia  love  with  her  ? 

Enter  Capt.  Dri\  er,  teazed  and  pulled  about  by  Widow 
Lackitt,  and /everalflsiiMsrs.     Enter,  at  another  Door^  ' 
Wcldon,  Lucy,    and  Stanmore. 

Wid.  Here  have  I  fi^  flavcs  in  my  lot,  and  not  a 
man  among  them  ;  all  women  and  children  ;  what  caa 
I  do  with  'em,  Captain  ?  Pray  ccnfider  I  am  a  Vv'oman 
myfcir,  and  can't  get  my  own  flaves,  as  fome  of  my 
neighbours  do. 

iji  Plant.  I  have  all  men  in  mine  :  Piay,  Captain, 
let  the  men  and  women  be  mirgled  together,  for  pro- 
creation fake,  and  the  good  of  the  plantation. 

2d  Plunt.  Ay,  ay,  a  man  and  a  woman.  Captain,  for 
the  gf'od  of  the  plantation. 

'  Capt.  I,  t  them  mingle  together,  a^d  be  damnd, 
what  care  I  r  would  you  have  me  a  p  n.p  for  the  good 
of  the  pi  i.Ttation  ? 

I/?  Plant.   I  am  a  con.^iant  cudomer,  Captain. 
il'id.  I  am  always  ready  money  to  you,  Captain.  > 
\ji  Plant,   lor  that  matter,  miRrefs,  my  money  is  as 
ready  as  yours. 

Wid.  Pray  hear  me,   Captain. 

Cap-.  Look  you,  I  have  ^.V:^?^  my  part  by  you  j  I 
have  brought  the  number  of  flaves  I  bargain'd  for;  if 
3'our  lots  have  not  pleas'd  you,  you  mult  draw  apaia 
among  ycuifelves. 

^d  Plant,  j  am  contented  w'th  my  lot. 
i^ih  Plant.   I  am  very  well  fatisficd. 
3^  Plant.  We'll  have  no  drawing  again. 
Ccip'i,.  Do  you  hear,   mdflreis  ?    you  may  hold  your 
tongue  :    For  my  part  1  expeft  my  money. 

ii-id.  Captain,  nobody  queilions  or  fcniples  the 
payment :  but  I  won't  hold  my  tongue  ;  'tis  too  much 
to  pray  and  pay  tcro  :  One  may  fpeak  for  one's  own  I 
hope, 

Capt.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 
y/ld.  \  (ay  no  more  than  I  can  make  out. 
Capt.  Out  with  it  then. 

Wid.  I  fay  things  have  not  been  fo  fair  canied  as. 

they 
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they  might  liave  been.  How  do  1  know  but  you  have 
jug^;■.ed  together  in  inyabfence?  You  drew  the  lots 
before  I  came,  I'm  furc. 

Capt.  That's  your  own  fault,  miilrefs,  you  might 
have  come  fooner. 

Wiei.  Then  here-'s  a  prince,  as  ihey  fay,  among  the 
flave:,  and  y  m  let  him  down  to  go  as  a  .oaunon  man. 

Capt.  Have  you  a  jn;r,d  to  try  ivhat  a  man  he  is  ? 
You'll  find  him  no  more  than  a  common  man  at  your 
bufinefs. 

M^'iJ.  Sir,  you're  a  fcurvy  fellow  to  talk  at  this  rate 
to  tr.c :  If  my  hiifband  were  alive,  gadfbodykins  you 
would  not  ufe  me  io. 

Capt.  Right,  mirtrcfs  '  would  not  ufe  you  at  all. 

WitJ.  Not  ufe  me!  your  betters  tvcry  inch  of  you,  I 
would  have  \ou  to  kr  ow,  would  be  gl;.d  to  ufe  me,  fir- 
rah.  Marry  come  up  here,  who  are  you  I  tiowr  You 
begin  to  think  yourfclf  a  Captain,  foifooth,  becaufc  we 
call  you  fo.  You  forget  yourfelf  as  fail  as  you  can  ;  but 
I  remember  you  ;  I  icnow  you  fo'  a  pitiful  paltry  fellow 
as  you  are,  nn  uprtart  to  piofperity  ;  one  thai  is  but 
juft  con  _■  acquainted  with  cleanlinefs,  and  that  never 
faw  five  (hillings  of  your  own  without  deferving  to  be 
hang'd  for  "em. 

Gov.  She  has  given  you  a  broadfide,  Captain  ;  you'll 
ftand  up  to  her. 

Capt.    Hang  her,  '  ll:ink-pot,'  111  come  no  nearer. 

Wid.  By  this  good  light  it  would  make  a  woman  do 
a  thing  (he  nevt-i  dcfigned  ;  many  again,  though  flie 
were  fure  to  re^.ent  it,  and  be  rev^ngeu  of  fuch  a 

J.  Stan.  What's  the  matter,  Mrs.  Lackut,  can  I  ferve 
you  ? 

JVid.  No.  no,  you  can't  f.;rve  me  :  You  arc  for  fcr- 
ving  yourfelf,  I'm  fure.  Piay  go  about  your  bufinefs,  1 
have  none  for  you  :  You  know,  I  have  told  you  fo. 
Lord  1  how  can  you  be  fo  troublciome  ;  nay,  fo  uncon- 
fcionable,  to  think  that  every  rich  widow  mull  throw 
herfelf  away  upon  a  young  fellow  that  has  nothing  I 

Stan.  Jack,  you  are  anfwer'd,  I  fuppofe. 

J,  Stan,  I'll  have  another  pluck  at  her. 

Hid, 
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Tf'iJ.  Mr.  JVeldon,  I  am  a  little  out  of  order  j  bur 
pray  bring  your  fifter  to  dine  with  me.  Gad'.s  ray  life, 
I'm  out  oi  all  patience  with  that  pi  ifu!  fellow  ;  My 
ficfh  rifes  at  him;  I  can't  llay  in  the  pb.ce  where  he 
is,  [Exit. 

Bland.  Captain,  you  have  ufed  the  widow  very  fa- 
miliarly. 

Cai'i.  This  is  my  way  ;  I  have  no  dengn,  and  there- 
fore am  not  Qver  civil.  Jf  Ihe  had  ever  a  handfome 
daughter  to  ivheedle  her  out  of;  or  if  I  could  make 
any  thing  of  her  booby  fon  — 

IVeld.  I  may  improve  that  hint,  and  make  fomething 
of  him.  \_Aj:de. 

Go-Tj.  She's  very  rich, 

Capt.  I'm  rich  nnyfelf.  She  has  nothing  that  I 
want ;  I  have  no  leaks  to  fiop.  Old  women  are  for- 
tune-menders I  have  ruade  a  good  voyage,  and  would 
reap  the  fruits  of  my  labour.  We  plow  the  deep,  my 
mailers,  but  our  harvell:  is  on  Ihore.  I  am  for  a  young 
woman. 

Stan.  Look  about.  Captain,  there's  one  ripe,  and 
ready  for  the  fick!e. 

Capt.  A  woman  indeed  ;  I  will  be  acq^uainted  with 
her :   Who  is  (he  ? 

Weld.   fy]y  filler.  Sir. 

Cap!.  V^  ould  I  were  a-kin  to  her:    If  fhe  were  my  ' 
fifter,  llie  (liould  never  go  cur  of  the  family.    VVhat  fay 
you,  miftrefb  ?  You  txpedllhould  marry  you,  I  fuppofe."^ 

Luc.   1  flian't  be  difappointed  if  you  don't. 

\Jurning  anuay.. 

Weld.  She  won't  break  her  heart.  Sir. 

Capt.  But  I  mean [Follovnyig  her^ 

Weld.  And  I  mean  -  \Going  bet'-Mien  htm  a?;^Lucy} 
That  you  mull  not  xhink  of  her  without  marrying. 

Capi.  I  mean  fo  too. 

Weld,  Why  then  your  meaning's  out. 

Capt.  You're  very  fhort. 

Weld.  1  will  grow,  and  be  taller  for  you. 

Capt.  I  (hall  grow  angry,  and  fwear. 

Weld.  You'll  catch  no  fi(h  then. 

Capt*. 
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Capt.  I  don't  well  know  whether  he  defigns  to  af- 
front me  or  no. 

Sinn.  No,   no,  he's  a  little  familiar;    'tis  his  way. 

Ccipi.  Sav  vGu  for  nay,  i  cm  be  as  familiar  as  he,  if 
that  be  it.  Well,  Sir,  look  upon  n.e  full.  What  fay 
you  ?  how  do  you  like  me  for  a  brother-in-law  .? 

M'^tld.  Why  yes,  faith,  you'il  do  my  bnfinefs,  [^turn- 
ing hi7n  aboui\   if  we  can  agree  about  my  filler's. 

Capt.  I  don't  know  whether  your  filler  will  like  me 
or  not :  I  can't  fay  much  to  her;  but  I  have  money 
enough  :  And  if  you  are  her  brother,  as  you  fcem  to  be 
a-kin  to  her,  I  know  that  will  recommend  me  to  you. 

Weld.  This  is  your  market  for  flaves ;  my  fil'.er  is  a 
free  woman,  and  mull  not  be  dilpofed  of  in  public. 
You  fhall  be  welcome  to  my  houfc,  if  you  plcafe  :  and, 
upon  better  acquaintance,  if  my  filler  likes  you,  and  1 
like  your  offers 

C'lpt.   \  ery  well.   Sir,  I'll  come  and  fee  her. 

GoHj.  Where  are  the  flaves,  Captain  ?  they  are  long 
a-coming. 

BlaiiJ.  Aivd  who  is  this  prince  that's  fall'n  to  my  lot 
for  the  lord  governpr  ?  Let  me  knov.'  fomething  of  him, 
that  I  may  treat  him  accordingly  :   Who  is  he  ? 

Capt.  ide's  the  devil  of  a  fiiilow,  I  can  tell  you  ?  a 
prince  every  inch  of  him  :  You  have  paid  dear  enough 
for  him  for  all  the  good  he'll  do  you  :  1  was  forc'd  to 
clap  him  in  irons,  and  did  not  think  the  ihip  fafe  nei- 
ther. You  are  in  hoilility  with  the  Lidiam,  they  fay; 
they  threaten  you  daih' :  You  had  bell  have  an  eye  up- 
on him. 

Bland.   But  who  is  he  ? 

Gov.  And  how  do  you  know  him  to  be  a  prince : 

Cap/,  he  io  fon  and  iier  to  the  great  king  of  y:lngola, 
a  mifchievous  monarch  in  thofe  parts,  who,  by  his  good 
wiil,  would  never  leunny  of  his  neighbours  be  in  quiet. 
Thii  fon  was  his  general,  a  plaguy  fighting  rcllow.  I 
have  formerly  had  dealings  with  hir.i  for  fiavcs,  which 
he  took  prifoners,  and  have  got  preity  roundly  by  him. 
But  the  wars  being  at  an  end,  and  nothing  more  to  be 
got  by  the  trade  of  that  country,  I  made  bpld  to  bring 
the  prince  along  with  me. 


OROONOKO.  17 

Gov.  How  could  you  do  that  ? 

Blatrd.  What!  Ileal  a  prince  out  of  his  own  country  ! 
impofiible  ! 

Capt.  'Twas  hard  indeed  j  but  I  did  it.  You  mufl 
know  this  Oroomko 

Bland.  Is  that  his  name  ? 

Capt,  Ay,   Oroonoko. 

Gov,   Oroonoko. 

Capt.  Is  naturally  inquifitire  about  the  men  and  man- 
ners of  the  white  nations.  B  caufe  1  could  give  him 
fome  account  of  the  other  parts  of  the  world,  I  grew 
very  much  into  his  favour :  In  return  of  fo  great  an  ho- 
nour, you  know,  I  could  do  no  lefs,  upon  my  coming 
away,  than  invite  him  on  board  me.  Never  having  been 
in  a  Slip,  he  appointed  his  time,  and  I  prepared  my  en- 
tertainment. He  came  the  next  evening,  as  privateashe 
could,  with  about  fome  twenty  along  with  him.  The 
punch  went  round  ;  and  as  many  of  his  attendants  as 
would  be  dangerous,  1  fent  dead  drunk  on  (bore  ; .  the 
reft  we  fecured  ;  and  fo  you  have  the  prince  Oroonoko. 

\ft  Flam.  Gad-a-mercy,  Captain,  there  you  were 
with  him,  i'faith. 

zd  Plant.  Such  men  as'  you  are  fit  to  be  employed  in 
pviblic  aftairs  :  The  plantation  will  thrive  by  you. 

3^  ?lant.  Induftry  ought  to  be  en-ouraged. 

Capt.  There's  nothing  done  without  it,  boys.  I  have 
made  my  fortune  this  way. 

Blavd.   Unheard  of  vij'.iiny  ! 

Stan.  Barbarous  treachery  ! 

Bland.  They-  applaud  him  for't. 

Gov.  L'jt,  Captain,  methinks  you  have  taken  a  great 
deal  of  pains  for  this  prince  Crooioko  ;  why  d;d  you  part 
with  him  at  the  common  rate  of  Haves  r 

Cnpt.  Why,  Li.ruteiKiiu-Governor,  I'll  tell  you,  I 
did  defign  to  carry  him  tc  E-'jgLmd,  to  have  ftiow'd  him 
thvre;  but  I  found  him  troublcfome    upon   my  liands, 

and  I'm  glad  I'm  ilJ  of  him -Oh,  oh,    hark,    they 

come. 

Bhnk  Sla'ves,  Men,  Women,   and  Children,  pnfi  acrofs  the 

Stage  bj  tnvo  and  txio ;  Aboan,  and  others  of  Oroo- 
noko'^ 
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nolco'j  Anendant:^  tuo  and  tivc  :   Orooncko  laj}  cf  all 

in  Chains, 

J  ric.  Are  a'l  chcfc  wretches  ilaves  r 
' Sian.   AW  fold,  they  anJ  their  poilcricy,  all  fiavc?. 

Luc.   O  iuifcr^ible  fortune  ! 

Bland.  Moil:  of  ihcm  know  no  better ;  thry  were 
born  fo,  and  only  change-  their  mailers.  Rut  a  prince, 
bDrn  only  to  command,  bc^ra) 'd  and  fold!  my  h'.art 
drops  blood  for  him. 

Cajit.  [\o\\.  Governor,  lic.c  he  comes,  pray  obferve 
him. 

Oi;p.  So,  Sir,  you  have  kept  your  word  with  me  ? 

Capt.  I  am  a  better  Chriliian,  i  thank  you,  than 
to  keep  it  with  a  Heathen. 

Oro.  You  are  a  Chriftian  ;    be  a  Chriliian  ilill ; 
If  you  have  any  God  that  teaches  you 
To  break  your  word,  I  need  not  curfe  you  more  : 
Let  him  cheat  you,  as  you  arc  falfe  t  j  me. 
You  faithful  followers  of  my  better  fortune, 
We  have  been  fellow-foldiers  in  the  field  ; 

\^Emhraci/ig  his  friends. 
Now  we  are  fellow-flaves.     This  lall  farewel. 
Be  fare  of  one  thing  that  will  comfort  us. 
Whatever  world  we  are  next  thrown  upon 
Cannot  be  worfe  thui  this. 

[Jlljlavss  go  oj' but  Orooncko. 

Capt.  You  fee  what  a  bloody  l-'agan  he  is.  Governor; 
but  I  took  care  that  none  of  his  followers  (hoald  be  in  tlie 
fame  lot  with  him,  for  fear  they  ihould  undertake  fome 
defperate  adlion,  to  the  danger  of  the  colony. 

Oro.   Live  Ilill  in  fear ;  it  is  the  villain's  curfe. 
And  will  revenge  my  chains  ;  fear  even  me. 
Who  have  no  power  to  hurt  thee.     Nattire  abhors. 
And  drives  thee  out  from  the  fociety 
And  commerce  of  mankind,  for  breach  of  faith. 
Men  live  anJ  profper  but  in  mutual  trull, 
A  confidence  of  one  aujther's  truth  : 
That  thou  hall  violated.     I  iiave  done  ; 
I  know  my  fortune,  and  fubmit  to  it. 

Co  I'.  Sir,  1  am  ferry  for  your  fortune,  and  would 
help  it,   if  I  coulj, 

Bland, 
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Blaiil.  Take  off  his  chains.  You  know  your  condi- 
tion ;  but  yoa  arc  fal'en  into  honourable  hjiids  ;  You 
are  the  Lord  Governor's  flave,  who  wiit  ufe  you  nobly  : 
In  his  abfence  it  Tnall  be  mv  care  to  (erve  you. 

[Blandford  applying  to  him. 

Oro.   I  hear  you,  but  I  can  believe  no  more. 

Gov.  Captain,  I'm  afraid  the  world  wont  fpeak  fo 
honouiable  of  this  adliun  of  yours,  as  you  would  have 
them. 

Capt,  I  have  the  money,  let  the  world  fpeak  and  be 
damn'd,  I  care  not. 

Oro.  I  would  forget  myfelf.    Be  fatisfled  \^To  Bland, 
T  am  above  the  rank  of  common  flaves. 
Let  that  content  you.  TheChrillian  there  that  knows  me, 
For  his  own  fake  will  not  difcover  more. 

Capt.  I  have  other  matters  to  mind.    You  have  him, 
and  much  good  may  do  you  with  your  prince.       \Exit. 
The  Planters  pulling  and  Jlaring  at  Oroonoko. 

Bland.  What  would  you  have  there  ?  you  Itare  as  if 
you  never  faw  a  man  before.     Stand  farther  off. 

\Turns  ^em  away, 

Oro.   Let  'em  flare  on. 
I  am  unfortunate,   but  not  afham'd 
Of  being  fo.     No,  let  the  guilty  blufh. 
The  white  man  that  bctray'd  me.     Honed  black 
Difdains  to  change  its  colour.     I  am  ready : 
V/here  muft  I  go  ?  Difpofe  me  as )  ou  pleafe  ; 
I  am  not  well  acquainted  with  my  fortune. 
But  mull;  learn  to  know  it  better :    So  I  know,  you  fay. 
Degrees  make  all  things  eafv. 

Bland.   All  things  fliall  be  eafy. 

O'o.  Tear  off  this  pomp,  and  let  me  know  myfelf; 
Th'i  flaviili  habit  beft  beco  i^es  me  now. 
Hard  fate,  and  whips,  and  chains  may  overpow'r 
1  be  frailer  fledi,  and  bow  my  body  dovv'n  : 
But  there's  another,    nobler  part  of  me. 
Out  of  your  reach,  wtiich  you  can  never  tame. 
-    Bland.    You  Ihall  iiad  nothing  of  this  wrttcliednefs 
You  apprehend.     We  are  not  monilers  all. 
You  fetm  unwilling  to  difclofe  yourfcif : 
'.i  herefore,  for  fear  the  mentioning  your  name 

Should 
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Should  give  you  ntvv  dirquict?,   1  preiume 
To  call  you  Ca/ar. 

O'o.  I  am  niyfelf;  but  call  ine  what  you  plc.ife. 

Stan.    A  vtrry  good  naiii^  C^Jar. 

Gcv.    And  very  fit  for  his  chafaCler.  ' 

Oro.   VVa:-  Cffj'.'.r  then  a  Have? 

G.'v.  I  think  he  was ;  to  pirates  too  r  he  was  a  groat 
conqueror,    but  unforrunate  in  his  friends 

Oro.   His  f  iends  were  Chriltians  ? 

Bla/ii!.    Nn. 

Oro.    '\o\    that's  Grange. 

Gov.   And  murder'd  '■:■</  'em. 

O'O.  I  would  be  C^/a}-  then.     Yet  I  will  live. 

Bland.  Live  to  be  hanpier. 

0)0.    Do  what  you  will  with  me. 

Bland.  I  will  wait  upon  you,  attend,  and  ferve  you. 

[Exit  nxith  Oroonoko. 

Luc.  Well,  if  the  Captain  had  brought  this  Prince's 
country  along  with  him,  and  would  make  me  queen  of 
it,  I  would  not  have  hlir,  after  doing  fo  bafe  a  thing. 

Weld.    He"6  a  man  to  thrive  in  the  world,  filler  : 
He'll  make  you  the  better  jointure. 

Luc.  Hang  him,  nothing  can  profper  with  him. 

Stan,  Enquire  into  the  great  eltates,  and  you'll  find 
moft  of  thenti  depend  upon  the  fame  title  of  honelly  : 
The  men  who  raife  'em  firlt  arc  much  of  the  Captain's 
principles. 

Weld.  Ay,  ay,  as  you  fay,  let  him  be  damn'd  for  the 
good  of  hi:i  family.  Come,  filler,  we  are  invited  to 
dinner. 

Gou.    Stanmore,  you  dine  with  me.  \_Exeunt. 


A   C   T     II. 

-SCENE,    Widow  Lackitt'.c  Hou/e. 

Enter  Widow  Lackitt  and  Wcldon. 

IFeld.       I   ""HIS  is  fo  great  a  favoui ,  I  don't  know  how 
X       to  receive  it. 
fFid.  O  dear  Sir  !  you  know  how  to  receive,  and  how 

to 
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to  return  a  favour  as  well  as  any  body,  I  don't  doubt  it : 
'Ti5  rot  the  firll  you  have  h  :d  from  our  fe.v,  1  fuppofe. 

Weld.   But  this  is  io  unexpe£led. 

WiJ.  Lord,  how  can  yoti  fay  fo,  Mr.  IFeUon  ?  I 
won't  believe  you.  Don't  I  know  you  handfome 
gentlemen  expeft  every  thing  a  woman  can  do  for  you  ? 
and  by  my  tro'h  you'ie  in  the  right  ont.  I  think  one 
can't  do  too  much  for  a  handfome  gentleman  ;  and  {q 
you  {hall  find  it. 

Weld.  I  fliall  never  have  fuch  an  offer  again,  that's 
certain  :  What  fhall  I  do  ?   I  am  mightily  divided — 

\_P re! ending  a  concern. 

JVid.  Divided  :  O  dear,  I  hope  not  fo.  Sir  :  If  I 
marry,  truly  I  exped  to  have  you  to  myfelf. 

We'd.  There's  no  danger  of  that,  Mrs.  Lackltt.  lam 
divided  in  m.y  thoughts  :  i\'y  father  upon  his  deathbed 
obliged  me  to  fee  my  fiixer  difpofed  of,  before  I  married 
myfelf.  'Tis  that  flicks  upon  me.  'I'liey  fay,  indeed, 
promifes  are  to  be  broken  or  kept ;  and  I  know  'tis  a 
foolifh  thing  to  be  tied  to  a  promife  ;  but  I  can't  help 
it.     I  don't  know  how  to  get  rid  of  it. 

Wid,  Is  that  all  ? 

Weld.  All  in  all  to  me.  The  commands  of  a  dying 
father,  you  know,   ought  to  be  obey'd. 

Wid.    And  fo  they  may. 

Weld.    Impoflible  to  do  me  any  good. 

Wid.  They  (han't  be  your  hindrance.  You  wou'd 
have  a  hufband  for  your  filler,  you  fay  :  He  mud  be 
very  well  to  pafs  too  in  the  world,  I  fuppofe. 

iVeld.  I  would  not  throw  her  away. 

Wtd,  Then  marry  her  out  of  hand  to  the  fea-cap- 
tain  you  were  fpeaking  of. 

Weld.  I  was  thinking  of  him,  but  'tis  to  no  pur- 
pofe  ;  Ihe  hates  him. 

Wid.  Does  (he  hate  him  ?  nay,  'tis  no  matter,  an 
impudent  rafcal  as  he  is,  I  would  not  advife  her  to 
marry  him. 

Weld.  Can  you  think  of  nobody  elfe  \ 

Wid.  Let  me  fee. 

Weld, 
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IJ'tU.  Ay,  pray  do,  I  fliouU  be  loth  to  part  w'th  n.y 
good  fortune  in  you  for  fo  fmali  a  mutter  as  a  filler  ; 
iJut  vou  find  how  it  is  with  me. 

ind.  Well  remembcr'd,  i'f^ith  :  Well,  if  I  thought 
you  would  Iii^e  of  it,  I  havj  a  hufband  for  lier ;  Wliac 
do  vou  think  of  my  fon  : 

Weld.   Vou  don't  think  of  it  yourfelf. 

If'ui.  I  piotcft  but  J  do :  I  am  in  earnefl,  if  you  arc, 
lie  fliall  marry  her  witluu  this  half  hour,  if  you'll  give 
J  our  confeiit  to  it. 

ll'tU.  I  give  my  confont!  I'll  anfwer  for  my  filler, 
fhe  fl-all  have  hin)  :  You  may  be  furc  I  (hdl  be  glad  to 
get  over  the  difficulty. 

JFid.  No  more  to  be  faid  then,  that  difficulty  is  over : 
But  I  vow  and  fwcar  you  frii-hteu'd  me,  Mr.  Wcldon. 
It  I  had  not  had  a  fon  now  for  your  filler,  what  muft  I 
have  done,  do  you  think  ?  Were  not  you  an  ill-natured 
thing  to  boggle  at  a  promife  ?  1  could  break  twenty  for 
you. 

IFdd.  I  am  the  more  obliged  to  you  j  but  this  fon 
will  favc  all. 

Wtd.  He's  in  the  houfe  ;  I'll  go  and  bring  him  my- 
felf.  [GWfl^.]  You  would  do  well  to  break  tne  bufinefs 
to  your  filler.     She's  within,  I'll  fend  her  to  you — 

\Golttg  again y  comes  bach. 

Weld.  Pray  do. 

M^td.  But  d'you  hear  ?  perhaps  fhe  may  ftand  upon  her 
maidenly  behaviour,  and  blufli,  and  play  the  f.ol,  and 
delay  :  But  don't  be  anfwer'd  fo  :  What  !  fliC  is  not  a 
girl  at  thcfo  years  :  Shew  your  authority,  and  tell  her 
roundly,  fhe  mull  be  marritd  immediately.  Fll  manage 
my  fon,  I  warrant  you \(.kti  out  in  ha/ie. 

Weld.  The  widow's  in  halle,  I  lee  :  I  thought  I  had 
laid  a  rub  in  the  road,  about  my  filter:  But  fhe  has 
flepp'd  over  that.  She's  making  way  for  herfelf  as  faft 
as  (he  can  ;  but  little  thinks  where  flte  is  going  :  I  could 
tell  her  ihe  is  going  to  play  the  fool :  But  people  dont 
(love  to  hear  of  their  faults :  Befides,  that  is  not  my  bu- 
finefs at  prefent. 

Enter  Lucy. 
So,  filler,  I  have  a  hufband  for  you 
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Luc.  Vvith  all  rr.y  Ilea:  t.  I  don't  know  what  con- 
finen-.cnt  marriage  may  he  to  the  men,  but  I'm  fure  the 
women  have  no  liberty  without  it,  I'm  for  any  thing 
that  will  deliver  me  from  the  care  of  a  repvitation,  which 
1  begin  to  find  impcffible  to  preferve, 

jrelJ.  I'll  eale  you  of  that  care  :  You  mud  be  married 
immediately. 

Lkc.  The  fooner  the  better;  for  I  am  quite  tir'd  of 
fetting  up  for  a  hufband.  The  widow's  foclilh  fon  is 
the  man,  I  fuppofe. 

IVeU.  I  confidcr'd  your  conftltutirn,  filler  ;  and,  find- 
ing you  would  have  occaficn  for  a  fool,  I  have  provided 
accordingly. 

Luc.  I  don't  know  what  occafion  I  may  have  for  a 
fool  when  I'm  married  ;  but  I  Hnd  none  but  fools  hawe 
occafion  to  marry. 

Weld.  Since  he  is  to  be  a  fool  tlion,  I  thought  it  better 
for  you  to  have  one  of  his  mother's  making  than  your 
own  ;  'twill  fave  you  the  trouble, 

Luc.  1  thank  you  ;  you  take  a  great  deal  of  pains  for 
me;  but  pray  tell  me  what  you  are  doing  for  yourfelf 
all  this  while  ? 

Wild.  You  are  never  tiae  to  your  own  fecreis,  and 
therefore  I  won't  truft  you  with  mine.  Only  remember 
this,  I  am  your  eldell  fifter,  and,  confequently,  laying 
my  breeches  aiide,  have  as  much  occafion  for  a  hufband 
as  you  can  have.  I  hav«  a  man  in  my  eye,  be  fati3f3''d. 
Enter  Widow  Lackitt,  'with  her  fon  Daniel. 

Wid.  Come  CanieU  hold  up  thy  head,  child  ;  look 
like  a  man:  You  mult  not  take  it  as  you  have  done 
Gad's  my  life  1  there's  nothing  to  be  done  with  twirling 
your  hat,  man. 

Dan.  Why  mother,  what's  to  be  done  then  ? 

Wid.  Why,  look  me  in  the  face,  and  mind  what  I 
fay  to  you. 

Dan.  Marry,  who's  the  fool  then  r  What  (hall  I  get 
by  minding  what  you  fay  to  me  ? 

Wid.    Mrs.  Lues,  the  boy  is  balhful,  don't  difcourage 

him  J  pray  come  a  little  forward,  and  let  him  falute  you. 

\Gmng  bet'wten  Lucy  and  Daniel, 

Ltu. 
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Luc.  A  fine  hufband  I  am  to  have  truly.  \To  Weldon. 
Wid.  Come  Daniel,  you  mult  Lq  acquainted  with  thii 
gentlewoman. 

Dan.  >  ay  I'm  not  proud,  that  is  not  my  fault :  I  am 
prelcntly  acquainted  wlicn  I  know  the  company;  but 
this  gentlewoman  is  a  ftranger  to  me. 

Wiii.  She  is  your  millrefs,  I  have  fpoke  a  good  word 
for  you  ;  make  her  a  bow,  and  go  and  kifs  her. 

Uan.  Kiis  her  1  have  a  care  what  you  fay  ;  I  warrant 
rtie  fcorns  your  words.  Such  fine  folks  are  not  us'd  to 
be  flopp'd  and  kifs'd.  Do  you  think  I  don't  know 
thnt,  mother  ! 

VVid.  Try  her,  try  her  man  :  [Daniel  Io-ms,  Jke  thrujls 
himfor^^ard']  Why  that's  well  done;  go  nearer  her. 

Dan.  Is  the  devil  in  the  woman  ?  Why  fo  I  can  go 
nearer  her,  if  you  v/ould  let  a  body  alone.  [To  his  Mc^ 
ther.'\  Cry  your  mercy,  forfooth  ;  my  mother  is  always 
fliaming  one  before  company  ;  (he  would  have  me  as 
unmannerly  as  herfelf,  and  offerto  kifs  you.    [To  Lucy. 

Weld.  Why  won't  you  kifs  her  ? 

Dan.  Why,  pray  may  I. 

Wdd.  Kils  her,  kifs  her  man. 

Dan.  Marry,  and  I  will ;  \_KiJfes  her.]  gadfooks,  fhe 
kifies  rarely  :  An'  pleafe  you,  miftrefs,  and  feeing  my 
mother  will  have  it  fo,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  kifs  you 
again,  forfooth.  \_KiJfcs  her  again, 

Luc.  Weil,  how  do  you  like  me  now  ? 

Dan.  Like  you  ?  marry  I  don't  know,  you  have  be- 
witched me,  I  think :  I  was  never  fo  in  my  born  days 
before. 

W)d.  You  muft  marry  this  fine  woman,  Daniel. 

Dan.  Hey  day  !  marry  her  !  I  was  never  married  in 
all  my  life.     What  muit  I  do  with   her  then,  mother  ? 

IVid.  You  muft  live  with  her,  eat  and  drink  with 
her,  go  to  bed  with  her,  and  flcep  with  her. 

Dun.  Nay,  marry,  if  I  muft  go  to  bed  with  her,  I  (hall 
never  deep,  that's  certain  ;  fhe'll  break  me  of  my  reft, 
quite  and  clean,  I  tell  you  before  hand.  As  for  eating 
and  diinking  with  her,  why  I  have  a  good  ftomach,  and 
can  piay  my  part  in  any  company.  Cut  how  do  you 
think  I  can  go  to  bed  to  a  woman  I  don't  know  ? 

Weld, 
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4VeU.  You  fhall  know  her  better. 

Dan.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Weld.   Kifs  her  again.  [Daniel  kfjjes  Lucy, 

Dan.  Nay,  kiffing  I  find  will  make  .us  prefently 
acquainted.  We'll  Ileal  into  a  corner  to  prafticfe  a 
little,  and  then  I  Ihall  be  able  to  do  any  things 

Weld.  The  young  man  mends  a-pace, 

Wtd.  Pray  don't  baulk  him. 

Dan.  Mother,  mother,  if  you'll  flay  in  the  room. 
by  me,  and  promife  not  to  leave  me,  I  don't  care  for 
once  if  I  venture  to  go  to  bed  with  her. 

Wtd.  There's  a  good  child,  go  in  and  put  on  thy 
beft  cloaths  ;  pluck  up  a  fpirit,  I'll  ftay  in  the  room 
by  thee.     She  won't  hurt  thee,  I  warrant  thee. 

Dan.  Nay,  as  to  that  matter,  I  am  not  afraid  of  her  S 
I'll  give  her  as  good  as  (he  bring?.  I  have  a  Rcxxjland 
for  her  Oli'ver,  and  fo  thou  may  tell  her.  [Exit. 

Wid.  Mrs.  Lucia,  we  fhan't  ftay  for  you  :  You  are 
in  readinefs  I  fuppofe. 

Weld.  She  is  always  ready  to  do  what  I  would  haive 
her,  I  muft  fay  that  for  my  fifter. 

Wid.  'Twill  be  her  own  another  day,  Mr.  Weldofti 
we'll  marry  'em  out  of  hand,  and  then 

Weld.  And  then,  Mrs.  Lackiit,  look  to  yourfelf— — 

l^Exeuntt 
Enter  Oroonoko  aWBlandford. 

^  Oro.  You  grant  I  have  good  reafon  to  fufpeft 

*  All  the  profelTions  you  can  make  to  me. 

*  Bland.   Indeed  you  have. 

'  0)0.  The  dog  that  fold  me  did  profefs  as  much 
^  As  you  can  do-^but  yet,  I  know  not  why — 
'  Whether  it  is  b'.caufe  I'm  fall'n  fo  low, 
■'  And  have  no  more  to  fear — that  is  not  it  t 

*  I  am  a  flave  no  longer  than  I  pleafe. 

'  'Tis  fomething  nobler — ;being  juft  myfelf, 

"*  I  am  inclining  to  think  others  fo  ; 

'  'Tis  that  prevails  upon  me  to  believe  ycu. 

*  Bland.  You  may  believe  me. 
'  Oro.  I  do  believe  you. 

B  '  From 
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♦  Froip  what  I  know  of  you,  you  are  no  fool ; 

*  Fog1:>  only  are  the  knaves,  and  live  by  tricks: 

'  Wife-men  may  thrive  without  'em,  and  be  honeft. 

*  Blan.i.  TlTey  won't  ail  take  your  couiifel.    \^Afidt.^ 

Ore.  '  You  know  my  ftory,  and'  you  fay  you  are 
A  friend  to  my  misfortunes  :  That's  a  name 
Will  teach  you  what  you  owe  yourfelf  and  me. 

Blcoid.  I'll  lludy  to  deferve  to  be  your  friend. 
When  once  our  noble  governor  arrives. 
With  him  you  will  not  need  my  inti=-rell : 
He  is  too  generous  not  to  feel  your  wrongs. 
But  be  aflur'd  I  will  employ  my  pow'r. 
And  find  the  means  to  fend  you  home  again. 

Oro.  I  thank  you,  Sir. — My  honelt,  wretched  friends ! 

[Sighing. 
Their  chains  are  heavy  :  They  have  hardly  found 
So  kind  a  mafter.     May  I  afk  you.   Sir, 
What  is  become  of  them  :   Perhaps  I  fliould  not. 
Ycu  v;ill  forgive  a  ftranger. 

Eland.  I'll  enquire. 
And  ufe  my  belt  endeavours,  where  they  are. 
To  have  'em  gently  us'd. 

Ore.  Once  more  I  thank  you. 
You  ofier  every  cordial  that  can  keep 
My  hopes  alive,    to  wait  a  better  day. 
^N  hat  friendly  care  can  do,  you  have  apply'd: 
Eutoh  !  I  have  a  grief  admits  no  cure. 

Bland.  You  do  not  know,  Sir 

Oro,  Can  you  raife  the  dead  ? 
Purfue  and  overtake  the  wings  of  Time  ? 
And  bring  about  again  the  hours,  the  days, 
The  years  thar  made  me  happy  ? 

Bhmd.  That  is  not  to  be  done. 

Oro.  No,  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  for  me. 

[Kretling  and  k'Jp^ng  the  earth. 
Thou  God  ador'd  1    thou  ever-glorious  lun  ! 
If  Ihe  b^yet  on  earth,  lend  me  a  beam 
Of  thy  all-feeing  pow'r  to  light  me  to  her  : 
Or,  if  thy  filler  goddefs  has  preftrr'd 
Her  beauty  to  the  fides,  to  be  a  liar ; 

O  tell 
I 
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O  tell  me  where  (he  ihines,   that  I  may  ftand 
Whole  nights,  and  gaze  upon  her. 

Bland.  I  am  rude,  and  interrupt  you. 

Oro.  I  am  troublefome  : 
But  pray  give  me  your  pardon.     My  fw'oll'n  heart 
Burft  out  its  paflaoe,  and  I  mu!l  complain. 

0  !  can  you  think,  of  nothing  dearer  to  me? 
Dearer  than  liberty,   my  country,  friends. 
Much  dearer  than  my  life,   that  I  have  loft 
The  tend'ieft  beft  belov'd,   and  loving  wife. 

Bland.  Alas  !    I  pity  you. 

Oro.  Do  pity  me  : 
Pity's  a-kin  to  love;  and  every  thought 
Of  that  foft  kind  is  welcome  to  my  foul. 

1  v.'ould  be  pity'd  here. 

■Bland.  1  dare  not  a(k 
Moie  than  you  pleafe  to  tell  me  :  But,  If  yOQ 
Think  it  convenient  to  let  m.e  know 
Your  (lory,  I  dare  promife  you  to  bear 
A  part  in  your  diftrefs,  if  not  aiiift  you. 

Oro.  Thou  honeft-hearted  man  !    I  wanted  fucU,     ' 
Jufl  fuch  a  friend  as  thou  artj  that  would  fit 
Still  as  the  night,  and  let  ma  talk  whole  days 
Of  my  Imoznda.     O  !  I'll  tcil  thee  all 
From  firit  to  lafl: ;    and  pray  obferve  me  well. 

Bland.    I  will  mofi:  heedfuliy. 

Oro.  There  was  a  ilranger  in  my  father's  court, 
Valu'd  and  honour'd  much  :   He  was  a  white. 
The  firft  I  ever  faw  of  your  complexion. 
He  chang'd  his  God  for  cfurs,  and  fo  grew  great ; 
Of  many  virtues,    and  fo  fam'd  in  arms. 
He  Itill  commanded  all  my  father's  wars. 
I  was  bred  under  him.     One  fatal  day. 
The  armies  joining,    he  before  me  ftepp'd. 
Receiving  in  his  breaft  a  poifon'd  dart 
Levell'd  at  me  ;  he  dy'd  v.ithin  my  arms. 
I've  tir'd  you  already. 

Bland.  Pray  r,o  oa, 

Oro.  He  left  an  only  daughter,  whom  he  brought 
An  infant  to  An-yola.     When  I  came 

B  2  Bflck 
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Back  to  the  Court,  a  happy  conqueror. 
Humanity  oblij^'d  me  to  condole 
With  this  fad  virgin  for  a  father's  lofs. 
Loft  for  my  fafety.     I  prefcnted  her 
With  all  the  flaves  of  battle,  to  atone 
Her  father's  ghoft.     But,   when  I  faw  her  face, 
And  heard  her  fpcak,  I  ofFer'd  up  myfelf 
To  be  the  facrifice.     She  bow'd  and  blu(h'd : 
T  wonder'd  and  ador'd.     The  facred  pow'r. 
That  had  fubdu'd  me,  then  infpir'd  rr.y  tongue, 
Inclin'd  her  heart,  and  all  our  talk  was  love. 
Bland.   Then  you  were  happy. 
Oro.  O  !   I  was  too  happy. 
I  marry 'd  her  :    And,  though  my  country's  cuftom 
Jndnlg'd  the  privilege  of  many  wives, 
I  fwore  myfelf  never  to  know  but  her. 
She  grew  with  child,  and  I  grew  happier  flill. 
O  my  Imoinda  !   But  it  could  not  lalK 
Her  fatal  beauty  reach'd  my  father's  ears  : 
He  fent  for  her  to  court,  where,  curfed  court! 
No  woman  comes  but  for  his  amorous  ufe. 
He  raging  to  poflefs  her,  (he  was  forc'd 
To  own  herfelf  my  wife.     The  furious  king 
Started  at  inceft  ;  but,   grown  defperate. 
Not  daring  to  enjoy  what  he  defir'd, 
"In  mad  revenge   (whith  I  could  never  learn) 
He  poifon'd  her,  or  fent  her  far,    far  off. 
Far  from  my  hopes  ever  to  fee  her  more. 

Bland.    Moft  barbarous  of  fathers  !    the  fad  tale 
Has  flruck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Oro.  I  have  done. 
I'll  trouble  you  no  farther  :   Now  and  then 
A  figh  uill  have  its  way  :'  That  fhall  be  alL 
Enter  Stanmore. 
Stan.    Blandford,   the  Lieutenant-Governor  is  gone 
to  your  plantation.     He  defires  you   would  bring  the 
Royal  Slave  with  you.     The  fight  of  his  fair  milirefs, 
he   fays,  is  an  entertainment  for  a  Prince^   he  would 
have  his  opinion  of  her. 
Oro.   Is  he  a  lover! 

Bland. 
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BlaihL  So  he  fays  him feU":    He  flatters  a  beautiful- 
flave  that  I  have,  and  calls  her  miftrefs. 

Oro.  MuA  he  then  flatter  her  to  call  her  miftrefs? 
I  pity  the  proud  man,   who  thinks  himfelf 
Above  being  in  love  :   What,  tho'  fhe  be  a  flave. 
She  may  deferve  him. 

Bland.  You  Ihall  judge  of  that. when  you  fee  her,  Sir. 

Oio.  1  go  with  you,  [Exeurii. 

SCENE,    a  Pianlation, 

Lieut.  Governor y^//<?-u;/»g- 1 moinda. 

Gov.  I  have  dilhirb'd  you,  I  confefs  my  faults^ 
My  fair  Ckmene  ;    *  but  begin  again, 

*  And  1  will  lilten  to  your  mournful  fong, 

*  Sweet  as  the  foft  complaining  nightingale's, 

*  While  every  note  calls  out  my  trembling  foul, 

*  And  leaves  me  filent,    as  the  midnight  groves, 

*  Only  to  flielter  you  ;'   fing,  fing  again. 
And  let  me  wonder  at  the  many  ways 
You  have  to  ravifh  me. 

Imo.  O  I  can  weep 
Enough  (oT  you  and  me,   if  that  will  pleafe  you. 

Gov.  You  mull  not  weep  :  I  come  to  dry  your  tears. 
And  raife  you  from  your  forrow.     Look  upon  me  : 

*  Look  with  the  eyes  of  kind  indulging  love, 
'That  1  may  have  full  cauie  for  what  I  fay :' 
I  came  to  otfer  you  your  liberty, 

And  be  myfelf  the  fldve.   You  turn  away  ;  [Foilozving her. 

But  every  thing  become  you.     I  may  take 

This  pretty  har.d  :    I  know  your  modefty 

Would  draw  it  back  :   But  you  would  take  it  ill 

LI  (hould  let  it  go,  I  know  ye  wou'd. 

You  fna  1  be  gently  forc'd  to  pleafe  yourfelf; 

1  hat  you  will  thank  me  for. 

\She  ftriiggles,  and  gets  her  hand  from  him,  then 
he  offers  to  kijs  her. 
Kay,  if  you  llruggle  with  me,  I  mull  take — 

imo.   You  may  my  life,  that  I  can  part  with  freely. 

{^ExiK 
B  3  Enter 
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Enter  Blandford,  Stanmore,  and  Oroonoko. 

Bland.   So,  Governor,  we  don't  difturb  you,  I  hope  : 
Your  milbefs  has  left  you  :  Vou  were  making  love  : 
She's  thankful  for  the  honour,  I  fuppofe. 

Gci;.   Quite  infenfible  to  ail  I  fay,  and  do  : 
When  I  fpeak  to  her,  fhe  fighs,  or  weeps, 
But  never  anfvvers  me  as  I  would  have  her. 

Stan.  There's  fomething  nearer  than  her  flavery,  that 
touches  her. 

Bland,  What  do  her  fellow  Haves  fay  of  her?  can't 
they  find  the  caufe  ? 

Gav.  Some  of  them,  wha  pretend  to  be  wifer  than 
the  re(^,  and  h.ite  her»  I  fuppofe  for  being  us*d  better 
than  they  are,  will  needs  hnvg  \\  th«t  fhe  is  with  child. 

Bland.  Poor  wretch  !  if  it  be  fo,  I  pity  her; 
She  has  loft  a  hufband,  that  perhaps  was  dear 
To  her,  and  then  you  cannot  blame  her. 

Oro.  If  it  be  fo,  indeed  )ou  cannot  blame  her. 

1$ robing. 

Go-o.  No,  no,  it  is  not  (o  :    If  it  be  fo, 
I  mull  ilill  love  her:    And,  defining  ftill,        , 
I  mu;r  enjoy  her. 

Blaud.  i  ry  what  you  can  do  with  fair  mesns,  and 
welcomv. 

Go-v.  1 11  give  you  ten  flaves  for  her. 

Bland.  \'ou  know  fhe  is  our  Lord  Governor's :  But, 
if  1  could  difpofe  of  her,  I  would  not  now,  efpecially 
to  yoi), 

Go=v.  Why  not  to  me  .■• 

Bland.  J  mean   againft  her  will.     You  are  in  love 
with  her; 
And  we  all  know  what  your  defires  would  have : 
L(we  iiops  at  nothing  but  poffeffion. 

*  WciC  {"lie  within  your  pow'r,  you  do  not  know 

*  How  fcon  you  vvould  be  tempted  to  forgvt 

*  The  nature  of  the  deed,  and,   may  be,  adl 

*  A  violence,  you  after  would  repent.' 

Oro.  'Tis  godlike  in  you  to  protcdt  the  weak. 
Gov.  Tie,  fie,  I  would  not  force  her.     Tho'  fhe  be 
A  flave,  her  mind  is  free,  and  ihould  confent. 

Ore, 
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Oro.  Such  honour  will  engage  her  to  confent : 
And  then,  if  you're  in  love,   (he's  worth  the  having. 
Shall  we  not  fee  the  wonder  ? 

Gcv.   Have  a  care ; 
You  have  a  heart,  and  fhe  has  conqu'ring  eye?. 

Oro.  I  have  a  heart;  but,  if  it  could  be  falfe 
To  my  firfl  vows,  ever  to  love  again, 
Thefe  honeft  hands  fhould  tear  it  from  my  breaft. 
And  throw  the  traitor  from  nie.     O  !   Imoinda  ! 
Living  or  dead,  I  can  be  only  thine. 

Bland.  Imoinda  was  his  wife :  She's  either  dead. 
Or  living,  dead  to  h^m  ;  torc'd  from  his  arms 
By  an  inhuman  father.     Another  time 
I'll  tell  you  all.  \To-the  Gov.  and  %X.z.n, 

Stan.   Haric  !  the  flaves  have  done  their  work; 
And  now  begins  their  evening  merriment. 

Bland.  The  men  are  all  in  love  with  fair  Chmtne 
As  much  as  you  are  :    And  the  women  hate  her,  ' 
From  an  iullmit  of  natural  jealoufy. 
They  fing,  and  dance,  and  try  their  little  tricks 
To  entertain  her,  and  divert  her  fadnefs. 
May  be  fhe  is  among  them  :  Shall  we  fee  ?       [Exeunf, 

Tbs  SCENE  drawn  Jhe^MS    the    Slaws,    Men,  Wotmn^ 
and  Children^  upon  the  Ground  j  fome  rife  and  dance. 

'ASONG    by  a  BOY. 

'     /]  La/s  there  li-ves  upon  the  green, 
'  Could  I  her  piclure  draiij.-^ 

*  j4  brighter  nymph  ivas  never  Jeen, 

'  T'hat  looks,    and  reigns  a  little  queen^  « 

*  ylnd  keeps  the  f^wains  in  a-jue. 

II. 

*  Her  eyes  are  Cupid'i  darts  and  avingSt 

'  Her  eye-hroTvs  are  his  bowo  : 
'  Her  Jilken  hair  thejilver  firings , 
'■  Which  fur e  and  fivift  deflrudion  brings 

'  To  all  the  ivorld  belo-M, 

B  4  III.  If 
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III. 

*  If  Paftorclla'/  dwwning  light 

*  Can  'uuarm  and  ivound  us  fo  \ 

'  Htr  noon  ivilt  Jljtne  Jo  piercing  bright^ 
'  Each  glancing  beam  -ivill  kill  outright^ 

*  jind  e'very  Jivam  Juhdue, 

*  A    SONG    by  a  M  A  IJ. 

*•   "D Right  Cynthia'j/owfr  di^vinely  great ^ 
'  What  heart  is  not  obeying  ? 

*  A  thou/and  Cupids  on  her  ivait, 

*  And  in  her  eyes  are  playing, 

II. 

'  She/eems  the  queen  of  love  to  reign ^ 

*  For  Jhe  alone  difpenfes 

'  Such  fivccts,  as  hefl  can  entertain 

*  The  gi'fl  of  all  tkefenfes. 

lU. 

*  Hit  fau  a  charming  profpe3  brings  j 

*  Her  breath  gives  balmy  bliffes ; 

*  /  hear  an  angel  ichen  Jhe  f  tigs, 

*  And  tafie  of  Heavn  in  kifjes^ 

IV. 

*  Feurfenfes  thus  Jhe  feafls  nvith  joy, 

*  From  Nature's  rich'Ji  treafure  : 
^  Let  me  the  other /e/fe  employ, 

*  And  I  Jkall  die  ivitb  pleafure.  * 

X)uring  the  Entertainment,  the  Governor,  Elandfofd, 
Stanmore,  Oroonoko,  enter  as  Speciaiot s ;  that  ended, 
Captain  Driver,  Jack  Stanmore,  and  Jeverai  Plant- 
ers, enter  ixiilh  their  J'lvordi  dran.vn.  [Drum  beats. 

[.i  bell  rings.. 

Capt.  V/here  are  yon,  Governor  ?   M^tke  what  hatle 

*  you  can 

To  fave  yourfelf  and  the  whole  coiony. 
I  bid  *em  ring  the  bcli» 

Gov. 
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Got,'.  What's  the  matter? 

y.  Sian.    The Ina'ians  are  come  down  upon  us;  they 
have  plundered   fome  of  the  plantations  already,  and 
are  marching  this  way  as  fait  as  they  can. 
Gov.  What  can  we  do  againft  them  ? 
Bland.  We  fhall  be  able  to  make  a  ftand,   till  more 
planters  come  into  us. 

J.  Stan.  There  are  a  great    many  more  without,  if 
you  would  fhew  yourfelf,   and  put  us  in  order. 

Go-v.  There's  no  danger  of  the  white  Haves,  they'll 
not  Uir.      Bh'.ndford  and  Sianmo^e,  cow.e  you  along  with 
me.    Some  of  you  Itay  here  to  look  after  the  black  llaves. 
[All go  out  but  the  Captain    and  fix  Planters, 
^vho  all  at  once  feize  Oroonoko. 
\ft  Plant.   Ay,  ay,    let  us  alone, 
'Capt.   In  the  firlt  place,  wefecureyou,  Sir, 
As  an  enemy  to  the  government. 

Oro.  Are  you  there.  Sir  ?   you  are  my  conflant  friend. 
\Ji  plant.  You  will  be  able   to  do    a  great   deal  of 
mifchief.- 

Qaft.-  Butvve  iliall  prevent  you  :  Bring  the  irons  hi 
ther.  He  has  the  malice  of  a  flave  in  him,  and  would 
l"ke  glad  to  be  cucring  his  mailers  throats.  {  know  him. 
Chain  his  hands  and  feet,  that  he  may  not  run  over  to 
'em.  If  they  have  him,  they'll  carry  him  on  -their 
backs,    that  I  can  tell  'em. 

\As  they  ore  chaining  him,  Blandford  en!  us,  runs  tc  ''em. 
Bland.  What  are  you  doing  there  ? 
Capt.  Securing   the  main  chance  :    This  is  a  bofom 
enemy. 

Bland.   Away,    you  brutes:   TH  anfwer  with  my  life 
for  his  behaviour  ;   fo  tell  the  Governor. 
Capt.  and  Plant.  Well,  Sir,  fo  we  wiii. 

\Ex!unl  Col'tain  and  Planters. 
Oro..  Give  me  a  fword,  aiid  1  11  deferve  your  trult. 
\-/)  farty  of  Indians  enter ^  hurrying  Imoinda  among  the 
Jlaves  ;  another  party  of  \r\dmx\f,  jujl^ins  ^ em  retreating^ 
folloived  at  a  difiance  by  the  Governor  luitb  the  Plant- 
ers:  Bland.'ord,  Oroonoko,  j'ij/«  Vw.] 
Bland.  Hell  and  the  devil  1  they  drive  away  our  (laves 
E  5  b.fore 
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before  our  faces.     Governor,  can  you  ftand  tamely  ly', 
and  fufTer  this  ?  C'emme,  Sir,  yoarmiftrels,  is  among  V-in. 
Gov.  We  throw  ourfclves  away,   iii   the   attempt  lo 
refcLse  'em. 

O>o.  A  lover  cannot  fall  more  glorious, 
Than  in  the  caufe  of  love.     He  that  defcrves 
His  miftrefs's  favour,  wo'not  flay  behind: 
1,11  k'ad  you  on,  be  bold,  and  follow  me. 

[Oroonoko,  at  the  heai  of  the  Planters,  falls  vpon 
the  Indians  iMUh  a  great  fi^out,  nad  beats  'em  i.ff. 
Enter  Imoinda. 
Imo.  I'm  toft  about  by  my  tempeftuous  fate, 
And  no-wherc  muft  have  reft  :    Indians,  or  E'lgliJJ}  ! 
Whoever  has  me,   I  am  ftill  a  flave. 
No. matter  whofe  I  am,   fince  I'm  no  more 
My  royal  mailer's  ;  fince  I'm  his  no  more. 
O  1  vvJls  happy  1  nay,  I  will  Be  happy, 
Ip  the  dear  thought  that  I  aii  ftill  his  wife, 
Tho''far.divade.d  from  him.  \_Dr.iv:s  off  to  a  cor- 

ner of  the  fl age. 
Enter  the  Governor,  ivith  Oroonoko,  Blandford,  Stan- 
more,  and  the  Planters. 
Go-v.  Thoa  glorious  man  I  thou  fomething  greater  fure 
Than  Cepfar  ever  was  !   that  fingle  arm 
Kas  fav'd  us  all :  Accept  our  general  thanks. 

\_All  bciv  to  Oroonoko.. 
And  whr.t  can  we  do  more  to  rccompenfe 
Stjch  noble  I'ervices,  you  ihall  command. 

Ch'ftittu  too  ihall  thank  you — (I'.e  u  fafe • — 

Look  up,  and  blefs  your  brave  deliverer. 
\_Bnngs  ^iQxnene  forzvard^  looking  do-j.n , en  the  ground. 
Ore.   Blefs  me  indeed  ! 
Bland.  Vou  Hart ! 
Oro..  O  all  you  gods. 
Who  oovern  this  great  world,  and  bring  about 
Things  i:r?.nge  and  unexpeded  1  can  it  be  ? 
CjcH/.   VV)iat  is't  you  ftare  at  fo  ? 
Oro.  Anh\er  me  fome  of  you,  you  who  have  povvVj 
And  have  your  fenfes  free  :    Or  are  you  all 
Syuck  thvo'  with  wonder  too  ?  \LQoking  Jiill fix  d on  her. 

BlctJld' 


O    R    O    O    N    O    K    O;  35 

Blind.  What  would  you  know  t 

Oro.  My  foul  iceals  from  my  body  thro'  my  eyes  j 
All  that  is  left  of  life  I'll  gaze  away, 
And  die  upon  the  pleafure. 

Gov.  This  is  ftrange  ! 

Oro.  If  you  but  mock  me  with  her  image  here : 
If  ihe  be  not  Imoinda  — 

\She  looks  upon  him,  and  falls  into  a  fivoon  ;  he  runs  to  her. 
Ha  !  She  faints ! 

Nay,  then  it  niuft  be  flie  :  It  is  Imoinda  : 
My  heart  confelTes  her^and  leaps  for  joy. 
To  welcome  her  to  her  own  empire  here.  . 

*  I  feel  her  all,  in  evVy  part  of  me. 

*  O  !  let  me  prefs  her  ia  my  eager  arms, 

*  Wake  hir  to  life,  and  with  this  kindling  klfs 

*  Give  back  that  foul,  Hjc  only  lent  to  me.    \_KiJes  her,  . 

*  Gov.  I  am  amaz'd  ! 

*  Bland.  I  am  as  much  as  you.' 

Oro.    Imoinda  !  Oh  !   thy  Orconoko  calls. 

[Imoinda  coming  to  life, 

Imo.  My  Qioonoko  I    Oh  !  I  can't  believe 
What  an^.  man  can  fay.     But,  if  I  am 
To  be  deceiv'd,  there's  fometlung  in  that  name, 

That  voice,    that  face \Staring  on  him,  ■ 

0, 1  if  I  know  myfelf,    I  cannot  be  miftaken. 

\_Runs  and  embraces  OroonokOo  - 

Oro.  Never  here  : 
You  cannot  be  niii^aken  :  I  am  your's. 
Your  Oroonokof  ail  that  you  would  have^  , 
Y'our  tender  loving  hulband. 

Imo.    All  indeed 
That  I  would  have  :   My  huiband  !   then  I  am 
Alive,  and  waking  to  the  joys  I  feel  : 
They  were  fo  great,  I  coald  not  think 'em  true; 
But  I  believe  all  that  you  fay  to  me  : 
For  truth  itfeU,  and  everlaliing  love 
Grows  in  this  breaft,  and  pleaiure  in  thefe  arms. 

Oro.  Take,  take  me  all :   Enquire  into  my  heart,  , 
(You  know  the  way  to  ev'ry  fecret  there) 
My  heurt,  the  facred  ireafury  of  love  ; 

B  6  Aiw?  J 
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And  if,  in  abfence,    I  have  mifemploy'd 
A  mite  from  the  rich  ftore  ;  if  1  have  fpent 
A  wifh,  a  figh,  but  what  I  fent  to  you  ; 
May  I  be  curs'd  to  wifh,  and  figh  in  vain. 
And  you  not  pity  me. 
Imo.   O  !   1  believe, 
And  know  you  by  myfelf.     If  thefe  fad  eyes,. 
Since  laft  we  parted,  have  beheld  the  face 
Of  any  comfort,  or  once  wiili'd  to  fee 
The  hght  of  any  other  Heav'n  but  you, 
Way  I  be  ftruck  this  moment  blind,  and  lofe 
Your  blefled  fight,  never  to  find  you  more. 

Oro.  Iinoinda  !   O  !    this  feparation 
Has  made  you  dearer,  if  it  can  be  fo, 
Th^n  you  ever  were  to  m?.     You  appear 
Like  a  kind  liar  to  ray  benighted  fteps. 
To  guide  me  on  my  way  to  happinefs : 
I  cannot  mifs  it  now.     Governor,  friend, 
You  think  me  mad  :  But  let  me  blefs  you  all, 
Who,  any  ways,    h-ave  been  the  inftruments 
Of  fiindir.s^:  her  again.     Imotndd%  found  ! 
And  every  thing  that  I  would  have  in  her. 

\Embracing  her  in  the  mojl  pajjionate  foncinefs,,. 

Siafi.  Where's  your  miilrefs  now.  Governor? 

Ccv,   Wliy,  where  molt  men's  miftreflTes  are  forced 
to  be  fomeiimes. 
With  her  hulbandj   it  feems  :    Eut  I  won't  lofe  her  fo. 

[yj/yide. 

Stan.  He  has   fcught    luilily  for    her,   and  deferves 
I'll  fay  that  for  him.  [her. 

Bland.    Sir,  we  congiatulate  your  happinefs:    1  do 
iaoft  heartily. 

Gov.  And  all  of  us ;  but  how  it  comes  to  pafs— — 

*  Oro.  That  will  rctiuire 
'  More  precious  time  than  I  can  fpare  you  now. 
'  I  have  a  ihoufand  things  to  afk  of  her, 

*  Ai)d  fhe  as  many  n'.orc  to  know  of  me. 

*  Bui  you  have  made  me  happier,  I  confefs, 

*  Acknov. ledge  it,  much  happier  than  I 

*  Have  words  9r  pow'r  lo  uil  you.     Captain,  you, 

♦Ev'n 
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*  Ev'n  you,  who  mod  have  vvrong'd  me,  I  forgive- 

*  I  wo'not  fay  you  have  betray'd  me  now  ; 
'  I'll  think  you  but  the  miniller  of  fate, 

'  To  bring  me  to  my  lov'd  Imoinda  here.' 

Imo.  How,  how,  ihall  1  receive  you;  how  be  worthy 
Of  fuch  endearments,  all  this  tendernefs? 
Thefe  are  the  tranfports  of  prolperity, 
When  Fortune  fmiles  upon  us. 

Oro.    Let  the  fools 
Who  follow  Fortune  live  upon  her  fmiles  ;■ 
All  our  profperity  is  placed  in  love. 
We  have  enough  of  that  to  make  us  happy,. 
This  little  fpot  of  earth  youftand  upon. 
Is  more  to  me  than  the  extended  plains 
Of  my  great  father's  kingdom.     Here  I  reign 
In  full  delights,    in  joys  to  pow'r  unknown  : 
Your  love  my  empire,  and  year  heart  my  throne, 

\E.xeunt„. 


ACT     III. 

JTw/tfr  Aboan,  'with/everal  Slaues,   <jW  Hotman. 

Hot,  "f  1^ /HAT  1  to  be  flaves  to  cowards !    Slaves  to 
V  V      rogues  !   who  can't  defend  themfelves  ! 

^bo.   Who  is  this  fellow  ?  He  talks  as  if  he  were  ac- 
quainted with  our  defign  :  Is  he  one  of  us  I 

\_//JiJe  to  his  oivn  g^ng^^ 

Slav.  Not  yet  J  but  he  will  be  glad  to  make  one,  I 
believe. 

/ito.  He  makes  a  mighty  noife. 

Hot.  Go,  fneak  in  corners,  whifper  out  your  griefs. 
For  fear  your  mafters  hear  you  :  Ciinge  and  crouch 
Under  the  bloody  whip,  like  beaten  curs. 
That  lick  their  wounds,  and  know  no  other  cure. 
All,  wretches  all  !  you  feel  their  cruelty, 
As  aiuch  as  I  can  feel,  but  dare  not  groan. 
For  my  part,  while  1  have  a  life  and  tongue, 
I'll  cuife  the  authors  of  my  flavery. 
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Jbo.  Have  you  been  long  a  flave  ? 

Hot.  Yes,  many  years. 

Abo.    And  do  you  only  ciirfe  ? 

Hot.  Curfe  !  only  curfe  !  I  cannot  conjure. 
To  raife  the  fpirits  up  of  other  men  : 
I  am  but  one.     O  !    tor  a  foul  of  fire, 
To  warm  and  animate  our  common  caufe, 
•And  make  a  body  of  us;  then  I  would 
Do  fomething  mo.e  than  curfe. 

Abo.  That  body  fet  on  foot,   you  would  be  one, 
A  limb,  to  lend  it  motion  i 

Hot.  I  would  be 
The  heart  of  it ;  the  head,  the  hand,  and  heart : 
Would  I  could  fee  the  day. 

Abo.   You  will  do  all  yourfsTf. 

H-^t.  I  would  do  more 
Than  I  fhall  fpeak,    but  I  may  find  a  time 

Abo.  The  time  may  come  to  you  ;   be  ready  for't. 
Mcthinks  he  talks  too  much;   I'll  know  him  more 
Before  I  truft  h:m  farther.  \_A^de, 

Slav.  If  he  dares 
Half  what  he  fays,  he'll  be  of  ufe  to  us. 
Enter  Blandford. 

Bland.  If  there  be  any  one  among  you  here 
That  did  belong  to  Orccnoko,    fpeak, 
I  come  to  him. 

Abo.  I  did  belong  to  him  ;  Aboan  my  name. 

Bland.  You  a  e  the  man  1  want ;  pray  come  with  mc. 

\Excunt. 
Enter  Oroonoko  afid  Imoinda. 

Oro.    I  do  not  blame  my  father  for  his  love  : 
(Tho'  that  had  been  enough  to  ruin  me.) 

*  'Tvvas ^Nature's  fault  that  made  you,   like  the  fun, 

*  The  reafonable  wor'liip  o'i  mankind  : 

*  He  could  not  help  h;s  adoration. 

*  Age  had  not  lock'd  his  fenfes  up  fo  clofe, 

*  But  he  had  eyes,  that  open'd  to  his  foul, 

*  And  took  your  beauties  in  :  He  fi^lt  your  pow'r, 

*  And  iherefoie  1  forgive  his  loving  you  :' 
Bur,  when  I  think  on  his  barbarity, 

That 


O    R    O    O    N    O    K    O.  5^ 

That  could  expofe  you  to  fo  many  wrong-s ; 
Driving  you  out  to  wretched  flavery, 
Only  for  being  mine  ;  then  I  confefs 
1  wiih  I  could  forget  the  name  of  fon. 
That  I  might  curfe  the  tyrant. 

Im<3.  I  will  blefs  him, 
For  I  have  found  you  here  :  Heav'n  only  knows 
What  is  referv'd  for  us:  But,  if  we  guefs 
The  future  by  the  pail,  our  fortune  rauft 
Be  wonderful,    above  tlie  common  fize 
Of  good  or  ill ;  it  mud  be  in  extremes  : 
Extremely  happy,    or  extremely  wretched. 

Oro.  '  ris  in  our  pow'r  to  make  it  happy  now.. 

Imo.   But  not  to  kee£  it  fo. 

E/2fer  Blandford  afid  Aboan. 
•  Blarj.l   My  royal  lord  ! 
I  have  a  preiein  for  you. 

Ore,  Aboan  ! 

Abo.  Your  lovveft  flave. 

Oro.  My  try'd  and  valued  friend  ! 
This  woithy  man  always  prevents  my  wants :  ^ 
lonly  wilh'd,  and  he  has  brought  thee  to  me. 
Thou  art  furpriz'd  :   Carry  thy  duty  there  ; 

[Aboan  goes  to  Imoinda,  and  falls  at  her  feet, ^ 
While  I  acknowledge  mine,  how  fhall  I  thank  you? 

Bland.  Believe  me  honeit  to  your  interell. 
And  I  am  more  than  paid.     I  have  fecur  d 
That  all  your  followers  fhall  be  gently  us'd. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  perfon,  while  you  ita'y 
Among  us. 

Oro.  I  owe  every  thing  to  you. 

Bland.    You  mull  not  think  you  are  in  flavery.. 

Oro.  I  do  not  find  I  am. 

Bland.  Kind  Heav'n  has  miraculoufly  fent 
Thofe  comforts,  that  may  teach  you  to  expect 
Its  farther  care,  in  your  deliverance. 

Ofo.  I  foriietimes   think,   myfelf,    Heav'n  is   con- 
cern'd 
EojT  my  deliverance, 

Bhiii. 
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B'.and.    It  will  be  foon  ; 
You  may  cxped  it.     Pray,  in  the  mean  time. 
Appear  a    chearful  as  you  can  among  u?. 
You  have  fomc  enemies,  that  reprefent 
You  dangerous,  and  would  be  glad  to  find 
A  reafon,  in  your  diiconttnt,   to  fear  : 
They  watch  your  looks.     JJut  there  are  honeft  men, 
Who  are  your  friends  :    You  are  fecur'd  in  them. 

O'o.    I  ihank  you  for  your  caution. 

Bland.   I  will  leave  you  : 
And  be  afiur'd,    I  vvilli  your  liberty..  [£.v//.. 

Abo.   Fie  fpeaks  you  very  fair. 

Ortr.    He  means  me  fair. 

ylbo.  If  he  Ihould  not,  my  lord  ? 

Ore.   If  he  fhoald  not  ? 
I'll  not  fufpeft  his  truth  :    But,  if  I  did. 
What  fliall  I  get  by  doubting  ? 

Aho.  You  Cecure 
Not  to  be  difappointed  :    But,    befides, 
There's  this  advantage  in  fufpeding  him  : 
When  you  put  off  the  hopes  of  other  men. 
You  will  rely  upon  your  god-like  felf ; 
And  then  you  may  be  fure  of  liberty. 

Oro.  Be  fure  of  liberty  !    what  doH  thou  mean  ; 
y\dvinng  to  rely  upon  myfelf? 
I  think  I  may  be  iure  on't  :  We  muft  wait : 
'Tis  worth  a  little  patience..  [Turni'-g  to  Imoinda.. 

Abo.  O  my  lord  ! 

Oro.   What  doft  thou  drive  at  ? 

Abo.   Sir,    another  time 
You  would  have  found  it  fooner :  But  I  fee 
Lov&has  your  heart,    and  t?.kcs  up  all  your  thoughts.. 

O'O.  And  can'lt  thou  blame  me  ? 

Abo.   Sir,  I  mull  not  blame  you. 
Eur,  as  our  fortune  ftands,  there  is  a  prifiion 
(Your  pardon,    royal  millrefs,   I  muft  fpeak) 
That  would  become  you  better  than  your  love  : 
A  brave  refentment;    which,  infpir'd  by  you, 
IMight  kindle  and  diffu.fe  a  gen'rous  rage 
Aaiong  the  flaves,  to  roufe  and  (hake  our  chains., 

And, 
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And  ftruggle  to  be  free. 

O'-o.   How  can  we  help  ourfelves  ? 

Jbo.  I  knew  you  when  you  would  have  found  a  way. 
How  help  ourfelves !    the  very  Indians  teach  us : 
We  need  but  to  attempt  our  liberty, 
And  we  carry  it.     We  have  hands  fufficient. 
Double  the  number  of  our  mailer's  force. 
Ready  to  be  employ 'd,     *  What  hinders  us 
'  To  fet  'em  at  work?'  We  want  but  you. 
To  head  our  enterprize,   and  bid  us  Urike. 

Oro.  What  would  you  do  ? 

jlbo.    Cut  our  oppreiTors  throats. 

Oro.  And  you  would  have  me  join  in  your  defign  of 
murder  ? 

Abo.  It  deferves  a  better  name  : 
Bur,-  be  it  what  it  will,  'tis  juftify'd 
By  felf-defence,  and  natural  liberty. 

Oro.  I'll  hear  no  more  on't. 

Abo.  I'm  forry  for't. 

Oro.  Nor  fliail  you  think  of  it  ? 

Abo,   Not  think  of  it ! 

Oro.  No,   I  command  you  not. 

Abo.  Remember,  Sir, 
You  are  a  flave  yourfelf,  and  to  command 
Is  now  another's  right.     Not  think  of  it ! 
Since  the  firll  moment  they  put  on  my  chains, 
I've  thought  of  nothing  but  the  weight  ot  'em. 
And  how  to  throw  'em  off:   Can  your's  fit  eafy  ? 

Oro.   1  have  a  fenfe  of  my  condition, 
A'^  painful,  and  as  quick,    as  your's  can  be. 
I  tcel  for  my  hnomda  and  myfcif ; 
I'rmnda  !  much  the  tenderelt  part  of  me. 
But  tho'  I  languifli  for  my  liberty, 
1  would  not  buy  it  at  the  Chriftian  price 
Oi  black  ingratitude  :    They  flia'not  fay. 
That  we  deferv'd  our  fortune  by  our  crimes. 
Murder  the  innocent ! 
Abo.  The  innocent ! 

Oro.  Thefe  men  are  fo,  whom  you  would  rife  againll  } 
If  we  are  flaves,  they  did  not  make  us  Haves. 

But 
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But  bought  us  in  an  hon  ft  way  of  trade  : 

As  we  have  done  b  fore  'em,    bought  and  fold 

Many  a  wretch,    and  never  thought  it  wrong. 

•  They  paid  our  price  for  us,  and  we  are  now 
'  Their  property,    a  part  of  their  eftate, 

*  To  manage  as  they  pleafe.     Miftake  me  not,* 
I  do  not  tamely  fay,  that  we  fhould  bear 

All  thiy  could  lay  upon  us :    But  we  find 
The  load  fo  light,   fo  little  to  be  felt, 
(Confidcring  tiny  have  us  in  their  pow'r. 
And  may  inflifl  what  grievances  they  pleafe) 
We  ought  not  to  complain. 

^JSo.    My  royal  lord  ! 
You  do  not  know  the  heavy  grievances, 
7'he  toils,    the  labours,   weary  drudgeries, 
Which  they  impofe  j  bu  dens  more  fit  for  bcafts, 
For  fenfelels  beafts  to  bear,  than  thinking  men. 
Then  if  you  favv  the  bloody  cruelties 
They  execute  on  every  flight  offence; 
Nay,  fometimes  ir,  their  proud,  infulting  fport. 
How  worfe  than  dogs  they  ladi  their  fellow-creatures  ; 
Your  heart  would  bleed  for  'em.    Oh  !  could  you  know 
Kow  many  wretches  lift  their  hands  and  eyes 
To  you  for  their  relief! 

O'o.    1  pity  'em, 
And  wilh  I  could  with  honefly  do  more. 

Jlfo,  Vou  muft  do  more,  and  may,  with  honefly. 
O  royal  Sir,  remember  who  you  are, 
A  prince,  born  for  the  good  of  other  men  : 
Whofe  gOvi -like  ofiice  is  to  draw  the  fword 
Againft  opprcllion,  and  fet  free  mankind  : 
An.l  this  f  m  fure  you  think  oppreflion  now. 
What  tho''  you  have  not  felt  thefe  miferies, 
Never  believe  you  are  oblig'd  to  them  : 
They  have  their  felfifh  reafons,  may  be,  now. 
For  ufuig  ot  you  well  :    But  there  will  come 
A  titne,  when  you  mull  have  your  (hare  of  'em. 

Oro.  You  fee  how  little  caufe  I  have  to  thiitk  fo  : 
Favoui'd  in  my  own  ptrfon,  in  my  friends ; 
Indulg'd  in  all  that  can  concern  mv  care, 

In 
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In  my  Imoinda's  foft  fociety.  {Embracing  her. 

Abo.   And,  therefore,  would  you  lie  contented  down 
In  the  forgetfulnefs,  and  arms  of  love, 
To  get  young  princes  for  'em  ? 

Oro.   Say'it  thou  !  ha  ! 

Abo.   Princes,    the  heirs  of  empire,  and  the  lad 
Of  your  illullrious  lineage,    to  be  born 
To  pamper  up  their  pride,  and  be  their  flaves  ? 

Oro.  bnoinaa  !  fave  me,  fave  me  from  that  thought. 

'■'Into.   There  is  no  fafety  from  it :   I  have  long 

*  SufFer'd  it  with  a  mother's  labouring  pains  ; 

'  And  can  no  longer.     Kill  rue,  kill  me  now, 

*  While  I  am  blels'd,  and  happy  in  your  love  | 

*  Rather  than  let  rne  live  to  fee  you  hate  me  : 

*  As  you  muit  hate  me  j   me,  the  only  caufc, 

*  The  fountain  of  thefe  flowing  miferies : 

*  Dry  up  the  fpring  of  life,  this  pois'nous  fpring, 
«  That  ivvells  fo  fait,  to  overwhelm  us  all. 

*  Qto."  Shall  the  dear  babe,  the  eldell:  of  my  hopes. 
Whom  1  begot  a  prince,   be  born  a  Have  ? 
The  treafure  of  this  temple  vvas  dsfign'd 
T'  enrich  a  kingdom's  fortune  :    vShail  it  here 
Be  feiz'd  upon  by  vile  unbaliow'd  hands. 
To  be  employ'd  in  ufes  raoit  profane  ? 

Abo,   In  moil  unworthy  ufci ;  think  of  that  ; 
And,  while  you  may,   prevent  it.     '  O  rny  lord, 
<  Rely  on  nothing  that  they  fay  to  you. 

*  Thej^fpeak  you  fair,  I  know,  and  bid  you  wait ; 

*  But  think  what  'tis  to  wait  on  promilcs, 
'  And  promifes  of  men  who  know  no  tie 

'  Upon  their  words,  againlt  their  intereft  : 
'  And  whei'e's  their  iiuerefc  in  freeing  you  ? 

*  Imo.  O  1   where  indeed,    to  lofe  lo  many  flaves  ? 

•  Abo.  Nay,  grant   this  man,  you    think   fo  much 

*  your  friend, 
'  Be  honeft,  and  intends  all  that  he  fays  ; 
'  He  is  but  one  ;  and  in  a  government, 

*  Where,   he  confefTes,  you  have  enemies, 

'  That  watch  your  looks.     What  looks  can  you  put  on, 

*  To  pleafe  thefe  men,  who  are  before  refolv'd 
'  To  read  'em  their  own  way  ?  Alas !   my  lord, 

'If 
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*  If  they  incline  to  think  you  dangerous 

'  They  have  thcii  knavilh  arts  to  make  you  fj  ; 
'  y\nd  then  who  knows  how  iar  their  cruelty 
'  May  carry  their  rcvent^e  ! 

'  Jmo.  To  every  thing 
'  That  does  belong  to  you,    yoar  friends,  and  n.e  ; 

*  I  (hall  be  torn  from  you,    forced  away, 

*  Helplefs  aad  miterablc  :  Shall  1  live 

*  To  fee  that  day  again  ? 

'  Oro.  That  day  ihall  never  come.' 
^l>c.  I  know  you  are  pcrfuaded  to  believe 
The  governor's  arrival  will  prevent 
Thefe  mifchiefs,   and  bellow  your  liberty: 
But  v/ho  is  fure  of  that  ?  I  rather  fear 
More  mifchiefs  from  his  couiing.     He  is  young. 
Luxurious,  paflionate,   and  amorous  : 
Such  a  complexion,  and  made  bold  by  pow'r. 
To  countenance  all  he  is  prone  to  do. 
Will  know  no  bounds,  no  law  againft  his  lulls* 
If,  in  a  fit  of  his  intemperance. 
With  a  ftrong  hand  he  (hall  refolve  to  feize. 
And  force  my  royal  miflrefs  from  your  arms. 
How  can  you  help  yourfclf  ? 
Oro.  Ha  !   thou  haft  rous'd 
The  lion  in  his  den,   he  ftalks  abroad. 
And  the  wide  foreft  trembles  ar  his  roar. 
I  lind  the  danger  now.      My  fpirits  (lait 
At  the  alarm,  and  from  all  quarters  come         / 
To  man  my  heart,  the  citadel  of  love. 
Is  there  a  pow'r  on  earth  to  force  you  from  me  .^ 
And  Ibali  I  not  refill  it?    '  nor  llrike  firft, 

*  To  keep,  to  fave  you  :    to  prevent  that  curfer 

*  This  is  your  caufe,  and  fhall  it  not  prevail?' 
Oh  !.   you  vvecc  born  always  to  conquer  me. 
Now  I  am  fafhi,>:i'd  to  thy  purpofe:   Speak,. 
Wh.ic  co.-nbinati(/n.  what  confpiracy, 
Wojid'lt  thou  engage  mc  in  r   I'll  undertake 
All  thou  would'll  have  me  now  for  liberty, 
i'or  the  great  caufe  of  love  and  liberty. 

j^6o.  Now,,  my  great  mailer,  you   appear  yourfelf. 

Am}, 
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And,  fince  we  have  you  Joln'd  in  our  defign, 
Ic  cannot  fail  us.     1  have  muller'd  up 
The  choiceft  flave?,  men  who  are  fenfible 
Of  their  condition,  and  feem  mod  rcfolv'd  : 
They  have  their  feveral  parties. 

Oro.  Summon  'em, 
Aflemble  'em  :  I  will  come  forth  and  fhevv  '~ 
Myfelf  among  'em  :    If  they  are  relblv'd, 
I'll  lead  their  foremoft  refolutions. 

Abo.   1  have  provided  thofe  will  follow  you. 

O  0.   With  this  refer ve  in  our  proceedings  ftill. 
The  means  that  lead  us  to  our  liberty 
IVJuft  not  be  bloody. 

•  jibo.  You  command  in  all. 
'  We  (hall  expeft  you.    Sir  : 

*  Oro.  You  (ha'not  long.' 

\_Exeunt  Oro,  and  Imo.  at  one  acor,  Aboan  at  another. 

Weld  on  coming  in  before  Mrs.  Lackitt. 
Wid.  Thefe  unmannerly  Indians  were  fomething  un- 
reafonable  to  dillurb  us  jull  in  the  nick,    Mr  Wcldon\ 
but  I  have  the  Parfon   vviihin  call   ilill,   to   do  us  the 
good  turn. 

Weld.  Wc  had  beft  ftay  a  I'ttle  I  think,  to  fee  things 
iettled  again,  had  not  wef  Marriage  is  a  ferious  thing 
you  know. 

Wtd.  What  do  you  talk  of  a  ferious  thing,  Mr.  Wel- 
dcn  ?  I  think  you  have  found  me  fufficiently  ferious :  I 
have  married  my  fon  to  your  filler,  to  pleafure  you  : 
And  now  I  come  to  claim  your  promife  to  me,  you  tell 
me  marriage  is  a  ferious  th  ng. 
Weld.  Why,  is  it  not  ? 

Wid.  Fiddle,  faddle,  I  knov/  what  it  is  :  'Tis  not 
the  fiift  time  I  have  been  marry 'd,  [  hope  :  But  I  (hall 
begin  to  think  you  don't  defign  to  do  fairly  by  me,  fo 
I  fhall. 

IVeJd.  Why  indeed,  Mrs.  lackitt,  I'm  afraid  I  can't 
do  fo  fairly  as  I  would  by  you.  'Tis  what  you  mufi: 
know  firlt  or  lad  ;  and  I  ihould  be  the  worll  man  in  the 
world  to  conceal  it  any  longer;  therefore  I  muft  own 
to  you  that  I  am  married  already. 

Wtd.  Married  \  You  don't  iny  fo,  1  hope  !  how  have 

yoa 
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you  the  confcience  to  tell  me  fuch  a  thing  to  my  face. 
Have  you  abus'd  me  then,  fool'd  and  cheated  me  ?  wh.^t 
do  you  take  me  lor,  Mr.  Weldon  ?  Do  you  think  I  am 
to  be  fervM  at  this  rate  ?  But  you  (han't  find  mt  the 
filly  creature  you  tfiink  mc  :  I  would  have  you  to  know 
I  underl'and  better  things  than  to  ruin  my  fon  without 
a  valuable  confideration.  If  I  cnn't  have  you,  I  can 
keep  my  money.  Your  filler  fhan't  have  the  catch  of 
him  fhe  expefted  :  I  won't  part  with  a  ftiilling  to  'em. 

Held.  You  made  the  match  yourfelf,  you  know,  you 
can't  blame  me 

IJ'id.  Yes,  yes,  I  can,  and  do  blame  you  :  you  might 
have  told  me  before,  you  were  marry'd. 

Weld.  I  would  not  have  told  you  nov^  ;  but  you  fol- 
low'd  me  fo  clofe,  I  was  forc'd  to  it :  Indeed  I  am 
marry'd  in  England;  but  'tis  as  if  I  were  not;  for  I 
have  been  parted  from  my  wife  a  great  while,  and,  to 
do  reafon  on  both  fides,  we  hate  one  anotl.er  heartily. 
Now  I  did  dcfign,  and  will  marry  you  Itill,  if  you'll 
have  a  little  patience. 

Wid.   A  likely  bufinefs  truly. 

Weld.  I  have  a  friend  in  England  that  I  will  write_to,. 
to  poifon  my  wife,  and  then  1  can  marry  you  with  a 
good  confcience  ;  if  you  love  me,  as  }  ou  lay  j  ou  do, 
you'll  confent  to  that,  I^n  fure. 

Wid,  And  will  he  do  it,  do  you  think  ? 

Weld.  At  the  firft  word,  or  he  is  not  the  man  I  fake 
him  to  be. 

Wid.  Well,  you  are  a  dear  devil,  Mr.  Weldon :  And 
would  you  poifon  your  wife  for  me  ? 

Wild.  I  would  do  any  thing  for  y'ou. 

Wid.  Well,  I  am  mightily  oblig'cl  to  you.  But  'twill 
be  a  great' while  before  you  can  have  an  anfwer  of  your 
letter. 

Weld.    'Twill  be  a  great  while  indeed. 

Wid.  In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Wetdon — 

Wt:Id.  Why  in  the  meantime Heie's  company. 

We'll  fettle  that  within  ;  1 11  follow  you.     \^Exit  Wid. 
Enter  Stanmore. 

<S/^«.  So,  Sir,  you  carry  on  your  bufinefs  fwimming- 
]y  :  You  have  ftolen  a  wedding  I  hear.. 

Weld. 
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Wei  J.  Ay,  my  fifter  is  marry'd  :  And  T  am  very  near 
beino  run  away  with  myfelf. 

Sian.  The  widow  will  have  you  then  ? 

WeU.  You  come  very  feafonably  to  my  refcue  :  "Jack 
Slanmore  is  to  be  had,    I  hope  ? 

Stan.    At  half  an  hour's  warning. 

PFeU.  1  muft  advife  with  yon.  {Exeunt, 

'SCENE,     The  Country, 

*  Enter  Oroonoko,  ivitA  Aboan,  Hotman,  antl  Slaves, 

'  Ore.  Impcffible  !   nothing's  impofTible  : 
We  know  our  ftrength  only  by  being  iry'd. 
If  you  obje6t  the  mountains,  rivers,   woods 
Unpaflabie,   that  lie  before  our  march : 
Woods  we  can  fet  on  fire  :    Vv''e  fvvim  by  nature  : 
What  can  oppofe  us  then  but  we  may  tame? 
All  things  iubmit  to  virtuous  indulliy  : 
That  we  carry  with  us,    that  is  ours. 

*  Sla'v.  Great  Sir,  we  have  attended  all  you  faid, 
Wiih  filent  joy  and  admiration  : 

And,  were  we  only  men,  would  follow  fuch. 
So  great  a  leader,  thro'  the  untry'd  world. 
But,  oh  !    confider  we  have  other  names, 
Hufbands  and  fathers,  and  have  things  more  dear 
To  us  than  life,   our  children  and  our  wives. 
Unfit  for  fuch  an  expedition  : 
What  mull:  become  of  them  ? 

*  Ore.   We  wo'not  wrong 

The  virtue  of  our  women,  to  believe 

There  is  a  wife  among  them  would  refufe 

To  fhare  her  hufband's  fortune.      V,  hat  is  hard. 

We  muit  make  eafy  to  'em  in  our  love  :   While  we  live. 

And  have  our  limbf,  we  can  take  care  of  them ; 

Therefore  I  iHil  propoie  to  lead  our  march 

Down  to  the  fea,  and  plant  a  colony  ; 

Where,  in  our  native  innocence,  we  (hall  live 

Free,  and  be  able  to  defend  ourfelvcs ; 

Till  ftrefs  of  weather,  or  fame  accident. 

Provide  a  fliip  for  us. 

'Mo. 
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*  Aho.  An  accident  1 

■*  The  luckicft  accident  prefents  itfelf ; 

*  The  very  (hip  that  brought  and  made  us  flaves, 

*  Swims  in  the  river  ftill.     I  fee  no  caufe 

*  But  we  may  feize  on  that. 

*  Oro.  It  (liall  be  fo  ; 

*  There  is  a  juftice  in  it  pkafes  me  : 

*  Do  you  agree  to  it  ?  [To  tht  Slaves. 

*  Omnts.    We  follow  you. 

*  Ofo.  Vou  do  not  reliih  it.  \To  Hotman. 

*  Hot.  I  am  afraid 

*  You'll  find  it  difficult  and  dangerous. 

*  Abo.   Are  you  the  man   to   find  the  dangers  firft  ? 

*  You  fhould  have  giv'n  example.     Dangerous ! 

*  J  thought  you  had  not  underftood  the  word  ; 

*  You,  v\ho  would  be  the  head,  the  hand  and  heart ; 

*  Sir,  I  remember  you,  you  caii  talk  well ; 

*  I  wo'not  doubt  but  you'll  maintain  your  word. 

*  Oro.  This  fellow  is  not  right;  I'll  try  him  further; 

[To  Aboan. 

*  The  danger  will  be  certain  to  us  all, 

*  And  Death  moil  certain  in  mifcarrying. 

*  We  mufl:  expeifl  no  mercy,  if  we  fail  : 

*  Therefore  our  way  muft  be  not  to  exped  : 

*  We'il  put  it  out  of  expeflation, 

*  By  death  upon  the  place,  or  liberty. 

*  There  is  no  n^ean,  but  death,  or  liberty. 

*  There's  no  man  here  I  hope,  but  comes  prcpar'u 

*  For  all  that  can  btfal  him. 

*  Abo.  Death  is  all  : 

«  In  moft  conditions  of  humanity 

«  To  be  defir'd,  but  to  be  ihunn'd  by  none: 

*  '1  ke  remedy  of  many,  wiih  of  forae, 
'  And  certain  end  of  all. 

'  If  there  be  one  among  us,  who  can  fear 

*  The  face  of  death  appearing  like  a  friend, 

*  As  in  this  caufe  of  honour  death  muft  be  : 

*  How  will  he  tremble  when  he  fees  him  drefs'd 

*  In  the  wild  fury  of  our  enemies, 

*  In  all  the  terrors  of  their  cruelty  ! 

'  For 
3 


OROONOKO.  4^ 

*  ^cr  now,  if  we  fhould  fall  into  their  hands, 

*  Could  they  invent  a  thoufand  murd'iing  ways, 

*  By  rackinjr  torments,  we  (hould  feel  'em  all. 

*  Hot.  What  will  become  of  us  ? 

*  Oro.  Obferve  him  now.     S^To  Abo.  concerning  Hot- 

*  I  could  die,    altogether,  like  a  man  ; 

*  As  you.  and  you,  and  all  of  us,  muft  do. 

*  But  who  can  promife  for  his  bravery 

*  Upon  the  rack  ?  where  fainting,  weary  life, 

*  Hunted  thro'  ev'ry  limb,  is  forc'd  to  feel 

*  An  agonizing  death  of  all  its  par-ts  ? 

*  Who  can  bea    tkis  ?  reiolve  to  be  empal'd  ? 

*  His  fldn  flead  off,   and  roalled  yet  alive  ? 

*  The  quivering  flefh  torn  from  his  broken  bones 

'  By  burning  pincers  ?  Who  can  bear  thefe  pains  ? 

*  Hot,   They  are  not  to  be  borne. 

Sjy.JccV'.ring  all  the  confufion  of  fear. 
'  O'o.  You  fee  him  new,  thi?  man  of  mighty  words  I 

*  Abo.  How  his  eyes  roll  ! 

*  Qro,  He  cannct  hide  his  fear : 

*  I  'ry'd  him  this  way,  and  have  found  him  out. 

'  Abo.  I  could  not  have  believ'd  it.     Such  a  blaze, 

*  And  not  a  fpa;k  of  fire  1 

'  Oro.    tiis  violence 

*  Made  me  fufpefl ;  Now  I'm  convinc'd. 

*  Aha.  What  fliall  we  do  with  him  ? 

*  Oro.  He  is  n(  t  fit 

*  Abo.   Fit !    hang  him,  he  is  only  fit  to  bfc 

*  Juft  what  he  is,  to  live  and  die  a  flave  : 

*  The  bafe  companion  of  his  fervile  fears,> 

*  Oro.  We  are  not  fafe  with  him. 

*  Abo.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

*  Oro.  He'll  certainly  betray  us. 
'     •  Abo.  That  he  fhan't : 

*  I  can  take  care  of  that  :  I  have  a  way 

*  To  take  him  off  his  evidence. 

*  Oro.  What  way  ? 

'  Abo.  rU  flop  his  mouth  before  ybu,  ftab  him  herCi 

*  And  then  let  him  inform.  "■ 

*  [Going  tojiab  Hotman,  Oroonoko  holdi  him. 
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*  Oro.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

*  Abo,  I  would  feciue  ourfelves. 

'  Oro.  It  fha'not  be  this  way  ;   nay  cannot  be  : 

*  His  murder  will  alarm  all  the  rell, 

*  Make  *em  fufpeft  us  of  barbarity, 

*  And,  may  be,  fall  away  from  our  defign. 

*  We'll  not  fet  out  in  blood.     We  have,  my  friends, 

*  This  night  to  furnidi  what  we  can  provide 

*  For  our  fecurity  and  jufl;  defence. 

*  If  there  be  one  among  us  we  fufpefl 

*  Of  bafenefs,  or  vile  fear,  it  v.'ill  become 

*  Our  common  care  to  have  an  eye  on  him  : 

*  1  wo'not  name  the  man. 

*  j^ho.  You  guefs  at  him.  {To  Hotman. 

*  Oro.  To-morrow,   early  as  the  breaking  day, 

*  We  rendezvous  behind  the  citron  grove. 

'  That  ftiip  fecur'd,   we  may  traufport  ourfelves 
'■  To  cur  refpeftive  homes :  My  father's  kingdom 

*  Shall  open  her  w  ide  arms  to  take  you  in, 

'  And  nurfe  you  for  her  own,  adopt  you  all, 

*  All,  who  will  follow  me. 

*  Omnes.  All,  all  follow  you. 

'  Ore.  There  I  can  give  you  all  your  liberty  ; 

*  Beflow  its  blefiings,  and,  fecure  'em  yours. 

*  There  you  (hall  live  with  honour,  as  becomes 

*  My  fellow-fufFerers  and  worthy  friends. 

*  Thus,  if  we  do  fucceed  :  But,  if  we  fall 

*  In  our  attempt,  'tis  nobler  ftill  to  die, 

*  Than  drag  the  galling  yoke  of  flavery.' 

\Exeunt. 


A  C  T      IV. 

Enter  Weldon  and  Jack  Stanmore. 

*  Weld.   \70U  fee,   honeft  Jach,   I  have  been  in- 
JL     '  duftrious  for  you  :  You  muft  take  fome 
'■  pains  now  to  fcrve  yourfelf. 

*  J.  Stan, 
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■*  y,  Sfan,   Gad,  Mr    Wildc-n,  I  liave  taken  a  preat 

*  deal  of  pains ;  and,  if  the  Widow  ip  ak  honeftly,  faith 

*  and  troth  fhe'll  tell  you  what  a  pains-taker  I  am. 

*  Weld.  Fie,  fie,  not  me;  I  am  her  hufband  you 
'  know.     She  won't  tell  me  what  pains  you  ha-,  c  taken 

*  with  her:  Befides,  fhe  takes  you  for  me. 

*  J.  Stan,  That's  true  :    I  forgot    you    had   married 

*  her.     But  if  you  knew  all — — 

*  Weld.  'Tis  no  matter  for  my  knowing  a!!,  if  flie  does. 

*  J.  Stan.  Ay,  ay,  fhe  does  know,  and  more  than 
'  ever  (he  knew  fince  flie  was  a  woman,   for  the  time, 

*  I  will  be  bold  to  fay  ;  for  I  have  done 

*  Weld.  The  devil  take  you,  for  you'll  never  have  done. 

*  J.  Stan.   As  old  as  fhe  is,  fhe  has  a  wrinkle  behind 

*  more  than  (he  had,  I  believe ;  for  I  have  taught  her 

*  what  (he  never  knew  in  her  life  before, 

*  Weld.  What  care  I  what  wrinkles  fne  has  ?  or  what 

*  you  have  taught  her  ?  If  you'll  let  me  advife  you,  you 

*  may  :    If  not,  you  may  prate  on,  and  ruin  the  whole 

*  defign. 

'  y.  Stan.  Well,  well,   I  have  done. 

*  Weld.  Nobody   but  your   coufin,  and  you,  and  I, 

*  know  any  thing  of  this  matter.    I  have  marry'd  Mrs. 

*  Lackitt,  and  put  you  to  bed  to  her,  which  (lie  knows 

*  nothing  of,  to  ferve  you  :    In  two  or  three  days  1 11 

*  bring  it  about  fo,  to  refign   up   my  claim,   and  with 
'  her  confent,  quietly  to  you. 

'  y.  Stan.  But  how  will  you  do  it? 

'  Wdd.  That  muft  be  my  bufinefs :  In  the  mean  time, 
'  if  you  fhould  make  any  noife,  'rwill  come  to  her  ears, 
'  and  be  impoifible  to  reconcile  her. 

*  y.  Stan.  Nay,  as  for  that,  I  know  the  way  to  re- 
'  conci.e  her,  I  warrant  you. 

*  Weld.  But  how  will  you  get  her  money  ?  I  am  mar- 

*  ry'd  to  her.  ' 

*  y.  Stan.  That  I  don't  know,  indeed, 

*  Weld.  You  muft  leave  it  to  me,  you  iind ;  all  tne 
'  pains  I  fliall   put  you  to,  will  be  to  be  filent ;    You 

*  can  hold  your  tongue  for  two  or  three  days  ? 

*  y.  Stan.  Truly  not  well,  in  a  matter  of  this  nature  t 

C  2  'I  (liould 
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*  I  fhould   be  very   unwilling  to  lofe  the  reputation  of 

*  this  night's  work,  and  the  plcafure  of  tel'ing  ir, 

•  ff'^ehi.  You  muft  mortify  that  vanity  a  little  :    You 

*  will  have  time  enough  to  brag  and  li-    of  your  man- 

*  hood,  when  you  have  her  in  a  bare-fac'd  condition  to 

*  di  prove  you. 

•  y.  Stan.  Well,  I'll  try  what  I  can  do:  The  hopes 
'  of  her  money  muft  do  it. 

•  l^feli/.  You'll  ccme  at  night  again  ?  'Tis  your  own 

*  bufinefs. 

•  y.  Stan.  But  you  have  the  credit  on't. 

•  ^(?/<^.  'Twill  be  our  own  another  day,  as  the  widow 

*  fays.     Send  your  coufm  to  me  :    I  want  his  advice. 

•  'J.  Stan.  I  want  to  be  recruited,  I'm  fure ;  a  good 

*  breakfaft,  and  to  bed  :    She  has  rock'd  my  cradle  fuf- 
'  ficiently.  [Exit. 

•  M'eid.  bhe  would  have  a  hufband  ;  and,  if  all  be  as 

*  he  fiiys,  (he  has  no  reafon  to  complain  :  But  there's  no 

*  relying  on  vvhat  men  fay  upon  thefe  occafions :  They 

*  have  the  benefit  of  their  bragging,  by  recommending 

*  their  abilities  to  other   women  :    Their's  is  a. trading 

*  eflate,  that  lives  upon  credit,  and  increafes  by  removing 

*  it  outof  one  bank  into  another.  Now  poor  women  have 

*  not   thefe   opportunities      We  muft  keep  our  flocks 

*  dead  by  us,  at  home,  to  be  ready  for  a  purchafe,  when 

*  it  com-  s,  a  hufband,  let  him  be  never  fo  dear,  and  be 

*  glad  of  him  :  Or  venture  our  fortunes  abroad  on  fucli 

*  rotien  fecurity,    that  the  principal  and  intereft,    nav, 

*  very  often,  our  perfons  are  in  danger.     If  the  wo  ;;en 

*  wi-iuld  agree  (which  they  never  will)  to  call  home  their 

*  efFedls,  how  many  proper  gentlemen  would  fneak  into 

*  another  way  of  living,   for  want  of  being  refponfjble 

*  in  this  !   then  hulbands  would  be  cheaper.   Here  comes 

*  the  widow,  flu'll  tell  truth  ;  (he'll  not  bear  falie  wit- 

*  nefs  againlt  her  own  interell,    I  know.' 

E-ife'  Widov/  Lackittt 
TrelJ.  Now,  Mrs.  Lacktit. 

Wtd.  Wei',  well,  Lackitt,  or  what  you  will  now; 
nr  w  1  am  marry'd  to  you  :  I  am  very  well  pleas'd  with 
what  1  have  done,  I  allure  you. 

Weld. 
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Wela\  And  with  what  I  have  done  too,  I  hope. 

Wid.  K\\\Mt.  IVeldon!  I  fay  nothing,  but  you're 
a  dear  man,  and  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  in  you. 

WeU.  I  have  more  in  me  than  you  imagine. 

Wid.  No  no,  you  can't  have  more  ihan  I  imagine. 
Tis  impofliblie  to  have  more  :  You  have  enough  for  any 
woman,  in  an  honelt  way,  that  1  will  fay  for  you. 

•  Weld.  Then  I  find  you  are  fatisfied. 

*  Wid.  Satisfied  !    No  indeed  :  I'm  not  to  be  Aitisfied 

*  with  you  or  without  you  :    To  be  fatisfitd   is  to  have 

*  enough  of  you.     Now,  'tis  a  folly  to  lie,  I  fliall  never 

*  think  I  can  have  enough  of  you.     I  fliall  be  very  fond 

*  of  you.     Would  you  have  me  fond  of  you  ?   What  do 

*  you  do  to  me,  to  make  me  love  you  fo  well  ? 

♦  Weld.   Can't  you  tell  what  f 

*■  Wid.  Go,  there's  no  fpeaking  to  you  :    You  bring 

*  all  the  blood  of  one's  body  into  one's  face,  fo  you  do  ; 

*  Why  do  you  talk  fo  ? 

♦  Weld.    Why,  how  do  I  talk  ? 

*  Wid.  You  know  how:    But  a  litde  colour  becomes 

*  me,  I  believe  :  How  do  I  lock  to-day  ? 

'  Wt'ld.    O  !    molt  lovingly,  moil  amiably. 

*  Wid.  Nay,  this  can't  be  Ibngafecret,  I  find,  I  (hall 

*  difcover  it  by  my  countenance. 

«  Wild.  The  wcmen  will  find  you  out,  yoa  Icok  fo 
chearfuily. 

'  Wid.  But  do  I,  do  I  really  look  fo  chearfuily,  fo  ami- 

*  ably?   There's  no  fuch'paint  in  the  world  as  the  natu- 

*  ral  glowing  of  a  complexion.    Let  'em  find  me  out  if 

*  they  pleafe,  poor  creatures,    I  pity  'cm  :  They  envy 

*  me,  I'm  fure,  and  would  be  glad  to  mend  their  looks 

*  upon  the  fame  occafion.  The  young  jill-fiirting  girls 

*  forfooth,  believe  no  body  mull:  have  a  hufband  but  them- 

*  felves :  but  I  would  have  them  to  know  there  are  other 

*  things  to  be  taken  care  of,  befides  their  green-ficknefs. 

•  Weld.  Ay,  fure,  or  the  phyficians  would  have  but; 
<  litde  pradtice. 

*  Wid.'  Mr.  Weldoft,  what  mull  I  call  you  ?  I  mull  have 
fome  pretty  fond  name  or  other  for  you.  What  fhall  I 
call  you  ? 

C  3  ^/"f''*'- 
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IVeU.  I  thought  you  Hk'd  my  own  name. 

JVU.  Yes,  yet.  Hike  it,  butlmult  have  a  nick  name  for 
you :  moft  worr.en  have  nick-names  for  their  hufband^. 

IVeU.  Cuckold. 

Wid.  No,  no,  but  'tis  very  pretty  before  company; 
it  looks  negligent^  and  is  the  f'aihion,  you  know. 

TVtU.  To  be  negligent  of  their  hufbands,  it  is,  indeed. 

Wid.  Nay  then,  I  won't  be  in  the  fafhion  ;  for  I  can 
never  be  negligent  of  dear  Mr.  Weldsn :  And,  to  con- 
vince you,  here's  fomething  to  encourage  you  not  to  be 
negligent  of  me,  \Gt'vei  him  a  purfe  and  a  little  cajket, 
five  hundred  pounds  in  gold  in  this ;  and  jewels  to  the 
value  of  five  hundred  pounds  more  in  this. 

[Weldon  opens  the  cnjket. 

We'd.  Ay,  marry,  this  will  encourage  me  indeed. 

Wid.  There  are  comforts  in  marrying  an  elderly  vvo- 
Rian,  Mr.  li'eldon.  Now  a  young  woman  would  have 
faacy'd  fhe  had  paid  you  uiih  her  perfon,  or  had  done 
you  ihe  favour. 

Weld,  Wliat  do  you  talk  of  young  women  :  You  are 
as  young  as  any  of  'em,  in  every  thing  but  their  folly 
and  ignorance. 

Wid.  And  do  you  think  me  fo  ?  But  I  have  reafon  to 
fufpeft  you.  Was  not  I  feen  at  your  houfe  this  morn- 
ing, do  you  think  ? 

Weld.  You  may  venture  again  :  YouUl  come  at  night, 
I  fuppofe. 

Vt'td.  O  dear!  at  night  ?    fo  foon  ? 

Weld.    Nay,  if  you  think  ic  fo  foon — ■ 

Wid.  O  !  no,  'tis  not  for  thst,  Mr,  Weldon,  but— — 

Weld.  You  won't  come  t!ien  ? 

Wid.  Won't !  I  don't  fay  I  won't  :  That  is  not  a 
word  for  a  wife  ;   If  you  command  me 

Weld.  To  pleafe  yourfelf. 
•    Wid.  I  will  come  to  pleafe  you. 

Weld.  To  pleafe  yourfelf,  own  it. 

Wid.  Well,  well,  to  plesfe  myfclf  then.  You're  the 
flrangeft  man  in  the  world,  nothing  can 'fcape  you ; 
you'll  to  the  bottom  of  ev'ry  thing. 

Enter 
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E/iier  Da.r\ie\,  Lacy  fa/lowing. 

Dan.  What  would  you  have  ?  what  do  you  follow 
roe  for  ? 

Luc.  Why  may-n't  I  f  How  you  ?  I  muft  follow  you 
now  all  the  world  over. 

Dcm.  Hold  you,  hold  you  there  :  Not  fo  far  by  a 
mile  or  two;  I  have  enough  of  your  company  already, 
by'r  lady,  and  fomething  to  fpare  :  You  may  go  home 
to  your  brother,  an  you  will;  1  have  no  farther  to  do 
with  you. 

IFU.  Why,  '^  Daniel,  child,  thou  art  not  oat  of  thy 
wits,  fure,   art  thou  ? 

D.vi.  Nay,  many,  I  don't  know  ;  bat  I  am  very 
near,  1  believe :  I  am  alter'd  for  the  worfe  mightily 
Unce  you  iaw  me ;  and  (lie  has  been  the  caafe  of  it  there. 

Wid.   How  fo,'  child  ? 
, .  Dan,  I  told  you    before   what    would  come  on't  of 
putting  me  to-  bed  to  a  ftrange  v/oman  ;  but  you  would 
not  be  faid  nay. 

M^td.  She  is  your  wife  now,  child,  you  muft  love  her. 

Dan,  VN^hy,  fo  I  did,  at  firft. 

Wid.  But  you  mull;  love  her  always, 

Dan.  Alv/ays  1  I  lov'd  her  as  long  as  I  could,  mo- 
ther, and  as  long  as  loving  was  good,  I  believe  ;  for  I 
£nd  now  I  don't  care  a  fig  for  her. 

Luc.  Why,  you  lubberly,  flovenly,  miibegotten 
blockhead 

Wid.  Nay,  Miiirefs  Lucy,  fay  any  thing  elfe,  and 
fpare  not :  But,  as  to  his  begetting,  that  touches  me  : 
He  is  as  honeiHy  begotten,  tho'  1  fay  ic,  that  Ke  is  the 
worfe  again. 

Luc.  I  fee  ail  good  nature  is  thrown  away  upon  you — 

Wid.  It  was  fo  With  his  father  before  him  :  He  takes 
after  him. 

Luc.  Andtherefore  I  will  ufe  you  as  you  deferve, 
you  tony. 

Wid.  Indeed  he  deferves  bad  enough ;  but  don't  call 
him  oat  of  his  name  :  His  name  is  Daniel,  you  know. 

Dat.  She  may  call  me  hermaphrodite  if  fhe  will ; 
for  I  hardly  know  whether  I'm  a  boy  or  girl. 

•  Wad.  A  boy,  I  wairant  thee,  as  long  as  thou  llv'ft.. 
C  4  •  Dam 
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*  Dan.   Let  her  call  me  what  flie  pleafes,  mother, 

*  'tis  not  her  tongue  that  I'm  afraid  of. 

*  Luc.  I  w  ill  make  fuch  a  bead  of  thee,  fach  a  cuckold  ! 
'  Wid.  O,  pray,  no  I  hope;  do  nothing  raflily  Mrs. 

*  Luc.  Such  a  cuckold  I  will  make  of  thee. 

*  Dan.  1  had  rather  be  a  cuckold  than  what  vou  would 

*  make  of  me  in  a  week,  I'm  fure;  I  have  no  more  man- 
'■  hood  left  in  me  already,  than  there  is,  faving  the  mark, 
'  ii;  one  of  my  mother's  old  under  petticoats  here. 

'  lF:d.  Sirrah,  firrah,  meddle  with  your  wife's  petti- 
'  coats,  and   let  your  mother's  alone,   you   ungracious 

*  bird  you.  [Beats  him. 

'  Diit:.  Why,  is  the  devil  in  the  woman  ?  What  have  I 

faid  now  ?  Do  you  know,  if  you  were  aik'd,   I  trow  ? 

'  But  you  are  ali  of  a  bundle  ;  ev'n  ha.ng  together  :  He 

"•  that  unties  ycu,  makes  a  rod  for  his  own  tail ;  and  fo 

'•  he  will  lind  it  that  has  any  thing  to  do  with  you. 

'  Wid.  Ay,  rogue  enough,  you  fliali  find  it :  I  have 
'  a  rod  for  your  tail  ftil). 

*  Dan.   No  wife,  and  I  care  not.' 

Wid,  I'll  fwinge  you  into  better  manners,  you  booby. 
[Beals  him  off,  and  exit. 

Weld.  You  have  confummated  our  project  upon  him. 

Luc,  Nay,  if  I  have  a  limb  of  the  fortune,  I  care 
not  who  has  the  whole  body  of  the  fool. 

Weld.  That  you  {hall,  and  a  large  one  I  promife  you, 

Luc.  Have  you  heard  the  news  ?  They  talk  of  an 
Englijh  fhip  in  the  river. 

Weld.  I  have  heard  on't ;  and  am  preparing  to  re- 
ceive it,  a>  fall  as  I  can. 

Luc.  There's  fomething  the  matter  too  with  the  flaves, 
fome  difturbance  or  other,  I  don't  know  what  'tis. 

Weld.  So  much  the  better  fli'.l :  We  fi(h  in  troubled 
waters  :  We  (hall  have  fewer  eyes  upon  us.  Pray  go 
you  home,  and  be  ready  to  affift  me  in  your  part  of  the 
defign. 

L*c.  I  can't  fail  in  mine.  [Exit. 

Weld,  The  widow  has  iurnifh'd  me,  I  thank  her,  to 
carry  it  on.  Now  I  have  got  a  wife,  'lis  high  time  to 
l^ink  of  getting  a  hulband.     I  carry  my  fortune  about 

me 
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me — a  thoufand  pounds  in  gold  and  jewels.  Let  me 
fee — 'twill  be  a  confiderable  trull  ;  And  I  think  I  ftiall 
lay  it  out  to  advantage. 

Ehfer  Stanmore, 
Slaiz.    So,  Weldcn,  Jack  has  told  me  his  fuccefs ;  and 
his  hopes  of  marrying  the  Widow  by  your  means. 

Weld.  I  have  ftrain'd  a  point,  Sianmare,    upon   your 
account,    to  be  ferviceable  to  your  family?'. 

S'an.  I  take  it  upon  my  account ;  and  am  very  much  ■■ 
obliged  to  you.     But  here  we  are  all  in  an  uproar. 
Wetd.  So  they  fay  ;  what's  the  matter  ? 
Stan.  A  mutiny  among  the  Oaves  :   Oroonoh  is  at  the  ■ 
head  of  'em.  Our  Governor  is  gone  out  with  his  rafcally 
militia  againil  'en).  What  it  maycojne  to  no  body  knows. 
IVeld.   For  my  part,  I  (hall  do  as  well  as  the  reft  :  But 
I'm  concerned  for  my  filler  and  coufin,  whom  I  expciit. 
in  the  (hip  from  England. 

Stan.  There's  no  danger  of 'em 
JVdd.  I  have  a  thoufand  pounds  here,  in  gold  and 
jewels,  for  my  couiin's  ufe,  that  I  would  more  parti- 
cularly take  care  of:  '  fis  too  great  a  fum  to  venture  at 
home  ;  and  I  would  not  have  her  wrong'd  of  it :  there- 
fore, to  fecure  it,  I  think  my  b;il  way  wiii  be  to  put 
it  into  your  own  keeping. 

Stan.  You  have  a  ver/  good  opinion  of  my  honefly. 

[Takes  the  fur/e  and  casket,  - 
Weld.  I  have.  Indeed  ;  if  any  thing  fhould  happen  to 
me,  in  this  bjftle,  as  no  body  is  fecure  of  accidents,  I L ' 
know  you.  will  take  my  coufin  into  your  protedion  and  . 
care  ;   and 

'  Stan.    You  may  be  fure  on't. 

Weld.  If  you  hear  fl-ic  is  dead,  as  fhe  may  be,  then  I- 
'  defire  you  to  acceptor  the  thoufand  pounds  as  a  legacy, 
'  and  token  of  my  iriendlhip  ;   my  filler  ib  provided  for,  , 

'  Stati.   Why,  you  amaze  me;   but  you  are  never  the 
'  nearer  dying,  I  hope,  for  makiag  youf  vvill? 

'  We!d.  i\'ot  a  jot ;   but  1  love  to  be  before-h:nd  with  i 
*  fortune.     If  fhe  comes  fafe,    this  is  not  a  place  for  a 
'  fingle  woman,  you  know;'   pray  fee  her  mariied  as  > 
foon  as  you  caa, 

C  5  Ztafh. . 
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Stan.  If  flie  be  as  handfome  as  her  piflure,  I  caa. 
promife  her  a  hulbar.d. 

H'tU.  If  you  Ike  her  when  you  fee  her,  I  wifh  no- 
thing fo  much  as  to  have  you  marry  her  yourfelf. 

*  Stan.  From  what  1  have  heard  of  her,  and  my  en- 
*gagements  to  yu,  it  mud  be  her  fault  if  I  don't :  L- 
*  hope  to  hav«  htr  frcm  your  own  hand. 

*  Weld.  And  I  hope  to  give  her  to  you,  and  all  this. 

*  Stan.  Ay,  ay,  hang  thefe  melancholy  tefledions  : 
*' Your  generofity  has  engaged  all  my  fervices.' 

Weld.  I  always  thought  you  worth  making  a  friend, 
iS/a//.  You  fhan't    find    your-  good   opinion    thrown 
away  upon  me  :    I  am  in  your  debt,  and  {l:all  think  fo 
as  long  as  I  live.  \_Exturit.. 

SCENE,    The  Country. 
Enter  on  one  Jide  of  the  fiage  Oroonoko,  Abor.n,  I'yuh 
the  Slaves.      Imoinda    ^mth  a  bovo  and  qui'ver  ;   the 
ivonent  fi^e  leadings  others  carrying  their  chiUxnn  up- 
on their  backs. 

Ore.  The  women  with  their  children  faW  behind. 
Imoinda,  you  mufl  not  expofe  yourfelf; 
Retire,  my  love  :    I  almolt  fear  for  you. 

Into.  I  fear  no  danger ;    life,  or  death,  I  will 
Enjoy  with  you. 

Oro.  My  perfon  Is  your  guard. 

Aho.  'Now,   Sir,  blame  yourfelf:'    If  you  had  not: 
prevented  my  cutting  his  throat,  that  coward  there  h-ad 
jjot  difcovered  us ;  he  comes  now  to  upbraid  you. 
Enter  on  the  other  fide  /if  Governor,  talking  to  Hotman,. 
'n:i:h  his  rabble. 

Qov.  This  is  the  a  cry  thing  I  would  have  wi(h'd. 
Your  honefl  fervice  to  tlie  govcTment        \Tq  Hotnian.. 
Shall  be  rewarded  with  your  liberty. 

Abo.  His  honed  fervice  !    call  it  what  it  is. 
His  villainy,  the  fervice  of  his  fear: 
If  he  pretends  to  honed  fervices. 
Let  him  fland  out,  and  :ntct  n:e  like  a  man. 

\_Advancingi 

Oro.  Hold,  you  :  and  you  who  come  againft  us,  hold: 
I.  charge  you  in  a  general  good  lo  all. 

And 
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And  vvilh  I  could  command  you,  to  prevent 
The  bloody  havockof  the  inurd'ring  fword. 
I  would  not  urge  deftrudion  uncompell'd  : 
But,  if  you  follow  fate,   you  find  it  here. 
The  bounds  are  ft,  the  limits  of  our  lives : 
Between  us  lies  the  gaping  gulph  of  death. 

To  fvvallow  all  :   Who  firft  advances • 

Enter  ihe  Captain,  ^ivith  his  Crew. 

Capt.   Here,   here,  here  they  are.  Governor : 
What,  feize  upon  my  fliip  1 

Come,  boys,  fall  on • 

\^Adi}ancingfirJl,   Oroonoko  kills  him. 

Oro.  Thou  rrt  fall'n  indeed; 
Thy  own  blood  be  upon  thee. 

Gov.   Rell  it  there. 
He  did  defervc  his  death.     *  Take  him  away.' 

[The  body  retnov'd^ 
You  fee.  Sir,  yoa  and  thofe  miftaken  men 
Muft  be  our  witneiTes,  we  do  not  come 
As  enemies,  and  ihirlling  for  your  blood. 
If  we  defir'd  }Our  ruin,  the  revenge 
Of  our  companion's  death  had  pufh'd  it  on» 
Bufthat  we  overlook,  in  a  regard 
To  common  fafety,   and  the  public  good. 

Oro._  Regard  thac  public  good  ;   draw  off  your  men,. 
And  leave  us  to  our  fortune  :  We're  refolv'd. 

Gov.   Refolv'd  I  on  what  ?   your  jcfoiutions 
Are  broken,   overturn'd,  prevented,   loft : 
'  What  fortune  now  can  you  raife  out  of  'em  ? 

*  Nay,  grant  we  (hould  draw  off,  what  can  you  do  \ 

*  Where  can  you  move  ?   What  more  can  you  refolve  I 

*  Unlefs  it  be  to  throw  yourfelves  av/ay.' 
Famine  muft  eat  you  up,  if  you  go  on. 
You  fee  our  numbers  could  with  eafe  compel 
What  we  requell :   And  what  do  we  requeft  ? 
Only  to  fave  yourfelves. 

\The  ivcmen  "unth  their  children  gathtring  about  the  me?!. 
Oro.  I'll  hear  no  more. 

*  Women.  Hear  him,  hear  him,  he  takes  no  care  of  us.' 
Gov.  To  thole  poor  wretches,  who  have  been  feduc'd 

And 
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And  led  away,  to  all,  and  ev'ry  one, 
We  cfFer  a  full  pardon 

Oro.  Then  fall  on.  \^Preparitig  to  engage. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon't,  before  it  be  too  late, 
Pardon  and  mercy. 

[The  lucmai  clinging  about  the  men,  they  Jewve  Oroonoko, 
and  fall  upon  their  faces,  crying  out  for  pardon. 

Slaves.  Pardon,  mercy,  pardon. 

O'O.  Let  them  go  all.     Now,  Governor,  I  fee, 
I  own  the  folly  of  my  enterprife. 
The  raflinefs  of  this  aflion  ;  and  muft  blufli, 
Quite  through  this  veil  of  night,  a  whitely  fhame, 
To  think  I  could  defign  to  make  thofe  free. 
Who  were  by  nature  Haves;  wretches  defign'd 
To  be  thiir  mailers'  dogs,  and  lick  their  feet. 
'  ^^Mlip,   whip  'em  to  the  knowledge  of  your  gods,, 

*  Your  Chrirtian  gods,  who  fuffer  you  to  be 

•  Unjull,  diQioncil,  cowardly,  and  bafe  : 
*-And  give  'em  your  excufe  for  being  fo.' 

I;  would  not  live  on  the  fame  earth  with  creatures. 

That  only  have  the  faces  of  their  kind  : 

Why  Ihould  they  look  like  men,   who  are  not  fo  ? 

When  tliey  put  off  their  noble  natures,  for 

The  grov'ling  qualities  of  downcaft  beafts, 

'I  wifli  they  had  their  tails. 

'  Jbo.  Then  we  fliould  know  'em.' 

Oro.  We  were  too  few  before  for  viftory. 
We're  ftill  enow  to  die.  [To  Imoinda  and  Aboan. 

Enter  Blandford. 

Gov.  Live,  Royal  Sir  : 
Li^e,  and  be  happy  long  on  your  own  terms; 
Only  confent  to  yield,  and  you  (hall  have 
Wiiat  terms  you  can  propofe  for  you  and  yours. 

Oro.  Confent  to  yield  1  (hall  I  betray  myfelf  ? 

'  Gov.  Alas  !  we  cannot  fear  that  your  fmall  force, 
'  TJ.e  force. of  two,  with  a  weak  woman's  arms, 
'  Should  conquer  us.     I  fpeak,  in  the  regard 
'  Aid  honour  of  your  worth,  in  my  delire 
'  And  forwardnefs  to  ferve  fo  great  a  man.  ~ 
'  I  wQuld  not  have  it  lie  upon  my  ihoughis, 

*Tiiat. 
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'  That  I  was  the  occafion  of  the  fall 

*'  Of  fuch  a  prince,   whof,-  courage,,  carried  on 

*  In  a  more  noble  caufe,  would  well  defervei 
*-The  empire  of  the  world. 

'  Oro.   Vou  can  fpeak  fair. 

*  Gov.  Your  undertaking,  the'  it  would  have  brought. 
'  So  great  a  lofs  to  us,  we  mull  all  fsy 
'  Was  generous,  andnoble ;   and  ffiall  be 

*  Regarded  only  as  the  fire  of  youth, 

*  That  will  break  out  fometimes  in  gallant  fouls ; 
'  We'll  think  it  but  the  natural  impulfe, 

<  A  rafh  impatience  of  liberty  : 

*  No  otherwife. 

'  Oro.  Think  it  what  you  will. 
'  I  was  not  born  to  render  an  account 
'  Of  what  I  do,  to  any  but  myfelf.' 

[Bland,  corner  forujard. 
Bland.  I'm  glad  you  have  proceeded  by  fair  means.  ' 

["To  the  Governor.. 
I  came  to  be  a  mediator. 

Gov.  Try  what  you  can  work  upon  him. 
Oro,  Are  you  come  againft  me  too  ? 
Bland.  Is  this  to  come  againft  you  .■' 

\Pfftring  his  fvjord  to  Oroonoko, 
Unarm'd  to  put  myfelf  into  your  hands  ? 
I  come,  I  hope,    to  ferve  you. 

Oro.  You  have  ferv'd  me; 
I  thank  you  for't :  And  I  am  pleas'd  to  think 
You  were  my  friend,  while  I  had  need  of  one : 
But  now  'tis  part  ;  this  farewel,  and  be  gone. 

\Emhraces  him^ 
Bland.    It  is  not  part,  and  I  muft  ferve  you  ftill. 

*  I  would  make  up  thefe  breaches  which  the  fword 

*  Will  widen  more,  and  clofe  us  all  in  love.' 

Oro.  I  know  what  I  have  done,  and  I  fliould  be 
A  child  to  think  they  ever  can  forgive. 
Forgive  !  were  there  but  that,  I  would  not  live 
To  be  forgiven  :    Is  there  a  Power  on  earth. 
That  I  can  ever  need  forgivenefs  from  ? 

Bland,  You  iha'not  need  it. 

Oro,  No,  I  wo'not  need  it, 

Blaud, 
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Bland.  You  fee  he  ofiers  you  your  own  conditions, 
For  you  and  yours. 

Oro.   Mull  I  capitulate  ? 
Precarioufly  compound,  on  llinted  terms. 
To  iave  my  life? 

Bland.  Sir,  he  impofes  none. 
You  make  'cm  for  your  own  fecurity. 

*  If  your  great  heart  cannot  d  fcend  to  treat, 
'  In  adverle  fortune,    with  an  enemy, 

*  Yet  fure  your  honour'^s  fafe,  you  may  accept 

*  Offers  of  peace  and  fafety  from  a  friend.' 

Gon).  He  will  rely  on  what  you  fay  to  him.  [ToBIand^ 
Ofi'cr  him  what  you  can  ;   I  will  confirm 
And  make  all  good  :  Be  you  my  pledge  of  truft. 

Bland.  I'll  anfwer  with  my  lifl  for  all  he  fays. 

Gov,  Ay,  do,  and  pay  the  forfeit  if  you  pltafe.  [JJide. 

Bland.   Confider,  Sir,  can  you  confent  to  throw  - 
That  blefling  from  you  ?  you  fo  hardly  found,  [0/^Iixio» 
And  fo  much  valu'd  once? 

Oro.    Imoinda !    Oh  ! 
'Tis  fhe  that  holds  me  on  this  argument 
Of  tedious  life  :   I  could  refolve  it  foon. 
Were  this  curit  being  only  in  debate. 
But  my  Imoinda  flruggles  in  my  foul  : 
She  makes  a  coward  of  me,  I  confefs  : 
I  am  afraid  to  part  with  her  in  death  ; 
And  more  afraid  of  life  to  lofe  her  here. 

Bland.  This  way  you  mull  lofe  her:  Think  upon 
The  weaknefs  of  her  fex,  made  yet  more  weak 
With  her  condition,  requiring  lell:. 
And  foft  indulging  cafe,    to  nurfe  your  hope, 
And  make  you  a  glad  father. 

Oro.  There  I  feel 
A  father's  fondnefs,  and  a  hufband's  love. 
They  leize  upon  my  heart,  flrain  all  its  firings, 
To  pull  me  to  "em  from  my  flern  refolve. 
Hufband  and  father  !   all  the  melting  art 
Of  eloquence  lives  in  thofe  fbft'ning  names. 
Methinks  I  fee  the  babe,  with  infant  hands,. 
Pleading  for  life,  and  begging  to  be  born. 

*  Shall 
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*  Shall  I  forbid  its  birth ;  deny  him  light  ? 

'  The  heavenly  comforts  of  ali-chearir;g  light  ? 

*  And  make  th;;  womb  the  dungeon  or"  his  death  ? 

*  His  bleeding  mother  his  iiid  monume:-u  ?  ' 
Thefe  are  the  call::  of  nature,  that  call  loud  ; 

They  will  be  heard,  and  conquer  in  their  caufe  ;         ' 
He  mud  not  be  a  man  who  can  relift  'em- 
No,  my  Inioinda  !  I  will  venture  all 
To  fave  thee,  and  that  little  innocent : 
The  world  may  be  a  better  friend  to  him 
Than  I  have  found  it,.    Now  I  yield  myfelf: 

\Gives  up  his  j'lvorJ, 
The  conflid's  palt,  and  we  are  in  your  hands. 

[^Several  men  get  about  Oroonoko  ^';(/  Aboan,. 
and  feize  them, 
'  Go'v.  So  you.  iliali  find  you  are.     Difpofe  of  them 
As  I  commanded  you. 
Bland.  Good  Heav'n  forbid  !  you  cannot  mean— — 
Gov.  This  is  not  your  concern. 

[To  Blandford,  I'sho  goes  to  Oroonoko. 
I  muft  take  care  of  you.  [To  Imomda.. 

Imo.   I'm  at  the  end 
Of  all  my  care  :  Here  will  I  die  with  him.  [Holding  Qro. 
Oro.  You  iliall  not  force  her  from  me.   [He  holds  her.. 
Go<v.  Then  I  muil  \^l  hey  force  her  from  him.. 

Try  other  means,   and:  conquer  force  by  force  : 
Break,  cut  off  his  hold,    bring  her  av;ay. 
Imo.  I  do  not  afk  to  live,  kill  me  but  here. 
Qro.    O  bloody  dogs  !  inhuman  murderers  ! 

[Imoindayo'cV  out  of  one  door  hy  the  Governor  and 
others.  Oroonoko  and  Aboan  hurried  out  of  an- 
other. [Exeunt. 

ACT      V. 
Enter  Stanmore,  Lucy,  and  Charlotte. 

*  Sinn.  '''  S'^IS  Ibange  we  cannot  hear  of  him  :    Caa 

X,      '  no-body  give  an  account  of  him  ? 
*■  Lttc  Nay,  I  begin  to  defpair  :  I  give  him  for  gone. 
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*  Stan.  Not  fo,   I'hope. 

*  Z.ar.  There  are  fo  many  difturbances  in  this  devlli(h 

*  country  !   Would  we  had  never  feen  it ! 

*  S/an.  This  is  hut  a  cold  welcome  for  you,  Madam, 

*  after  fo  troublefome  a  voyage. 

*  C/jar.    A   cold   welcome  indeed,  Sir,  without  my 

*  coufin  WeUon :  He  was  the  bell  friend  I  had  in  the 

*  world. 

*  Stan.  He  was  a  very  good  friend- of  yours,  indeed, 

*  Madam. 

*  Luc.  They  have   made  him  away,  murder'd  him 
'  for  his  money,  1  believe  ;  he  took  a  corfiderable  fum 

*  out  with  him,  I  know  that  has  been  his  ruin. 

'  Stan,  That  has  done  him  no  injury,    to  my  know- 

*  ledge  :  for  this  morning  he  put  into  my  cuftody  what 

*  you  fpeak  of,  1  fuppofe — a  thouland  pounds  for  the 
'  ufe  of  this  lady. 

*  Char.  I  was  always   oblig'd   to   him  ;  and  he  has 

*  (hewn  his  care  of  me,  in  placing  my  little  affairs  in 

*  fuch  lionourable  hands. 

*  Staf?.  He  gave  me  a  particular  charge  of  you,  Ma- 

*  dam,  very  particular,  fo  particular,  that  you  will  be 

*  furpriz'd  when  I  tell  you. 

'  Char.  What,   pray.  Sir? 

*  Stan.  I  am  engag'd  to  get  you  a  hufband  ;-  I  pro-- 

*  mifed  that  before  I  faw  you  ;   and,   now  I  have  feea 

*  you,  you  muil  give  me  leave  to  offer  you  myfelf. 

'  Luc.   Nay,  coufin,  never  be  coy  upon  the  matter; 

*  to  my  knowledge,  my  brother  always  'defign'd  you 

*  for  this  genileman. 

*  Stan.  You  hear,  Madam,  he  has  given  me  his  in- 

*  tereft,  and  'tis  the  favour   I   would    have    begg'd  cf 

*  him.     Lord  !  you  are  fo  like  him — ^ 

'  C/jar-.  That  you  are  oblig'd  to  fay  you  like  me  for 
<  his  fake. 

'  Stan.  I  ftiould  be  glad  to  love  you  for  your  own.' 

Char,  If  I  Ihould  confent  to  the  hue  things  you  can  . 
fay   to  me,  how  would   you   look   at  hi^f   to  find  *em 
thro^vn  away  on  an  old  acquaintance  ? 

Sta/i.  An  old  acquaintance  ! 

Ckar, 
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Char.  Lord,  how  eafily  are  you  men  to  be  impos'd 
apon  !  I  am  no  coufin  newly  arriv'd  from  England^ 
not  I ;    but  the  very  Wdidcn  you  wot  of. 

Stan,   Weldon  ! 

Char.  Not  murder'd,  nor  made  away,  as  my  fifter 
would  have  you  beheve  ;  but  am  in  very  good  health, 
your  old  friend  in  bieeches  that  was,  and  now  your 
humble  i'ervant  in  petticoats. 

Stan.  I  am  glad  we  have  you  again.  But  what  fer- 
vice  can  you  do  me  in  petticoats,  pray  ? 

Char.  Can't  you  tell  what? 

Stan.  Not  I,  by  my  troth  :  I  have  found  my  friend 
and  loft  my  miftrefs,  it  feems,  which  I  did  not  expert 
from  your  petticoats. 

Cbar.  Come,  com.e,  you  have  had  a  friend  of  your 
miftrefs  long  enough ;  'tis  high  time  now  to  have  a 
mftrels  of  your  friend. 

Sia}i.   What  do  you  fay  ? 

Char.  I  am  a  woman,'  Sir. 

Stan.  A  woman! 

Char.  As  arrant  a  woman  as  you  would  have  had  me 
but  now,  I  alTure  you. 

Stan.  And  at  my  fervice  ? 

Char.   II  you  nave  any  for  me  in  petticoats, 

Stan.  Yes,  yes,  I  Ihall  find  you  employment. 

*  Char.  You  wonder  at  my  proceeding,   I  believe. 

*  Stan.  ""Tis  a  little  extraordinary,  indeed.    • 

'  Char.  I  have  taken  fome  pains  to  come  into  your 
'  favour. 

*  Stan.  You  might  have  had  it  cheaper  a  great  deal.  - 
'  Char.  I  might  have  married  you   in   the  p.rfon  of 

*  my  Enghjh  coufin,    but  could   not  confent  to  cheat 

♦  you,  even  in  the  thing  I  had  a  mind  to. 

*  Stan.  'Twas  done  as  you  do  every  thing.' 

Char.  I  need  not  tell  you,  I  made  that  little  plot,, 
and  carry  d  it  on  only  for  this  opportunity.  Iwasrefoiv'd 
to  fee  whether  you  lik'd  me  as  a  woman,  or  not  :  it  I 
had  found  you  inditFei  ent,  I  would  have  endeavour'd  to 
have  been  fo  too  :  But  you  fay  you  like  me,  and  there- 
fore I  have  ventur'd  to  dii'cover  the  truth.. 

Sian,. 
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Stati,  Like  you  !  I  like  you  (o  well,  that  I  am  afraid 
you  won't  think  marriage  a  proof  on't :  Shall  I  give 
you  any  ether? 

Char.  No,  no,  I'm  inclin'd  to  believe  you,  and  that 
fhall  convince  me.  At  moro  leifure  I'Jl  fatisfy  you  how 
I  came  to  be  in  man's  cloadis;  for  no  ill,  I  alllire  you, 
tho'  1  have  happen'd  to  piay  iheroj.-uein  'em.  '  Tht  y 
'  have  adiilcd  mc  in  marrying  my  filter,  and  have  gone  a 
*  great  way  in  b.fricnding  your  coufin  Jack  with  ihe  Wj- 
'  dow.  Can  you  forgive  nic  for  pimping  for  your  family  ?' 
Enter  ]ack  Stanmore. 

Stan,    So,  Jack,  what  news  with  you  ? 

y.  Stan.  I  am  the  forepart  of  the  Widow  you  know ; 
file's  coming  after  with  the  body  of  the  family,  the 
young  'fquire  in  her  hand,  my  fon-in-Iaw  that  is  co  be, 
with  the  help  of  Mr.  Wddon. 

Char.  Say  you  fo,  Sir  ?    \_C lapping  Jack  ripon  tie  back,. 
Enter  Widow  LackitC  nii.'h  her  fen  Daniel. 

iVicL  So,  ^\ri.  Lucy,  I  have  brought  him  about 
again  ;  I  have  chaiHs'd  him,  I  have  made  him  as  fupple 
as  a  glove  for  your  wearing,  to  pull  on,  or  throw  off, 
at  your  pleafure.  Will  you  ever  rebel  again  ?  will 
you,  ilrrah  ?  But  come,  come,  down  on  your  marrow- 
bones, and  aQi  her  forgivenefs.  [Daniel  ktieeh.'\  Say 
after  me  :    Pray  forfooth  wife. 

Dan.  Pray  forfooth  wife. 

Luc.  Well,  well,  this  is  a  day  of  good-nature,  and 
fo  I  take  you  into  favour  :  But  firll  take  the  oath  of 
allegiance  ;  \^He  kijes  her  hand,  and  ri/es.}  If  ever  you 
do  fo  again 

Dan.  Nay,  marry  if  I  do,  I  Ihall  have  the  worft  on't. 

Luc.  Here's  a  ftranger,  forfooih,  would  be  glad  to 
be  known  to  you,  a  filler  of  mine,  pray  f'alute  her. 

{Sta>ts  at  Charlotte. 

Wid.  Your  filler,  Mrs.  Lvc^  !  What  do  you  mean  } 
This  is  your  brother,  Mr.  Wildon :  Do  you  think  I  do 
not  know  Mr.  Weldon  ? 

Luc,  Have  a  care  what  you  fay  :  This  Gentleman's- 
about  marrying  her :    You  may  fpoil  all. 

Wid.  Fiddle,  faddle  j  what  1   You  would  put  a  trick 
.  upoa  mc. 

Cbar.». 
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Char.  No  faith.  Widow,  the  trick  is  over;  it  has 
taken  fufficiently  ;  and  now  1  will  teach  you  the  trick, 
to  prevent  your  being;  cheated  another  time. 

JVid.  How!    cheated,    Mr.  HeUon ! 

Char.  V/hy,  aye,  you  will  always  take  things  by  the 
wrong  handle  :  I  fee  you  will  have  me  Mr.  Weldon  :  I 
grant  you  I  was  Mr.  IVeUon  a  little  while  to  pleafe  you 
or  fo  :  But  Mr.  Stanmore  here  has  perfuaded  me  into  a 
woman  again. 

fFid.  A  woman  !  pray  let  me  fpeak  Vv'ith  you  \_Dravu- 
ing  her  ajide.^  You  are  not  in  earneft,  I  hope  ?  a  wo- 
man ! 

Char.  Really  a  woman. 

Wid.  Gads  my  life  !  I  could  not  be  cheated  in  every 
thing :  I  know  a  man  from  a  woman  at  thefe  years,  or 
the  devil  is  in't.     Pray,  did  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Char.  You  would  have  it  fo. 

Wid.  And  did  not  1  give  you  a  thoufand  pounds  this 
niorning  ? 

Char.  Yes,  indeed,  'twas  more  than  I  defcrv'd  :  Bat 
you  had  your  penny-worth  for  your  penny,  1  fuppofe  : 
You  feem'd  to  be  pleas'd  with  your  bargain. 

VFid.  A  rare  bargain  I  have  made  oa't  truly!  I  have 
laid  out  my  money  to  a  fine  purpoTe  upon  a  woman. 

Char.  You  would  have  a  hutband,  and  I  provided 
for  you  as  well  as  I  could. 

Wid.  Yes,  yes,  you  have  provided  for  me. 

Char.  And  you  have  paid  me  very  well  for't;  I  thank 
you. 

Wtd.  'Tis  very  well :  I  may  be  v^ith  child  too,  for 
aujiht  /  know,  and  may  go  look  for  the  father. 

Char.  Nay,  if  you  think  fo,  'tis  tin^c  to  look  about 
you,  indeed.  *  Ev'n  make  up  the  matter  as  well  as  you 
'  can,  I  advife  you  as  a  hieud,  and  let  us  live  neigh- 
*  bourly  and  lovingly  together. 

'  Wid.  I  have  nothing  elfe  for  it  that  I  know  of  now.' 

Char.  For  my  part,  Mrs.  Lackitt,  your  thoufand 
pounds  will  engage  me  not  to  laugh  at  you.  Thea 
my  filler  is  marry'd  to  your  fon ;  he  is  to  have  half  your 
ellate,  I  know ;  and  indeed  they  may  live  upon  it  very 
comfortably  to  themfelves,  and  very  creditably  to  you. 

WiJ.. 
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fVid.  Nay,  I  can  blame  no  body  but  myfelf. 

Char.  You  have  enough  tor  a  hulljand  llill,  and  that 
you  may  beftow  upon  honed  yack  Stanmore. 

Wid.  Is  he  the  pian  then  ? 

Char.   He  is  the  man  you  are  oblig'd  to. 

y.  Stan.  Yes  f.'.ith,  Widow,  I  am  the  man  :  I  have 
done  fairly  by  you,  you  find  ;  you  know  what  you  have 
to  truft  to  before  hand. 

Wid.  Well,  well,  I  fee  you  will  have  me,  ev'n  marry 
me,  and  make  an  end  of  the  bufmefs. 

Stan.  Why  that's  well  faid,  now  we  are  all  agreed, 
and  all  well  provided  for. 

Enter  a  fer'vant  to  Stanmore. 

Ser'v.  Sir,  Mr.  Blar.eiforJ  dicfires  you  to  come  to  him, 
and  bring  as  many  of  your  friends  as  you  can  with  you. 

Stan.  I  come  to  him.  You  fhall  all  go  along  with 
me.  Come,  young  Gentleman,  marriage  is  the  tafhion, 
you  fee,  you  mail  like  it  now. 

Dan.  If  I  don't,  how  Ihall  I  help  myfelf? 

Luc.  Nay,  you  mwy  hang  yourfelf  in  the  noofe,  if  you 
pleafe,  but  you'll  never  get  out  on't  with  Uruggling. 

Dan.  Come  then,  let's  e'en  jog  on  in  the  old  road. 
Cuckold,  or  worfe,  I  muft  nov^  be  contented  : 
I'm  not  the  firft  has  marry'd  and  repented.         \_Exeunt.. 

Enter  Governor,  nxith  Blandford  and  Planters. 

Bland.  Have  you  no  reverence  of  future  fame  ? 
No  awe  upon  your  aftions,  from  the  tongues. 
The  cens'dng  tongues  of  men,  that  will  be  free  ? 
'  If  youconfefs  humanity,  believe 
'  There  is  a  God,  or  devil,  to  reward 

*  Our  doings  here  ;  do  not  provoke  your  fate. 

'  The  hand  of  Heav'n  is  arm'd  againll  thefe  crimes, 

*  With  hotter  thunderbolts,  prepar'd  to  (hoot, 

*  And  nail  you  to  the  earth,  a  fad  example; 

*  A  monument  of  faithlefs  infamy.' 

Efiier  Stanmore,  J.  Stanmore,  Charlotte,  Lucy, 
WiJow,  rt«^  Daniel. 
So,  Stamnore,  you,  I  kno\»',  the  women  too, 
Will  join  with  me  :  'Tii  Oroonoko'%  caufe, 

A  lover's 
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A  lover's  caufe,   a  wretched  woman's  caufe, 

That  will  become  your  interceffion.      [To  the  Women. 

\j}  Plant.    Never  mind  'em.  Governor  ;   he  ought  to 
be  made  an  example  for  the  good  of  the  plantation. 

zd  Plant.  Ay,  ay,  'tvvi  1  frighten  the  negroes  from 
attempting  the  like  again. 

\Ji  Plant.  What,  rife   gainfl  their  lords  and  mafters! 
at  this  rate  no  man  is  fafe  from  his  own  flaves. 

zd  Plant.  No,  no  more  he  r.     Therefore,  one  and 
all,  Governor,  we  declare  for  hanging. 

Omv.  Plant.   Ay,  ay,  hang  him,   hang  him. 

Wtd    What!  han  '  him  ?  O  forbid  it,  Governor. 

Char.    Luc.   We  all  petition  for  him. 

J.  Stun.  They  are  f  .r  a  holiday;  guilty,  or  not,  is 
not  the  bufinefs,  hanging  is  their  'port. 

Bland.   We  a  e  liot  fure,  fo  wretched,  to  have  thefe. 
The  rabble,  judge  for  us :  The  hanging  croud. 
The  arbitrary  guard  of  Fortune's  power, 
Who  wait  to  cat.h  the  fcotence  of  her  frowns. 
And  hurry  all  to  ruin  fhe  condemns. 

$tan.  So  far  from  farther  wrong,  that  'tis  a  (hame 
He  HiOuld  be  where  he  is.     Good  Governor, 
Order  his  liberty  :    He  yielded  up 
Himfelf,  his  ail,  at  your  dii'cretion. 

Bland.  Difcretion  !   no,  h'^  yielded  on  your  word  ; 
And  I  am  made  the  cautionary  pledge. 
The  gage  and  hoftage  of  your  keeping  it. 
Remember,  Sir,  he  yielded  on  your  word; 
Your  word  !  which  honeft  men  will  think  ihould  be 
The  lall  refort  of  truth,  and  trull  on  earth  : 
There's  no  appeal  beyond  it  but  to  Heav'n : 

*  An  oath  is  a  recognizance  to  Heav'n, 

*  Binding  us  over  in  the  courts  above, 

*  To  plead  to  the  indidment  of  our  crimes, 

'  That  thofe  who  'fcape  this  world  fhould  fufFer  there, 

*  But  in  che  common  intercourfe  of  men, 

*  (Where  the  dread  ^Vj'ajeily  is  not  invok'd, 

*  His  honour  not  immediately  concern'd, 
'  Not  made  a  party  in  our  intcreftf), 

'  Our  word  is  all  to  be  rely'd  upon.' 

Wii. 
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inJ.  Come,  come,  you'll  be  as  good  as  yosr  word, 
we  know. 

Stati.  He's  out  ofa'l  power  of  doiug  any  harm  now, 
if  he  were  difpofed  to  it. 

Char.  But  he  is  not  difpofcd  to  it. 

Bland.  To  keep  him  where  he  is,  will  make  him  footv 
Find  (lut  fome  dcfper.nte  wny  to  liberty  : 
He'll  hanc;  himfelf,  or  da(h  out  his  mad  brains. 

Char.  Pray  try  him  by  gentle  means :  We'll  all  be 
fureties  for  him. 

Omti.  All,  all. 

■•  Luc.  We  will  all  anfwer  for  him  now.' 

Gonj.  Well,  you  will  have  it  fo,  do  what  you  pleafe, 
juil  what  yoa  will  with  him,  I  give  you  leave. 

[Exiti 

Bland.  Wc  thank  you,  Sir  j  this  way,  pray  come  with 
me.  {Exeunt, 

The  SCENE  drai'.n  Jhevjs  Oroonoko  upon  his  back,  his 
legs  and  arms  fir  etch'' d  out,  and  chain  d  to  the  ground. 

Enter  Blandford,  Stanmore,  i!^c. 

Bland.  O  miferable  fight !    help  every  one, 
Aflift  me  all  to  free  him  from  his  chains. 

[X^^y  ^-''"^P  ^""^  ^Z"  '^"^  bring  him  fornjuard,   looking  cfoivn. 
Moil:  injur'd  prince  !    how  (hall  we  clear  ourfelves  ? 
We  cannot  hope  you  will  vouchfafe  to  hear. 
Or  credit  what  we  fay  in  the  defence 
And  caufe  of  our  fufpeded  innocence. 

Stav.  We  are  not  guilty  of  your  injuries. 
No  \\  ay  con  renting  to  'em  ;  but  abhor, 
Abominate,   and  loath  this  cruelty. 

*  Bland.  It  is  our  curfe,  but  make  it  not  our  crime  j 

*  A  heavy  curfe  upon  us,  that  we  mull 

'  vShare  any  thirg  in  common,  ev'n  the  light, 

*  The  elements  and  feafony,  with  fuch  men, 

*  Whofe  principles,  like  the  fam'd  dragons  teeth, 
'  Scatter'd  and  fown,  would  flioct  a  harveft  up 

*  Of  fighting  mifchiefs  to  confotsud  therofelves, 

*  And  ruin  all  about  'em.  ^ 

'  Statu 
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'  Stan.  Profligates ! 

*  Whofe  bold  Tuanian  impirfy 

*  Would  once  again  pollute  their  mother  earth, 

*  Force  her  to  teem  with  her  old  monrtroas  brood 

*  Of  giants,  and  forget  the  race  of  men. 

*  Bland.  We  are  not  fo :   Bcli-rve  us  innocent, 
'  We  come  prepar'd  with  all  our  fervices, 

*  To  offer  a  redrefi  of  your  ba^e  wrongs. 

*  Which  way  fhall  we  employ  'em? 

'  Stan.   Tell  us.    Sir? 
'  M  there  is  any  thing  that  can  atone  ? 

*  But  nothing  can  :   that  may  be  fome  amends'— — 

Oro.  If  you  would  have  me  think  you  are  not  all 
Confederates,    all  acceffary  to 
The  bafe  injiiilice  of  your  Governor; 
If  you  would  have  me  live,    as  y^^u  appear 
Concern'd  for  me ;  if  you  would  have  me  live 
To  thank,  and  blefs  you,   there  is  yet  a  way 
To  tie  me  ever  to  your  honeil  love ; 
Bring  my  hnoinda  to  me  ;  give  me  her. 
To  charm  my  forrows,  and,  if  poffible, 
I'll  fit  down  with  my  wrongs,  never  to  rife 
.Againlt  my  fate,  or  think  of  vengeance  more. 

Bland.  Be  fatisfy'd,  you  may  depend  upon  us. 
We'll  bring  her  fafe  to  you,  and  luddecly. 

Char,   We  will  not  leave  you  in  fo  good  a  work. 
Wid,  No,  no,   we'll  go  with  you. 
Bland.  In  the  mean  time 
Endeavour  to  forget.  Sir,  and  forgive; 
And  hope  a  better  fortune.  [Exeunt, 

Oroonoko  alonf. 
Orj.  Forget !  forgive  1   I  muft  indeed  forget 
When  I  forgive  :    But  while  I  am  a  man. 
In  flerti,  that  bears  the  living  marks  of  (hame. 
The  print  of  his  difhonou-rable  chains. 
My  memory  ftill  roufing  up  my  wrongs, 
I  never  can  forgive  this  Governor, 
This  villain  ;  the  difgrace  of  truft,  and  place, 
And  juft  contempt  of  delegated  power. 
What  (hall  I  do  ?  If  I  declare  myfelf, 

I  know 
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I  know  him,  he  will  fneak  behind  his  guard 

or  followers,  and  brave  me  in  his  fears. 

Fife,  lion-'ike,  with  my  devouring  ra^  e, 

I  would  rufli  on  bim,  farten  on  bis  throat, 

Tear  a  wide  pafliige  to  his  treacherous  heart. 

And  that  way  lay  him  open  ro  the  world.        \PauJin»» 

If  I  (hou^d  turn  his  Chriftian  arts  on  him, 

Promifehim,  fpeak  him  fair,  flatter  and  creep 

With  fawning  Itrps,  to  get  within  his  failh, 

I  could  betray  him  then,  as  he  has  me. 

Eut  am  I  fure  I  y  that  to  right  rr.yfelf  ? 

Lying's  a  certain  mark  of  cowardice  : 

And,  when  the  tongiie  forgets  its  honefly, 

The  heart  and  hand  may  drop  their  functions  too, 

And  nothing  worthy  be  refolv'd  or  done. 

*  The  man  muft  go  together,  bad,  or  good  : 

*  In  one  part  frail,  he  foon  grows  weak  in  all. 

*  Honour  (hould  be  concern'd  in  honour's  caufe, 

*  That  is  not  to  be  cui'd  by  contraries, 

*  As  bodies  are,  whofe  health  is  often  drawn 

*  From  rankeil  poifons.'     1  et  me  but  find  out 
An  honefl:  rem-edy,  I  have  the  hand, 

A  minift'ring  hand,  that  will  apply  it  home.  [Exit. 

SCENE,    The  Governor'^  Hou/e. 
Enter  Governor. 

Gov.   I  would  not  have  her  tell  me,  fhe  confents ; 
In  favour  of  the  fex's  modefly, 
That  ftill  {hould  be  prefum'd  ;  becaufe  there  is 
A  greater  impudence  in  owning  it, 
Than  in  allowing  all  that  we  can  do. 
'  This  truth  I  know,  and  yet  againft  myfclf 
'  (So  unaccountable  are  lovers  ways) 

*  I  talk,    and  lofc  the  opportunities, 

'  Which  love,   and  flie,  experts  I  fliould  employ. 

*  Ev'n  ihe  expefts : '  For  when  a  man  has  faid 
All  that  is  fit,  to  fave  the  decency, 

The  women  know  the  reft  is  to  be  done. 
I  wo'not  difappoint  her.  [Going. 

En:er 
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Tenter  Blandford,  the  Stanmores,  Daniel,  Mrs. 
Lackitt,  Charlotte,  and  hucy. 

Wid.  O  Governor  !    I'm  glad  we've  lie  upon  you. 

Gov.  Why!    what's  the  matter? 

Char.  Nay,  nothing  extraordinary.  But  one  good 
aftion  draws  on  another.  You  have  given  the  prince 
his  freedom  :  now  we  come  a  begging  for  his  wife : 
you  won't  refufe  us. 

Gov.  Refufe  you !  No,  no,  what  have  I  to  do  to 
refufe  you  ? 

Wid.  You  won't  refufe  to  fend  her  to  him,  (he 
means. 

Gov.  I  fend  her  to  him  ! 

Wid.  We  have  promis'd  him  to  bring  her. 

Gq-v.  Vou  do  very  well ;  'tis  kindly  done  of  you ; 
Ev'n  carry  her  to  him,  with  all  my  heart. 

Luc.  You  muft  tell  us  where  fhe  is. 

Gov.  I  tell  you!   why,  don't  you  know? 

Bland.  Your  fervant  fays  fhe's  jn  the  houfe. 

Gov.  No,  no,  I  brought  her  home  at  firft,  indeed; 
but  I  thought  it  would  not  look  well  to  keep  her  here  j 
I  remov'd  her  in  the  hurry  only  to  take  care  of  her. 
What !  iiie  belongs  to  you  :  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
her. 

Lhar.  Biit  where  is  (he  now,  fir? 

Gov  Why,  faith,  I  can':  fay  certainly :  you'll  hear 
of  her  at  Parham  houfe,  I  fuppofe :  there  or  there- 
abouts :  I  think  I  fent  her  there. 

Bland.  I'il  have  an  eye  on  him  \Aftde* 

[Exeunt  all  hut  the  Governor. 

Gov.  I  have  ly'd  myfelf  into  a  little  time> 
And  muft  employ  it:  '  they'll  be  here  again; 
'  But  I  muft  be  before  'em.' 

{Going  out,  he  meets  Imoinda,  andfeizes  htr^ 
Are  you  come  ? 

I'll  court  no  longer  for  a  happinefs 
That  is  in  tny  own  keepirig ;    you  may  ftill 
Reiule  to  grant,  fo  1  have  power  to  take. 
The  man  thai  afks  delervei  to  be  deny'd. 
\^he  dijengages  one  hand,   and  draws  his  fixer d  fiom  his 

fide  upon  kim:    Governor  Jlaris  and  retires;  Blandford 
enters  behind  him.  D  Imtt. 
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Imo.  He  does  indeed,  tliat  a(]<s  unworthily. 

Bland.   You  hear  her,  fir,  that  alks  unwortliily. 

Go'u.  You  are  no  judge. 

Bland.   I  am  of  my  own  flave. 
.Go'v,  Be  gone  and  leave  us. 

Blujid    When  you  let  her  go. 

Gonj.  To  fallen  upon  you. 

Bla?id.  I  mull  defend  m)felf, 

Imo.   Help,  muider,  help  ! 
[Iinoinda  reireas  toi^ards  the  door,  favour' d  hy  Bland- 
ford  ;     'whtn  they   are    clojed,    Jhe   throivs  do-ain    the 

Jiijord,   and  runs  out.      Govtrnor  takes  up  his  fword, 

they  fight,  cloje,  and  fall y  Llandford  upon  him.     S.r- 

'vantsenter,  and  part  than. 

Gov.  She  tha  not  'fcapc  me  fo.     I've  gone  too  far, 
Kot  to  go  father.     Curie  on  my  delay; 
But  yet  fhe  i  ,  and  fhall  be  in  my  power. 

Bland.  Nay,  then  it  is  the  war  of  honefly ; 
I  kiiovv  you,  aiid  will  fave  you  from  yourfelf. 

Gov.  All  come  along  with  me.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE    the     laf. 

Enter  Oroonoko. 

Oz-o.  To  honour  bound !  and  yet  a  flave  to  love  ! 
I  am  diftraded  by  their  rival  powers, 
And  both  will  be  obey'd.     O  crreat  revenge! 
Thou  raifer  and  lellorer  of  fall'n  fame! 
Let  me  not  be  unworthy  of  thy  aid. 
For  flopping  in  thy  courfe  :    I  fliJl  am  thine; 
But  can't  forget  I  am  /wc/W^x's  too. 
She  calls  me  from  my  wrongs  to  refcue  her. 
No  man  condemn  me,  who  has  ne. er  felt 
A  woman's  power,  or  try'd  the  force  of  love  : 

*  All  tempers  }ield  and  foftea  in  ihof:  fires; 

*  Our  honours,  intcrclls  relolving  down, 

*  Run  in  the  gentle  current  of  our  joys  ; 

*  But  not  to  fink,  and  drown  our  n:emory; 
'  We  mount  again  to  atftion,  like  the  fun, 

*  That  rifes  fiom  the  bofom  of  the  fea, 

'  To 
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•  To  run  his  glorious  lace  of  light  a-new, 

'  And  carry  on  the  world.'     Love,  love  will  be 
My  lirit  ambition,  and  my  fame  the  next. 

Enter  Aboan  bloody. 
My  eyes  are  turn'd  againft  me  and  combine 
With  my  fworn  enemies,  to  reprefent 
This  fpedacle  of  horror.     Aboan! 

*  My  ever  faithful  friend  !' 
Abo.  I  have  no  name 

That  can  diilingufii  me  from  the  vile  earth, 
To  which  I'm  going;  a  poor  abjeft  worm, 
That  crawl'd  auhile  upon  the  buftling  world. 
And  now  arn  trampled  to  my  dull  again. 

Oro.  I  fee  thee  galTi'd  and  mangled. 

Abo.  Spa.f-e  my  Ihame. 
To  tell  how  they  have  us'd  rrc:   but  believe 
The  hangman's  hand  would  have  been  m.erciful. 
Do  not  you  fcorn  m?,  fir,  to  think  I  can 
Intend  to  live  under  this  infamy. 
I  do  not  come  for  pity,  to  complsin, 
I've  fpent  an  honourable  life  with  you. 
The  earii-H  fervant  of  your  rifing  tame, 
And  would  attend  it  with  my  la  tell  care  : 
My  life  was  yours,  and  fo  Ihall  b^  my  death. 
You  muft  not  live. 

Bending  and  finking,  I  have  dragg'd  my  fleps 
Thus  far  to  tell  you  that  you  cannot  live  : 
To  warn  you  of  tho'e  ignominious  wrongs. 
Whips,  rods,  and  all  the  inftruments  of  death. 
Which  I  have  felt,  and  are  prepar'd  for  you. 
This  was  the  duty  that  1  had  to  pay. 
Tis  done,  and  now  I  beg  to  t  edilcharg'd. 

Oro.  What  fliall  !  do  for  thee? 

Abo.  My  body  tires. 
And  wo'not  bear  me  off  to  libertv  : 
I  ihall  again  be  "taken,  made  a  flave. 
A  fword,  a  dagger  yet  would  refcue  me. 
I  have  iiot  ftrtngth  to  go  and  find  out  death, 
You  mult  direi5t  him  to  me. 

0/0.  Here  he  is,  {Gives  him  a  dag?_er. 

D  2  The 
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The  only  prefent  I  can  make  thee  now : 
And,  next  the  honourable  means  of  life, 
I  would  beAovv  the  honeft  means  of  death. 

Jho.  I  cannot  ftay  to  thank  you.     If  there  is 
A  being  after  this,  I  Ihall  be  yours 
In  the  next  world,  your  faithful  flave  again. 
This  is  to  try.  [Stabs  himjelf.'\  I  had  a  living  fenfe 
Of  all  your  royal  favours,  but  this  laft 
Strikes  through  my  heart.     I  wo'not  fay  faxewel, 
For  you  muft  follow  me.  [-D'Vj* 

O'o.  Jn  life  and  death, 
The  guardian  of  my  honour !  Follow  thee ! 
I  fhould  have  gone  before  thee :  then  perhaps 
Thy  fate  had  been  prevented.     All  his  care 
Was  to  preferve  me  from  the  barbarous  rage 
That  worry'd  him,  only  for  being  mine. 
Why,'why,  you  Gods  1  v/hy  am  1  fo  accus'd. 
That  it  mnil  be  a  icafon  of  your  wrath, 
A  guilt,  a  crime  fufiicient  to  the  fate 
Of  any  one,  but  to  belong  to  me  ? 
My  friend  has  found  it  out,  and  my  wife  will  foon  : 
My  wife  !  the  very  fear's  too  rraich  for  life. 
I  can't  fupport  it.  '  Where  ?  Imoinda  !  Oh  ! 

\G(jing  out, /he  meets  him,  running  into  his  aitns,. 
Thou  bofom  foftnefs !  Down  of  all  my  cares ! 
I  could  recline  my  thoughts  upon  this  breall 
To  a  forgetfulncfs  of  all  my  griefs. 
And  yet  be  happy :  but  it  wo'not  be. 
Thou  art  diforder'd,  pale,  and  out  of  breath! 
If  fate  piJtfues  thee,  find  a  fhelter  here. 
What  is  it  thou  would'il  tell  me? 

Jmo.  'Tis  in  vain  to  call  him  villain. 

Ore.  Call  him  Governor:  is  it  notfo? 

Imo.  There's  not  another  fure. 

Oro.  Villain's  the  common  name  of  mankind  herCj 
But  his  moll  properly.     What !  what  of  him  ? 
I  fe^r  to  be  refoK  'd,  and  muft  enquire. 
He  had  thee  in  his  power. 

Jmo.   I  bluOi  to  think  it. 

Oro,  Blu(h!  to  think  what? 

Jmo, 
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Imo.  That  I  was  in  his  power. 

Oro.  He  cou'd  not  uTe  it  ?  ♦ 

Imo.   What  can't  fiich  men  do  ? 

Oro.   But  did  he,  durfl  he  ? 

Imo.  What  he  cou'd,  he  dar'd. 

Oro.  His  ovvn  Gods  damn  him  then  >  For  ours  have 
none. 
No  punifhinent  for  fnch  unheard  of  crime. 

Imo.    This  monfter,  cunning  in  his  flatteries, 
Whe;i  he  had  weary'd  all  his  uiek-fs  arts, 
Leap'd  out,  fierce  as  a  beall  of  prey,  to  leize  me. 
I  trembled,  fear'd. 

O'o.   1  fear  and  tremble  now. 
What  could  preferve  thee?   What  deliver  thee? 

Imo.  That  worthy  man,  you  us'd  to  call  your  fiiend. 

Oro.   BlandfL,rd? 

Imo.  Lame  in,  and  fav'd  me  from  his  rage. 

Oro.  He  was  a  friend  indeed,  to  refcue  th<e! 
And,  for  his  fake,  I'll  think  it  poflible 
A  Chriftian  may  be  yet  an  honeil  rr>an. 

Imo.  O  did  you  know  what  I  have  firuggled  thro'', 
To  fave  me  yours,  fure  you  would  promife  me 
Never  to  fee  me  forc'd  from  you  again. 

Oro.  To  promife  thee  1    O  !    do  {  need  to  promife  ? 
But  there  is  now  no  farther  ufe  of  words. 
Death  is  fecurity  for  ali'our  fears. 

\5he-wi  Aboan's  body  ortthef.Gor^ 
And  yet  I  cannot  truil  him. 

Imo.   Aboan  ! 

Oro.   Mangled  and  torn,  refolv'd  to  give  me  tinie 
To  fit  myfelFfor  what  I  mull  expe£^, 
Groan'd  out  a  warning  to  me,  and  expir'd. 

hno.  For  wba:  you  in uH  expect  ? 

Oro.    \Vould  that  weie  all ! 

hno.  What  to  be  butchcr'd  thus— — 

O  0.    Juil  as  thou  feell. 

Jtno.   By  biirb'rous  hands  to  fall  at  lad  their  prey  ? 

Oro.  I  have  run  the  race  wi'h  honour,  fhall  J  now 
Lag,  and  be  overtaken  at  the  goal  ? 

Ima.  No. 

D  3  Oro. 
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Orr.  I  mull  look  back  to  thee.  [Tenderly. 

I->ic.  You  iha'not  need. 
I  am  always  prefent  to  your  piirpofe,  fay. 
Which  way  would  you  difpole  me? 

*  Oro.   Have  a  care. 

*  Thou'it  on  a  precipice,  and  doft  not  fee 

'  Wliitlicr  that  queftion  leads  thee.     O  !  too  Toon 

*  Thou  dolt  enquire  what  the  affembled  Gods 

*  Have  not  determin'd.  and  will  lateft  doom. 

*  Yet  this  I  know  of  fate,  this  is  raoll  certain, 

*  I  cannot,  as  I  would,  difpofe  of  thee; 

*  And,  as  I  ought,  I  dare  not.     O  Imolnda! 

*  Imo.  Alasl  that  figh  !  why  do  ycu  tremble  To!' 

*  Nay,  then  'tis  bad  indeed,  if  you  can  weep. 

*  Oro.  My  heart  runs  over,  if  my  gull  ing  eyes 

*  Betray  a  weaknefs  which  they  never  knew. 

*  Believe,  thou  only,  thou  couldft  caufe  t'lefe  tears : 

*  The  Gods  themfelves  confpire  with  faithlel's  men 

*  To  our  deftrudtion. 

*  Imo.  Heav'n  and  earth  our  foes ! 

'  Oro.  It  is  not  always  granted  to  the  great 

*  To  be  moil  happy:  if  the  angry  pow'rs 

*  Repent  their  favours,  let  'em  take  'cm  back  : 

*  The  hopes  of  enn.pire,  which  they  gave  my  youth,. 
'  By  making  me  a  prince,  I  here  refign. 

*  Let  'em  quench  in  me  all  thofe  glorious  fires, 

*  Which  kindled  at  their  beams  :  that  lull  of  fame, 

*  That  fever  of  ambition,  reftlefs  ftill, 

*  And  burning  with  the  facred  thirll  of  fway, 
'  Which  they  infpir'd,  to  qualify  my  fate, 

*  And  makes  me  fit  to  govern  under  them, 

*  Let'em  exinguilh.     I  fubmit  myfelf 

'  I'o  their  high  pleafure,  and  devotea  bow 

*  Yet  lower,  to  cont'nue  itill  a  flave; 

*  Hopelefs  of  liberty  :  and,  if  I  could 

*  Live  after  it,  would  give  up  honour  too, 

*  To  fatisfy  their  vengeance,  to  avert 

*■  This  only  curfe,  the  curfe  of  lofing  thee. 

*  Imo.   If  Heav'n   cocU  be  appeas'd,    thefe   cruel 

*  men 

•  Ate 
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*=  Are  not  to  be  in  treated  or  believ'd  : 

*  O  !  think  on  that,  and  be  no  more  deceiv'd. 

'  Oro.   What  can  we  do  ? 

*  Imo.   Can  I  do  any  thing  ? 

'  Oro.  But  we  were  born  to  fufFer. 

*  Imo.  Suffer  both, 

'  Both  die,  and  fo  prevent  'cm. 

*  Oro.  By  thy  death  ! 

*  O  I  let  me  hunt  my  travell'd  thoughts  again  ; 

*  Range  the  wide  walle  of  defolate  defpair  ; 

*  Start  any  hope.     Alas  !  I  lofe  myfelf, 

*  'Tis  pathlefj-j  dark,  and  barren  all  to  me. 

*  Thou  art  my  only  guide,   my  light  of  life, 

*  And  thou  art  le  v-ng  me  :  Send  out  thy  beams 

*  Upon  the  wing  ;  let  'em  fly  all  around, 

*  Difcover  every  woy  :   Is  there  a  dawn, 

*  A  glimmering  of  comfort  ?    Tlie  great  God, 

*  That  rife3  on  the  world,  muft  Ihine  on  us. 

'  I/no.  And  fee  us  fet  before  him. 

*  Oro.  Thou  befpeak'il, 

*  And  goeft  before  me. 

'' Iir.o.  So  I  would  in  love, 

*  In  the  dear  uufufpefted  part  of  life, 

*  tn  death  for  love.     Alas  1    what  hopes  for  me  ? 
'  I  was  preferv'd  but  to  acquit  myfelf, 

*  To  beg  to  die  with  you. 

*  Oro.  And  can'ft  thou  a(k  it? 

'  I  never  durll  er>quire  into  myfelf 

*  About  thy  fate,  and  thou  refolv'ilit  all. 

*  Imo.  Alas !  my  lord  !    my  fate's  refolv'd  in  yours. 

*  Oro.  O  1  keep  thee  there  :  Let  not  thy  virtue  fhrink 

*  From  my  fupport,  and  I  will  gather  ftrength. 

*  Fail  as  I  can,  to  tell  thee 

*  Imo.   I  muft  die  : 

*  I  know  'tis  fit,  and  I  can  die  with  you. 

*  Oro.  O  !  thou  haft  banifh'd  hence  a  thoufand  fears, 

*  Which  ficken'd  at  my  heart,  and  quite  unmann'd  me. 

*  Imo.  Your  fears  for  me  ;  1  know  you  fear  my  ftrength, 

*  And  could  not  overcome  your  tendernefs, 

*  To  pafs  this  fentence  on  me :  And  indeed  . 

There 
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*  There  you  were  kind,  as  I  have  always  found  you  ; 

*  As  you  have  ever  been  :   For  the'  I  am 

*  kclic:u'd,  and  ready  to  ohey   .  y  doom, 
*Methinks  it  ft.ould  not  be  pronounc'd  by  you. 

*  Oio.  O  !  that  was  all  the  labour  of  my  grief, 
'  My  heart  and  tOiig.'e  for.ook  me  in  the  Itrife ; 

*  I  never  could  pronounce  it. 

*  Imo.  I  have  for  you,  for  bo  h  of  us. 
*0'0.   A'as  I  forme!  my  death 

*  I  could  reL,aid  as  the  lail  fcene  of  life, 

'  And  aft  it  thro"  with  joy,  to  ha-  e  it  done. 

*  But  then  to  part  with  thee 

*  Im  .    'I  is  hard  to  part. 

*  But  parting  thus,  as  t;  e  moft  happy  mufr, 

*  Paiting  in  deaih,  m.kes  it  theeafier. 

*  You  might  have  thrown  me  0:f,   forfaken  me, 

*  And  my  misfortunes :    That  had  been  a  death 

*  Indeed  of  terror,  to  have  trembled  at. 

*  Oro.  Forfaken  !    thrown  thee  off! 

«  Imo.    But  'tis  a  plealure  more  than  life  can  give, 

*  That  with  unconquer'd  paiTion,  to  the  lafl-, 

*  You  liruggle  iHli,  and  fain  would  hold  me  to  you. 

'  Oio.  Ever,  ever,  and  let  thofe  liars,   which  are iiiy 
*  eneir.'es, 

*  Witnefs  r-gamft  me  in  the  other  world, 

*  If  I  would  leave  this  manfion  cf  my  blifs, 
«  To  be  the  brighteft  ruler  of  their  fkies. 

<  O  !  that  we  could  incorporate,  be  one,  \^Enfhradt}g  her, 

*  One  body,  as  we  have  been  longo;;e  mind  ; 

<  1  hat,  blended  fo,  we  might  togcthtr  mix, 
*^  And,  lofi  g  thus  our  being  to  the  world, 
«  Be  only  fo^nd  to  one  another's  joys. 

*  Imo.  Is  ihis  the  way  to  part  ? 

*  Oio.  Which  is  the  way  ? 

'  Imo.  The  god  of  love  is  blind,  and  cannot  find  it. 

*  But  quick  make  hafte,  our  enemies  have  eyes, 

*  To  find  us  out,  and  (hew  us  the  worlt  way 

*  Of  parting.     Think  on  them. 

*  Oro.  Why  doll  thou  v\ake  me  ? 

*  Imo.   O  !  no  more  of  love. 

For, 
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*  For,  if  I  liften  to  you,  I  (hall  quite 

*  Forj^et  my  dangers,  and  delire  to  live. 

*  I  can't  live  yours.  [Takes  up  the  dagger, 

Oro.  '  There  ail  the  {lings  of  death 

*  Are  fhot  into  my  heart' — what  (hail  I  do  ? 

Imo.    This  dagger  will  inftruft  you.       {Gives  it  him, 

Oro.  Ha  1  this  dagger  ! 
Like  fate,  it  points  me  to  the  horrid  deed. 

Imo,  Strike,  ftrike  it  home,  and  bravely  fave  us  both. 
There  is  no  other  fafety. 

Oro.  It  mull  be 

But  firft  a  dying  kifs— —  {^'JP^  ^^^' 

This  lalt  embrace •  [Embracing  ber» 

And  now 

Imo.   I'm  ready. 

Oro.  O  1    where  (hall  I  flrike  ? 
Is  there  a  fmalleit  grain  of  that  lov'd  body 
That  is  not  dearer  to  me  than  my  eyes, 
My  bofom'd  heart,  and  all  the  life  blood  there? 
Bid  me  cut  off  thefe  limbs,  *hevv  off  thefe  hands. 
Dig  out  thefe  eye-:,  tho'  I  would  keep  them  Uft 
To  gaze  upon  thee  ;  But  to  murder  thee ! 
The  joy,  and  charm  of  ev'ry  ravilh'd  fenfc. 
My  wife!   furbiiit,  nature. 

Imo.  'Tis  your  wife. 
Who  on  her  knees  conjures  you,     O  !  in  time 
Prevent  thofc  mifchitrs  that  are  falling  oa  us. 
You  may  be  hurry  "d  to  a  (haneful  deuth. 
And  I  too  dragg'd  to  the  vile  governoj  j 
Then  I  may  cry  aloud  ;   When  you  are  gone. 
Where  (hall  1  hnd  a  friend  again  to  fave  me  ? 

Oro.  It  will  be  fo.     Thou  unexampled  virtua  ; 
Thy  refoiution  has  recovei'd  mine  : 
And  now  prepare  thee. 

Imo.  Thus,  with  open  arms, 
X  welcome  you  and  death. 

[Be  drops  his  dagger,  as  he  looks  on  her,  and  throws 
him/elf  on  the  groun.i, 

Oro.  I  cannot  bear  it. 
O  let  me  dalh  againft  the  rock  of  fate. 

Dig 
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Dig  up  this  earth,  tear  her  bow  Is  out, 
To  mrkr-  a  erave,  deep  as  the  ceiiter  down. 
To  fwjUow  wide  and  bury  us  together. 
It  wo'not  be.     O!  then  lome  pitting  god 
(If  there  be  one,  a  fri.nd  to  innocence) 
i-ind  yet  a  way  to  lay  her  beaufcs  down 
Gc-ntly  in  death,  and  fave  me  from  her  blood. 

Imo.  O  rife,   'tis  more  than  death  to  fee  you  thus, 
I'll  eafe  your  love,  and  do  the  deed  myfcif — 
\^he  takes  up  the  aagger,  be  rifes  m  hajie  to  take  it  from 
her. 
Oro,  O  !  hold,  I  charge  thee,    hold. 
Imo.  Tho'  I  muftown 
It  would  be  nobler  for  us  both  from  yon. 

Oro.  O  !   for  a  whirlwind's  wing  to  hurry  us 
To  yonder  clifF,  which  frowns  upon  the  flood  ; 
That  in  embraces  lock'd  we  might  plunge  in, 
And  perifh  thus  in  one  another'b  aims. 
Imo.  Alas!   what  (hout  is  that? 
Oro.  I  fee  'em  coming. 
They  /ha'not  overtake  us.     This  laft  kifs, 
And  now  farewel. 

Imo.  Farewel,  farewel  for  ever. 
Oro,  I'il  turn  my  face  away,  and  do  it  {o^ 
Now,  are  )ou  ready  \ 

Imo.  Now.     But  do  n'-t  grudge  me 
Tiie  pleafure  in  my  death  of  a  laft  look  ; 
Pray  look  upon  me.  —  Now  I'm  fatiified. 
0>o.  So  fate  murt  be  by  this. 
{Going  tojiab  her,  he  J}  pi  Jhort  \  Jhe  lays  her  hand  oft 

his,   in  order  to  gi've  the  blo-iv. 
Imo.  Nay,  then  1  rnufl.  afliit  you.  . 
And,  fince  it  is  the  common  caufe  of  both, 
'Tisjufl  that  both  fhould  be  employ'd  in  it. 
Thus,  thus  'tisfinifh'd,  and  I  blefs  my  fate,  [Stabs  herfel/^ 
That,  where  1  liv'd,  I  cie  in  thefe  lov'd  arms.       [Dies. 
Oro.  She's  gone.      And  now  all's  at  an  end  with  me. 
Soft,  lay  her  down,    O  v/e  will  part  no  more. 

[  Then  thro  ws  himj'df  by  her. 
But  let  me  pay  the  tribute  of  my  grief, 


/lM>,t/.  , 
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A  few  fad  tears  to  thy  lov'd  memory, 
And  then  I  follow  — —  \_  houts'\  [^eeps  oi  er  her. 

But  1  Hay  too  long.  \_A  noife  again. 

T:,e  noife  comes  nearer.     Hold,  before  I  go. 
There's  fomethinj^  would  be  done.     It  (hall  be  fo. 
And  then,   Imoinda,  I'll  come  all  to  thee.  {Rifes, 

[B,andford  and  his  party  enter  before  the  Governor  and  his 

party  ;  fujords  drawn  on  both Jides. 

Gcv.  You  ftrive  in  vai;i  to  .ave  him,  he  (ball  die. 

Bland.  Not  whd.;  we  can  defend  him  vvith  our  lives., 

Gox-.    Where  is  he  ? 

Oro.  Here  is  the  wrerch  whom  you  would  have. 
Put  up  your  fword",  and  let  nst  civil  broih 
En^  ge  you  in  the  curfed  cau  e  of  one 
Who  cannot  live,  and  now  intreats  to  die. 
Thi-  objedt  will  convince  you 

B'and.    '  lis  his  wife.  \Thy  gather  about  the  body. 

Alau !  there  was  no  other  remedy. 

Gov.  Who  did  tn    b'oody  deed  ? 

Oro.  The  deed  was  min:  : 
Bloody  I  know  it  i?,  and  I  txp  dt 
Your  laws  Hiould  tell  me  \o.     Thus  felf-condemn'd, 
I  do  refign  myfelf  into  your  hauds. 

The  hands  ot  juflice But  1  hold  the  fword 

For  you- and  for  myfelf. 

[^Stabs  the  Governor  and  himjelf,   then  tbroivs  himfulf 
by  ImoindaV  body. 

*  Stan.  He  has  kill'd  the  Governor  and  llabb'd  him- 
'  felf.' 

Oro.  'Tis  as  it  fhould  be  novv,  I  have  fent  his  ghoft 
To  be  a  witnefs  of  that  happinefs 
In  the  next  world,    which  he  deuy'd  us  here,        \Dies, 

Bland.  I  hope  ther^  is  a  place  of  happinefs 
In  the  next  world  for  fuch  exalted  virtue. 
Pai-an  or  unbeliever,  yet  he  liv'd 
To  al'  he  knew  :    And,  if  he  went  allray. 
There's  me.cy  ftill  above  to  fet  him  right. 
But  Chriftians,  guided  hy  the  heav'nly  ray. 
Have  no  excufe  if  we  mil'take  our  way.     \Exeunt  Omnes. 

E  P  I- 
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'yO  U  fee  ive  try  alljhapes,  andjhi/is,  and  arts. 
To  tempt  your  favours,  and  regain  your  hearts, 
JVe  txeep  and  laugh,  jr.  in  mirth  at^d  grief  together-. 
Like  rain  and  Junfhine  mix'd,   in  April  iveather. 
Your  diff^ient  lofics  di-vide  our  pcet^s  c  ires  ; 
One  foot  th  fock,    toother  the  hujkins  ivea'-s. 
Thi  Sj  '■Mhile  he  Jiri'vcs  to  pi  af,  he's  Jo'-c'd  to  do*tf 
Like  \  olfcius,  hip  hop,  in  a  Jingle  boot. 
Critics,   he  kncws,  for  th:s  may  damn  his  hooks  : 
But  he  makes  feajls  for  friends,  and  not  for  cooks, 

Tho"  errait  knights  of  late  nofaiiourfind, 
Sire  you  ivill  he  to  ladies  errant  kind. 
To  folio  IK  fame,   kniiht  errant s  make  prof efjion  : 
We  damjels  fly  to  Ja=ve  our  reputation  : 
So  they  their  'valour  Jhenv,    ive  our  difcretion. 
To  lands  of  monfters  and  fierce   beafts  they  go  : 
We,  to  thcfe  iflands,   ivhere  rich  hujlanc.s  '/rovj  : 
Tho'  they're  no  mrnfers,    mje  may  make  them  fo. 
Jf  they're  of  Fnglilh  gronvth,  they" II  hearU  nuith  patience 
But  fai'B  us  from  a  fpouje  £/"Oroonoko'j  nations  : 
Then  hhf  your  far  s,  you  happy  London  ivives. 
Who  lo%ie  at  large,  each  day,  yet  keep  your  lives  : 
Nor  enqjy  poor  ImoindaV  doating  blindnefs. 
We  thought  her  hufband  kilVd  her  out  of  kindnefs. 
Death  ivith  a  hitj! and  ne'er  had peiun  fuch  charms^ 
Had Jke  once  dt^d  ivithin  a  lo'ver's  arms. 
Her  error  nvas  from  ignorance  procieaing  ; 
Poor  foul !  Jhe  quanted  fame  of  our  tonun-breeding. 
Forgi've  this  lod'izn  fondnefs  of  her  fpoufe  ; 
Thiir  laiv  no  Chriftian  liberty  alloivs  : 
Alas  !  they  make  a  cnnfctence  of  their  voxvs  ! 
If  aortue  in  a  Heathen  he  a  fault ; 
Then  damn  the  Heatien  fchcol  ivhere  fie  ivas  taught. 
She  might  ha-ve  learrid  to  cuckold,  jilt,  and Jham, 
/itf// Covent-Garden  beea  in  Surinam. 
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PROLOGUE. 

fT'HE  Tragic  Mufe,  fiihlime,  delights  tofietx) 
Princes  dijirejs'd,  and  fee  ms  of  Royal -woe; 
In  a'wful pomp,  majefiic,  to  relate 
The  fall  of  nations ,  orfome  hero's  fate: 
That  fccpter  d  chiefs  maj\  by  example,  knoio 
The  ftrange  'vicifjiiijdes  of  things  bdon.u  ; 
What  dangers  onfeciiritj  attend; 
Trionjj  pride  and  cruelty  in  ruin  end: 
Hence  Prcfidefice fupremc  to  kno-tv,  ando-votl 
Humanity  adds  glory  to  a  throne. 

In  e'v  ry  former  age,  and  foreign  tongue^ 
IVith  nati-ve  grandeur  thus  the  goddefs  fiing. 
Upon  ourfiage,  indeed,  'with  nvifh  d  fuccefs^ 
You're  fometimes  feen  her  in  an  humbler  drefsf 
Great  only  in  drfirefs,      Whenfhe  complains 
In  Southern's,  Ronxie' s,  or  Otnvay' s  yno'vingflrains^ 
The  brilliant  drops  that  fall  from  each  bright  eye. 
The  abfent  pomp,  'with  brighter  gems,  fupply, 

Forgive'us,  then,  if  nfje  attempt  tofhenv, 
In  artlefs  firains,  a  tale  of  private  ivoe, 
jd  Londofi  'prentice  ruin'd  is  our  theme, 
Dranvn  fro?n  thefa?ndoldfong  that  bears  his  name, 
IVe  hope  your  tajie  is  not  fo  high,  to  fcor?z 
A  moral  tale  efteem'd  ere  you  ivere  born  ;     ^ 
Which,  for  a  century  cf  rolling  years. 
Has  fill' da  thoufatid  thoufa7id  eye}  •with  tears. 

If  thou ghthfs youth  to  ~varn,  andfhame  the  age 
From  I'ice  defirufii-ve,  nxiell  'becomes  the  ji age; 
If  this  example  innocence  enfures. 
Presents  our  guilt,  or  by  reJieStion  cures  ; 
If  Millxvood's  dreadful  crimes,  and  fad  def pair. 
Commend  the  'virtue  of  the  good  and  fair; 
Tho'artienvanting,  and  our  numiers  fail , 
Indulge  the  attempt,  in  juftict  to  the  tale, 
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-ACT  I.      SCjbNE,  ^  rooK  inThoxow good's hoi^fe. 
Enter  Thorowgood  and  Trueman. 

^rueman.  QyiK,  the  packet  from  Genoa  is  srrived. 

vl/  [G/ZV.S  leltetT, 

Thar,  Heaven  be  priiifed !  The  ftorm  that  threaten- 
ed our  roval  miftrefs,  pure  religion,  liberty,  and  laws, 
is  for  a  time  diverted.  The  haughty  and  revengeful 
Spaniard,  difappointed  of  the  loan  on  which  he  de, 
j-tnded  from  Genoa,  muli  now  attend  the  flow  returns 
cf  wealth  from  his  new  world,  to  fupply  his  empty 
ccffcrs,  ere  he  can  execute  his  prc^pofed  invafion  of 
cur  happy  if^and.  By  this  means  time  is  gained  to 
make  fuch  preparations  on  our  part,  as  may.  Heaven 
concurring,  prevent  his  malice,  cr  turn  the  meditated 
mifchief  on  himfelf. 

TV.  Ke  muft  beinfenfible  indeed,  v/ho  is  notafFcded 
when  the  fafety  of  his  country  is  concerned.  Sir,  may 
I  know  by  what  means  ? If  I  am  too  bold— 

Tkor.  Your  cu;iofity  is  laudable;  and  I  gratify  it 
with  the  greater  pleafcre^  becaufe  from  thence  you 
may  learn  how  honeft  merchants,  as  fuch,  may  fome- 
times  contribute  to  the  fafety  of  their  country,  as  they 
do  at  a.11  times  to  its  happinefs;  that  if  hereafter  yoa 
iliould  be  tempted  to  any  adion  that  has  the  appearance 
of  vice  or  meannefs  in  it,  upon  reflefting  on  the  dig- 
nity of  our  profeflion,  you  may,  with  honeft  fcorn, 
rejeft  whatever  is  unv/orthy  of  it. 

'■Fr.  Should  Barnwell,  or  I,  who  have  the  benefit  of 
your  example,  by  our  ill  conduft  bring  any  imputa- 
tion on  that  honourable  name,  we  muft  be  left  without 
excufe. 

Tbor.  You  compliment,  young  man.  [Tr.  loivs 
rcfpeilfiiU}-.'\  Nay,.  I'm  not  offended.  As  the  name 
of  merchant  never  degrade*  the  gentleman,  fo  by  no 
means  does  it  exclude  himj  oi^y  take  heed  not  to 
purchafe  the  charadter  of  complaifant  at  the  expence 
of  your  fincerity.  But  to  anfwer  your  queftiou:  The 
A  3  bank 
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bank  of  Genoa  had  agreed,  at  an  excefTne  iivtereft, 
and  on  good  fecurity,  to  advance  the  king  of  Spain  a 
fum  of  itioncy  fufficient  to  equip  his  vaft  armada;  of 
which  our  peerlefs  Elizabeth  (more  than  in  name  the 
mother  of  her  people]  being  well  informed,  fent 
Walfingham,  her  wife  and  faithful  fecretary,  to  con- 
fult  the  merchants  of  this  loyal  city;  who  all  agreed, 
to  dired  their  feveral  agents  to  influence,  if  polTible, 
the  Genocfe  to  break  their  contracl  with  the  Spanifh 
court.  'Tis  done;  the  ilate  and  hank  of  Genoa  hav- 
ing maturely  weighed,  and  rightly  judged  of  theif 
true  intereft,  prefer  the  friendfhip  of  the  merchants  of 
London  to  that  of  the  monarch,  who  proudly  ftilcs 
himfclf  king  of  both  Indies. 

Tr.  Happy  fuccefs  of  prudent  counfels!  What  an 
expence  of  blood  and  treaiure  is  here  faved !     *  Excel- 

*  lent  queen;    Oh,  how  unlike   thofe   princes,    who 

*  make  the  danger  of  foreign  enemies  a  pretence  to  op- 

*  prefs  their  fubjedls  by  taxes  great,  and  grievous  to 

*  be  borne. 

*  Thor.  Not  fo  our  gracious  queen!  whofe  richeft 

*  exchequer  is  her  people's  love,  as  their  happinefs  her 

*  grcateft  glory. 

*  'Jr.  On  thefe  terms  to  defend  us,  is  to  maice  our 

*  proteftion  a  benefit  worthy  her  who  confers  it,  and 

*  well  worth  our  acceptance.'  Sir,  have  you  any 
commands  for  me  at  this  time? 

"I/jor.  Only  look  carefully  over  the  files,  to  fee  whe- 
ther there  are  any  tradcfmen's  bills  unpaid ;  if  there 
are,  fend  and  difchargc  'em.  We  muft  not  let  artifi- 
cers lofe  their  time,  fo  ufcful  to  the  public  and  their 
families,  in  unnecciTary  attendance.       [£A//Trucman. 

E»ier  Maria. 
'\^'cll,  Maria,  have  )'ou  given  orders  for  the  entertain- 
ment ?     I  would  have  it  in  fonie  mcafure  worthy  the 
gucft^s.     Let  there  be  plenty,  and  of  the  bcft,  that  the 
courtiers  may  at  Icaft  commend  cur  hofpitality. 

Aln.  Sir,  I  have  endea\oured  not  to  wrong  your 
well-known  generofity  by  cm  ill-timed  parfimony. 

T/jor.  Nay,  'tv.as  a  needlefs  caution;  I  have  no 
caufe  to  doubt  your  prudence. 
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Ma.  Sir,  I  find  myfelf  unfit  for  converfatlon.  I 
fhould  but  increafe  the  number  of  the  company,  with- 
out adding  to  their  fatisfaftion. 

Thor.  Nay,  my  child,  this  melancholy  mufl  not  be 
indulged. 

Ma.  Company  will  but  increafe  it.  I  wifh  you 
would  difpenfe  with  my  prefence.  Solitude  beft  fuits 
my  prefent  temper. 

Thor.  You  are  not  infenfible,  that  It  is  chiefly  on 
your  account  thefe  noble  lords  do  me  the  honour  fo 
frequently  to  grace  my  board.  Should  you  be  abfent, 
the  difappointment  may  make  them  repent  of  theit* 
condefcenfion,  and  think  their  labour  loft. 

Ma.  He  that  lliall  think  his  time  or  honour  loft  in 
vifiting  you,  can  fet  no  real  \  alue  on  your  daughter's 
company,  whofe  only  merit  is,  that  flieis  your's.  The 
man  of  quality  who  chufes  to  converfe  with  a  gentle- 
man and  merchant  of  your  worth  and  charafter,  may 
confer  honour  by  fo  doing,  but  he.lofes  none. 

Thor.  Come,  come,  Maria,  I  need  not  tell  you,  that 
a  young  gentleman  may  prefer  your  converfation  to 
mine,  and  yet  intend  me  no  difrefpeft  at  all ;  for  though 
he  may  lofe  no  honour  in  my  company,  'tis  very  na- 
tural for  him  to  expeft  more  pleafure  in  your's.  I  re- 
member the  tim.e  when  the  company  of  the  greateil 
and  wifeil  man  in  the  kingdom  would  have  been  infi- 
pid  and  tirefome  to  me,  if  it  had  deprived  me  of  an 
opportunity  of  enjoying  your  mother's 

Ma.  Your's,  no  doubt,  v,  as  as  agreeable  to  her  ;  for 
generous  minds  know  no  pleafure  in  fociety  but  where 
'tis  mutual. 

Thor.  Thou  knoweft  I  have  no  heir,  no  child,  but 
thee;  the  fruits  of  many  years  fuccefsful  induftry  mull 
all  be  thine.  Now  It  would  give  me  pleafure,  great 
as  my  love,  to  fee  on  whom  you  will  bellow  it.  I  am 
daily  folicited  by  men  of  the  greateft  rank  and  merit 
for  leave  to  addrefs  you ;  but  I  have  hitherto  declined 
it,  in  hopes  that,  by  obfervatlon,  I  fhould  learn  which 
way  your  inclination  tends;  for,  as  I  know  love  to  be 
elTential  to  happinefs  in  the  marriage  ftate,  I  had  ra- 
ther my  approbation  fhould  confirm  your  choice  than 
dired  it, 
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'I  GEORGE    B  A  R  N  \V  E  E  L» 

Ma.  Wiirit  can  I  fay?  How  Hiall  I  anfwer  as  \ 
ought,  this  tendernefs,  fo  uncommon  even  in  the  beft 
of  f.arent.s?  But  you  are  without  example;  yet,  had 
you  been  lefs  indulgent^  I  had  been  moll  wretched. 
That  I  loc'k  on  theXrowd  of  courtiers  that  vifit  here, 
.with  equal  cfteem,  but  equal  indifference,  you  ha^e 
obferved,  and  I  muft  needs  confefs;  yet,  had  you  af- 
fc-rted  your  authorit}',  and  infiiled  on  a  parent's  right 
to  be  obeyed,  I  had  fubmittcd,  and  to  my  duty  facri- 
iked  my  peace. 

"Thar.  From  your  perfeft  obedience  in  every  other 
inlt:mce,  1  feared  as  much;  and  therefore  would  leave 
you  without  a  bias  in  an  ^-ffair  wherein  your  happinefs 
is  io  immediately  concerned. 

Ma.  Whether  Irona  a  want  of  that  jnft  ambiiion 
that  would  become  your  daugl^ter,  or  from  fome  other 
caufe,  I  knovv'  not;  but  I  find  high  birth  and  titles 
don't  recommend  the  man  who  owns  them  to  my 
affcdlions. 

Thor.  I  would  not  that  they  fhould,  unlefs  his  merit 
recommends  him  more.  A  nobie  birth  and  fortune, 
though  they  make  not  a  bad  man  good,  yet  they  are  a 
real  ad^•antage  to  a  wortli)'  one,  and  place  his  virtues 
in  thefaircil  light. 

Ma.  I  cannot  anfwer  for  my  inclinations;  but  they 
Hiall  e\er  be  fubmitted  to  your  wifdom  and  authority. 
And  as  you  will  not  compel  me  to  marry  where  I  can- 
not love,  love  lliall  never  make  me  acl  contrary  to  my 
duty.     Sir,  have  I  yournormilJion  to  retire? 

^Jhor.  I'll  fee  you  to  }'Our  chamber.  \^Exeuni^ 

SCENE,   a  room  in  Millwood'o  /^s;^-. 

Enter  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

"Mill.  How  do  I  look  to-day,  Lucy  ? 
JLury.  O,  killingly,  madam!  A  little  more  red,  and 

you'll  Ik'  irrcfilHlJe!' But   why  this    more    t!ini> 

ordinary' caic  of  your  drefs  and  complexion?      What 
new  conquefl  arc  vou  aiming  at  ? 

Mill.  A  conquell  wcuKl  be  new  indeed ! 
Lucj^,     Not  to  you,  who  make  'cm  every  day — but 

to 
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to  me Vv'elJ,  'tis  what  I'm  never  to  expe<fl——« 

unfortunate  as  I  am But  your  wit  and  beauty 

Mill.  Firft  made  me  a  wretch,  and  ftill  continue  me 
fo.  Men,  however  generous  and  fincere  to  one  an- 
other, are  all  felnfli  hypocrites  in  their  affairs  vvirh 
us ;  we  are  no  otherwife  cfteemed  or  regarded  by  them, 
but  as  we  contribute  to  their  fatisfadion. 

Luc^ .  You  are  certainly,  madam,  on  the  wrong  fide 
in  this  argument.  Is  not  the  expcnce  all  theirs  ?  And 
I  am  fure,  it  is  our  own  fault  if  we  han't  a  (hare  of 
the  pleafure. 

Mill.  We  are  but  flavcs  to  men. 

Lucy.  Nay,  'tis  thev  that  are  Haves,  moft  certainlv, 
for  we  lay  tliem  under  contribution. 

Mill.  Slaves  hare  no  property;  no,  not  even  in 
themfeh  es :  all  is  the  viftor's. 

Lucy.  Ycu  are  ftrangely  arbitrary  in  your  princi- 
ples, madam. 

Mill.  I  would  have  my  conquefts  comolete,  like 
ti'ofe  of  the  Spaniards  in  the  new  world;  who  tirlt 
plundered  the  natives  of  all  the  wealth  they  hady  and 
then  condemned  the  wretches  to  the  mines  for  life,  to 
work  for  mere. 

Lucy.  Well,  I  fhall  never  approve  of  your  fcheme  of 
government :  I  fnould  think  it  much  more  politic,  as 
well  as  juft,  to  iind  my  fubjecls  an  eafier  emplovment. 

Mill.  It  is  a  general  maxim  among  the  knowino-  part 
of  mankind,  tliat  a  woman  without  virtue,  like  a  man 
without  honour  or  honefty,  is  capable  of  any  action, 
though  never  fo  vile :  and  yet  what  pains  will  they  not 
take,  what  arts  not  ufe,  to  feduce  us  from  our  inno- 
cence, and  make  us  contemptibL' and  wicked,  even  in 
their  own  opinion?  Then,  is  it  not  juft  the  villains, 
to  their  coft,  fnould  find  us  fo  ?  But  guilt  makes  them 
fufpicious,  and  keeps  them  en  their  guard;  therefore 
we  can  take  advantage  only  of  the  young  and  innocent 
part  of  the  fex,  who,  having. never  injured  women, 
apprehend  no  danger  from  them. 

Lucy.  Aye,  tTiey  m.ufi:  be  young  indeed! 

Mill.  Such  a  one,  I  think,  I  have  found.     As  I  have 

pafied  through  the  city,  I  have  often  obfcrved  Kim  re- 
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ccivingand  paying  conGderable  funis  of  money ;  from 
thence  I  conclude  he  is  cmplo}'ed  in  affairs  of  confe- 
quence. 

Lucy.  Is  he  handfome  ? 

MtiL  Aye,  aye,  the  {tripling  is  well  made,  and  has 
R  good  face. 

Liicj.  About 

Mill.  Eighteen. 

Lucj.  Innocent,  handfome,  and  about  eigliteen? 
You.'ll  be  vaftly  happy.  Why,  if  you  manage  well, 
you  may  keep  him  toyourfelf  thcfe  two  or  three  years. 

Mill.  If  I  manage  well,  I  fiiall  have  done  with  him 
much  fooner.  Having  long  had  a  defign  on  him,  and 
meeting  him  yefterday,  I  made  a  full  flop,  and  gazing 
vviOifully  on  his  face,  afked  his  name.  He  blufhed, 
and,  bowing  \cry  low,  anfwered,  George  Barnwell. 
I  begged  his  pardon  for  the  freedom  I  had  taken,  and 
told  him  that  he  was  the  perfon  I  had  long  wifhed  to 
fee,  and  to  whom  I  had  an  affair  of  importance  to 
communicate,  at  a  proper  time  and  place.  He  named 
a  tavern:  I  talked  of  honour  and  reputation,  and  in- 
vited him  to  my  houfe.  He  fwallowed  the  bait,  pro- 
jnifed  to  come,  and  this  is  the  time  I  expefl  him. 
\  K/wiking  at  the  door.'\  Somebody  knocks.  D'ye 
hear,  I'm  at  home  to  nobody  to-day  but  him.  \^Exit 
Lucy.]  Lefs  affairs  mufl  give  way  to  thofe  of  more 
confequence;  and  I  am  ftrangely  miftaken,  if  this 
does  not  prove  of  great  importance  to  me,  and  him 
too,  before  I  have  done  with  him.  Now,  after  what 
manner  fhall  I  rccei\e  him?  Let  me  confider — What 
manner  of  perfon  am  I  to  recei\'e  ?  PJe  is  young,  in- 
nocent, and  bafhful ;  therefore  I  muft  take  care  not  to 
put  him   out  of  countenance  at  firfl.     *  But  then,  if 

*  I  have  any  flciil  in  phyfiognomy,  he  is  amorous,  and 

*  with  a  little  alTdlance  will  foon  get  the  better  of  his 

*  modefly.'  I'll  e'en  truft  to  nature,  who  does  won- 
ders in  tliefe  matters.     '  If  to  fceni  what  one  is  not, 

*  in  order  to  be  the  better  liked  for  what  one  really  is; 

*  if  to  fpeak   one  thing,  and  mean   the  dircift  con- 

*  trary,  be  art  in  vvoman I  know  nothing  of 

*  nature.* 

Xntee 
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Enter  Barnwell,  boiving  njery  lo-v,  Lucy  at  a  dijlance. 

Mill.  Sir,  the  furpriie  and  joy! 

Barn.  Madam! 

Mill.  This  is  fuch  a  favour •  [Ad'vanci/ig; 

Barn.  Pardon  m?,  madam  I 

Mill.  So  unhoped  for !                           \^tiU  ad'-vancef, 
[Barnwell  fahttes  her,  and  retires  in  confufioft^ 
To  fee  you  here Excufe  the  confufion 

Barn.  I  fear  I  am  too  bold. 

Mill.  Alas,  Sir,  I  may  juftly  apprehend  you  think 
me  fo.  Pleafe,  Sir,  to  fit.  I  am  as  much  at  a  lofs 
how  to  recei\e  this  honour  as  I  ought,  as  I  amfurprifed 
at  your  goodnefs  in  conferring  it. 

Barn,  I  thought  you  had  expefted  me :  I  promifed 
to  come. 

Mill.  That  is  the  more  furprlfing:  few  men  arefuch 
religious  obfervers  of  their  word. 

Barn.  All  who  are  honeft  are. 

Mill.  To  one  another;  but  we  fimple  women  are 
feldom  thought  of  confequence  enough  to  gain  a  place 
in  their  reraembrace. 

\ Laying  her  hand  oti  his,  as  hv  accident. 

Barn.  Her  diforder  is  fo  great,  flie  don't  perceiv^ 
ftie  has  laid  her  hand  on  mine.  Heavens!  how  ihe 
trembles !     What  can  this  mean  ?  \_Afide. 

Mill.  The  intereft  I  have  in  all  that  relates  to  you 
(the  reafon  of  which  you  fhall  know  hereafter)  excites 
my  curiofity;  and  were  I  fure  you  would  pardon  my 
prefumption,  I  fhould  defire  to  know  your  real  fenti- 
ments  on  a  very  particular  fubjeft. 

Barn.  Madam,  you  rjiay  command  my  poor  thoughts 
on  any  fubjeft.     1  have  none  that  I  would  conceal. 

MilL  You'll  think  me  bold. 

Barn.  No,  indeed. 

Mill.  Wliat  then  are  your  thoughts  of  loA'e  ? 

Barn.  If  you  mean  the  love  of  v/omen,  I  have  not 
thought  of  it  at  all.  My  youth  and  circumftances  make 
fuch  thoughts  improper  in  me  yet.  But  if  you  mean 
the  general  love  we  owe  to  mankind,  I  think  no  one  has 
more  of  it  in  his  temper  than  myfelf.  I  don't  know 
that  perfon  in  the  world,  whofe  happinefs  I  don't  wifli, 
A  6  and 
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ai^d  wou'dn't  promote,  were  it  in  my  power.  In  sn 
cfpecial  manni-r  1  love  my  uncle,  and  my  mafter;  but 
above  all,  my  friend. 

Mr//.  You  ha\c  a  iViend  then,  whom  you  love? 

Bar».  As  he  does  me,  fmccrely. 

.Mi/l.  He  is,  no  doubt,  often  blefs'd  with  your  com- 
pany and  con\  erfiiiion. 

B^n/.  We  live  in  onehoufe,  and  both  ferve  the  fame 
•worthy  merchant. 

M/'//.  Happy,  happy  youth!  Whoe'er  thou  art,  I 
envy  thee;  '  and  fo  mull  all  who  fee  and  know  this 
•  youth.'  Wh.at  have  I  loll  by  l>eing  formed  a  woman! 
I  hate  my  fex,  inyfelf.  Had  I  been  a  man,  I  might, 
perhaps,  ha\"e  been  as  happy  in  your  friend.lhip,  as  he 
who  now  enjoys  it  is:  but  as  it  is — Oh! — 

Bf7r72.  I  ne\'er  obfer\ed  woman  before;  or  this  is, 
fure,  the  moft  beautiful  of  her  fex.  [Jjii/e.]  You 
feem  difordercd,  madam! — May  I  know  the  caufe  ? 

M/'//.  Do  not  alk  me— I  can  never  fpeak  it,  whatever 
is  the  caufe.  I  wifh  for  things  impoilible.  I  would 
be  a  fervant,  bound  to  the  fame  mailer,  to  live  in  one 
houfe  with  you. 

Bart!.  How  ftrange,  and  yet  how  kind,  her  words 
and  aftions  are!  and  the  z^cSt  they  have  on  me  is  as 
Itrange.  I  feel  defircs  I  never  knew  before.  I  muft  be 
gone,  while  I  have  power  to  go.  \_//f,de.'\  Madam, 
1  humbly  take  my  leave. 

Mi//.  You  will  not,  fure,  leave  mefofoon! 

Barn.  Indeed  I  mull. 

Mi//.  You  cannot  be  fo  cruel !  I  have  prepared  a  poor 
fupper,  at  which  I  promifed  myfelf  your  company. 

Bar?!.  I  am  forry  I  mull  rcfufe  the  honour  }"ou  de- 
ligned  me:  but  my  duty  to  my  mafler  calls  me  hence. 
I  never  yet  negle<^led  his  fer\  ice.  He  is  fo  gentle,  and 
fo  good  a  mailer,  that  Ihould  I  \s  rong  him,  though  he 
might  forgive  me,  I  fliould  never  forgive  m)felf. 

Mt//.  Am  I  refufed  by  the  lirll  man,  the  fecond 
favour  I  ever  flooped  to  afk?  Go  then,  thou  proud 
hard-hearted  youth;  but  know,  you  are  the  only  man 
that  could  be  found,  who  would  let  me  fue  twice  for 
greater  favour*. 

BaiVt 
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Ban!.  What  mail  I  do!  How  (hall  I  go,  or  fiay ! 

MilL  Yet  do  not,  do  not  leave  me.  I  with  my 
fex's  pride  would  meet  your  fcorn ;  but  when  I  look 
upon  you,  when  I  behold  thofe  eyes — Oh!  fpare  my 
tongue,  and  let   my  bluihes — this  flood  of  tears  too, 

that  will  force  its  way,  declare wliat  woman's  mo- 

defty  fhould  hide. 

Bat-K.  Oh,  Heavens!  fiie  loves  m.e,  worthlcfs  as  I 
am.  Her  looks,  her  words,  her  flowing  tears  confels 
it.  And  can  1  leave  her  then?  Oh,  never,  never! 
Madam,  dry  up  your  tears:  you  fnall  command  me 
always.  I  will  flay  here  for  ever,  if  you  would  have 
me. 

Lr/cji.  So;  fhe  has  wheedled  him  out  of  his  virtue  of 
obedience  already,  and  will  ftrip  him  of  all  the  refl, 
one  after  another,  till  fhe  has  left  him  as  kw  as  her 
ladyfnip,  or  myfelf. 

Mi//,  Nov/  you  are  kind,  indeed;  but  I  mean  not 
to  detain  you  always :  I  would  have  you  Ihake  ofl*  all 
flavifh  obedience  to  your  matter ;  but  you  may  ferve 
him  uill. 

L^/ry.  Serve  him  ftill!  Aye,  or  he'll  have  no  op- 
portunity of  fingering  his  cafn ;  and  then  he'll  not  ferve 
your  end,  I'll  be  fworn.  [y(/idc, 

E/sfcr  Blunt.   . 

BI:(nt.  Madam,  fupper's  on  the  table. 

MilL  Come,  Sir;  you'll  excufe  all  defefts.  My 
thoughts  were  too  much  employed  on  my  gueft  to  ob- 
ferve  the  entertainment,  \^Exi7i?jt  Barn.  and^Hil. 

Blunt.  What!  is  all  this  preparation,  this  elegant 
fupper,  variety  of  wines,  and  mufic,  for  the  entertain- 
ment of  that  young  fellow? 

Lucy.  So  it  feems. 

Blunt.  How!  Is  our  miflrefs  turned  fool  at  laft?  She's 
in  love  with  him,  I  fuppofe. 

Lnry.  I  fuppofe  not.  But  Hie  defigns  to  make  him 
in  love  v.ith  her,  if  fhe  can. 

Blunt.  What  will  ihe get  by  that?  He  feems  under 
age,  and  can't  be  fuppofed  to  have  much  money. 

Lu(y.  But  his  mailer  has,  and  that's  the  fame  thing, 
;u  flie'll  manage  it. 
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Blunt.  I  don't  like  this  fooling  with  a  handfome 
young  fellow:  while  (he's  endeavouring  to  enfnarc 
him  ihe  may  be  caught  herfelf. 

Lucy.  Nay,  were  fhe  like  me,  that  would  certainly 
be  the  confequence ;  for,  I  confefs,  there  is  fomething 
.in  youth  and  innocence  that  moves  me  mightily. 

Blunt.  Yes,  fo  does  the  fmoothnefs  and  plumpnefs  of 
a  partridge  move  a  n'.ighty  defire  in  the  hawk  to  be 
the  dertruftion  of  it. 

Lucy.  Why,  birds  are  their  prey,  and  men  ours; 
though,  as  you  obferved,  v.-e  are  fometimes  caught 
ourfelves.  But  that,  I  dare  fay,  will  never  be  the  cafe 
of  our  millrefs. 

Bhmt.  I  v.iih  it  may  prove  fo ;  for  you  know  we  all 
depend  upon  her.  Should  fhe  trifle  away  her  time 
with  a  young  fellov/  that  there's  nothing  to  be  got  by, 
we  muft  all  ftarve. 

Lucy.  There's  no  danger  of  that;  for  I  am  fure  fl^e 
has  no  view  in  this  affair  but  intereft. 

Blunt.  Well,  and  what  hopes  are  there  of  fuccefs  in 
that  ? 

Lucy.  The  raoft  promifing  that  can  be.  'Tis  true 
the  youth  hath  his  feruples;  hut  Ihe'U  foon  teach  him 
to  anfwer  them,  by  ftifling  his  confcience.  Oh,  the 
lad  is  in  a  hopeful  way,  depend  upon't.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  d^r^TU/,  and  difco^-ers  Barnwell  aW  Millwood 
at  /upper.  An  entertainment  of  muftc  and  Jingi/ig, 
After  ^:>ich  they  comcforivardy 

Barn.  What  can  I  anfwer  ?  All  that  I  know  is,  that 
you  are  fair,  and  I  am  rniferable. 

Mill.  We  are  both  fo;  and  yet  the  fault  is  in  our- 
felves. 

Barn.  To  cafe  our  prefent  anguifh  by  plunging  into 
guilt,  is  to  buy  a  moment's  pleafure  with  an  age  of 
pain. 

Mill.  I  fhould  have  thought  the  joys  of  love  as  lafl- 
ing  as  they  are  great;  if  ours  prove  otherwife,  'tis 
your  inconllancy  mufl  make  them  fo. 

Barn.  The  law  of  Heaven  will  not  be  revcrfcdj  and 
that  requires  us  to  govern  our  paffiohs. 
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Mill.  To  give  lis  fenfe  of  beauty  and  defires,  and  yet 
forbid  us  to  tarte  and  be  happy,  is  a  cruelty  to  nature. 
Have  we  paffions  only  to  torment  us  ? 

Barn.  To  hear  you  talk,  though  '  i  the  caufe  of 
vice;    to  gaze  upon  your  beauty,    piefs  your  hand, 

*  and  fee  your  fnow-white  bofom  heave  and  fall/  in- 
flames my  wifhes ;  my  pulfe  beats  high,    *  my  fenfes 

*  are  all  in  a  hurrj',*^  and  I  am  on  the  rack  of  wild  de- 
fire.  Yet,  for  a  moment's  guilty  pleafure,  (hall  I  lofe 
my  innocence,  my  peace  of  mind,  and  hopes  of  folid 
happinefs  ? 

Mill.  Chimeras  all! 

Barn.  I  would  not yet  rauft  on 

•  *  Reluftant  thus  the  merchant  quits  his  eafe, 
'  And  trufts  to  rocks  and  fands,  and  ftormy  feas  j 

*  In  hopes  fome  unknown  golden  coaft  to  find, 

*  Commits  himfclf,  tho'  doubtful,  to  the  wind, 

*  Longs  much  for  joys  to  come,  yet  mourns  thofe 

•  left  behind.' 
Mill,  Along  with  me,  and  prove 

No  joys  like  woman-kind,  no  Heaven  like  love. 

\_E.\eitnt. 


ACT  n.  SCENE  a  room  in  Thorowgood'j  hoitfe. 
Enter  Barnwell. 

Barfi.Y  T  O  W  ftrange  are  all  things  round  me  J 
X  J.  Like  fome  thief  who  treads  forbidden 
ground,  and  fain  would  lurk  unfeen,  fearful  I  enter 
eacli  apartment  of  this  well-known  houfe.  To  guilty 
love,  as  if  that  were  too  little,  already  have  I  added 
breach  of  truft.  A  thief!  Can  I  know  myfelf  that 
wretched  thing,  and  look  my  honeft  friend  and  injured 
mafter  in  the  face?  Though  hypocrlfy  may  awhile 
conceal  my  guilt,  at  length  it  will  bs  known,  and 
public  fhame  and  ruin  muft  enfue.  In  the  mean  time, 
what  mull  be  my  life  ?  Ever  to  fpoak  a  language 
foreign  to  my  heart;  hourly  to  add  to  the  numl:>er  of 
my  crimes,  in  order  to  conceal  'em.     Sure  fuch  was 

the 
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the  condition  of  the  grand  apoftate,  when  Jirft  he  Joft 
hispiirity.  Like  me,  difconfolate  he  wandered;  and 
while  yet  in  Heaven,  bore  all  his  future  hell  about 
him, 

E/ju-r  Truemen. 

Ti:  Barnwell,  Oh,  how  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  fafe! 
So  will  our  mailer,  and  his  gentle  daughter;  who, 
during ycur  abfence,  often  enquired  after  }ou. 

Ban/.  Would  he  were  gone!  His  officious  love  will 
pry  into  the  fecrets  of  my  foul.  \^Afuic. 

Tr.  Unlefs  you  knew  the  pain  the  whole  family  has 
felt  on  your  account,  you  can't  conceive  how  much 
you  are  beloved.  But  why  thus  cold  and  filent  ?—— — . 
When  my  heart  is  Rill  of  joy  for  your  return,  why  do 
you  turn  aw  ay — why  thus  avoid  me  ?  What  ha\'e  I 
done?  How  ami  altered  fmce  you  faw  melaft?  Or 
rather,  what  have  you  done — and  why  are  you  thus 
changed  r    for  I  am  ftill  the  fame. 

Ban:.  What  have  I  done,    indeed!  \Afuk. 

jTV.  Notfpeakl — nor  look,upon  me! — 

Barn.  By  my  face  he  will  dijcover  all  I  would  con- 
ceal.    Methinksalrcady  Ibeginto  hatehim.         \_Aftde. 

'Tr.  I  cannot  bear  this  ufage  from  a  friend ;  one 
whom  till  now  I  ever  found  fo  loving ;  whom  yet  I 
love ;  though  his  unkindncfs  ftrikes  at  the  root  of  friend- 
fhip,  and  might  dellroy  it  in  an)'  breaft  but  mine. 

Bam.  I  am  not  well.  [Turning  to  him.A^  Sleep  has 
been  a  Granger  to  tliefe  eyes  fmce  you  beheld  'em  laft. 

Tr.  Heavy  they  look,  indeed,  and  fwol'n  with 
tears:— now  they  overflow.  Rightly  did  my  fympa- 
thizing  heart  forebode  lail  night,  when  thou  wait  ab- 
fent,  fometliing  fatal  to  our  peace. 

Barn.  Your  friendship  engages  you  too  far.  My 
troubles,  whate'er  they  are,  are  mine  alone:  you  have- 
no  intereft  in  them,  nor  ought  your  concern  for  mc  to 
give  you  a  monjent's  pain. 

Tr.  You  fpcak,  as  if  you  knew  of  friendfhip  no- 
ihjng  but  the  name.  Bef^^re  I  faw  your  grief,  I  felt 
it.     *  Si'^ce  we  parted  laft,  I  have  flept  no  more  than 

*  you;    but  penfivc  in  my  chamber  fat  alone,    and 

*  fpe;)t  tl-c  tedious  njoht  in  wifhes  for  your  fafVty, 

♦  and 
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^  and  return;'  e'en  now,  though  ignorant  of  the  caufe, 
your  forrow  wounds  me  to  the  heart. 

Bam.  'Twill  not  be  always  thus.     Friendfhip  and 
all  engagements  ceafe  as  circumRances  and  occafion? 
\ary:    and  {ince  you  once  may  hate   me,  perhaps  i^ 
might  be  better  for  us  both  that  now  you  loved  me 
lefs. 

•TV,  Sure  I  but  dream !  Without  a  caufe  would 
Barnwell  ufe  me  thus  ?  Ungenerous,  and  ungrateful 
youth,  farewell ;  I  Ihall  endeavour  to  follow  your 
advice.  \_Go!??g.'\  Yet  ilay  ;  perhaps  I  am  too  rafh 
and  angry,  when  the  caufe  demaiids  compairion.  Some 
unforefeen  calamity  may  have  befallen  hHn^  too  great 
•to  bear. 

Barn.  Wkit  part  am  I  reduced  to  ad  ?  'Tis  vile 
and  bafe  to  move  his  temper  thus,  the  bell  of  friends 
and  men. 

Tr.  I  am  to  blame ;  pr  ythee  forgive  me,  Barnwell. 
Try  to  compofe  your  ruffled  mind ;  and  let  me  know 
the  caufe  that  thus  tranfports  you  from  yourfelf ;  my 
friendly  counfel  may  reftore  your  peace. 

Bai-n.  All  that  is  pofiible  for  man  to  do  for  man, 
your  generous  friendfnip  many  eifeft^  but  here,  everi 
that's  in  vain. 

Tr,  Something  dreadful  is  labouring  inyour  nreaft; 
Oh,  give  it  vent,  and  let  me  fhare  your  grief;  'twil| 
eafe  your  pain,  fliould  it  admit  no  cure,  and  make  it 
lighter,  by  the  part  I  bear. 

Barn.  Vain  fuppofition  !  My  woes  increafe  by  be- 
ing obfcrved :  fhould  the  caufe  be  known,  they  would 
exceed  all  bounds. 

TV.  So  well  I  know  thy  honeft  heart,  guilt  canr;ot 
harbour  there. 

Bam.  Oh,  torture  infupportable.!  \Afid'', 

Tr.  Then  why  am  I  excluded?  Have  I  a  thought 
I  would  conceal  from  you  ? 

Barn.  If  ftill  you  urge  me  on  this  hated  fubje6l, 
ril  never  enter  more  beneath  this  roof,  nor  fee  your 
face  again. 

Tr.  'Tis  flrange but  t  hare  done— — fay  but  you 

late  me  aot. 

B.1-H, 
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Bam.  Hate  you  !     I  am  not  that  monfter  yet. 

Tr.  Shall  our  friendlhip  flill  continue  ? 

Barn.  It's  a  blcfling  1  never  was  worthy  of;  yet 
now  muft  ftand  on  terms,  and  but  upon  conditions 
can  confirm  it. 

Tr.  What  are  they  ? 

Barn.  Never  hereafter,  though  you  Ihould  wonder 
at  my  condud,  deiire  to  know  more  than  I  am  willing 
to  reveal. 

'^r.  'Tis  hard  ;  but  upon  any  conditions  I  muft  be 
your  friend. 

Barn.  Then,  as  much  as  one  loft  to  himfelf  can  be 
another's,  I  am  your's  [Embracifig, 

T'r.  Be  d\er  fo ;  and  ciay  Heaven  reftore  your  peace ! 

*  Barn.  Will  )efterday  return  ?     We  have  heard  the 

*  glorious  fun,    that  till   then  inceflant  roll'd,   once 

*  ftcpp'd  his  ri;pid  courfe,  and  once  went  back.     The 

*  dead  hzxt  rifen,  and  pareh'd  rocks  pour'd  forth  a 

*  liquid  ftream,  to  quench  a  people's  thirft.     The  fea 

*  divided,  and  formed  walls  of  water,  wliile  a  u hole 

*  nation  paffcd  in  fafety  through  its  fandy  bottom. 

*  Hungry  lions  have  refufed  their  prey;  and  men, 

*  unhurt,  have  walked  amidft  confuming  flames;  but 

*  never  yet  did  time,  once  ]-,aft,  return. 

*  Tr,  Though   the   continued  chain    of  time    has 

*  never  once  been  broke,  nor  ever  will,  but  uninter- 

*  rupted  muft  keep  on  its  courfe,  till  loft  in  eternity, 

*  it  ends  where  it  iirft  began:  yet  as  Heaven  can  re- 

*  pair   whatever  evils   time   can  bring   upon  us,  we 

*  ought  never  to  defpair.'  But  bufinefs  requires  our 
■attendance:  bufmefs,  the  youth's  beft  ;-refervative 
from  ill,  as  idlenefs  his  worft  of  fnares.  Will  you  go 
with  me  ? 

Barn.  I'll  take  a  little  time  to  refleft  on  v/hat  has 
part,  and  follow  you.  [^A/VTrueman.]  I  might  have 
trufted  Trueman,  and  engaged  him  to  apply  to  my 
uncle,  to  repair  the  wrong  I  have  done  my  mafter;— 
but  what  of  Millwood  ?     *  Muft    I  expofe  her  too  ? 

*  Ungenerous  and  bafe !  Then  Heaven  requires  it  not  ? 
'  But   Hca\'en    requires  that   I  forfake  her.     What! 

*  ne\  er  to  fee  her  more  ?     Docs  Heaven  require  that  ? 

*  I  hope 
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'  I  hope  I  may  fee  her,  and  Heaven  not  be  offended. 

*  Prefumptuous  hope  !      Dearly  already'  have  I  proved 

*  my  frailty.     Should  I  once  more  tempt  Heaven,  I 

*  may  be  left  to  fall,  never  to  rife  again.  Yet,'  fhall 
I  leave  her,  for  ever  leave  her,  and  not  let  her  know 
the  caufe  ?  She  who  lo\  es  me  with  fuch  a  boundlels 
paffion!  Can  crueltv  be  duty  ?  I  judge  of  vvhat  ihe 
then  mafi  feel,  by  what  I  now  endure.  The  love  of 
life,  and  fear  of  fr.ame,  oppofed  by  inclination  ilrong 
as  death  or  !T;ame,  like  wind  and  tide  in  ratting;  con- 
flid  met,  when  neither  can  prevail,  keep  me  in  doubt. 
How  then  ca'n  I  determine  r 

Enter  Thorow'good. 

Thor.  Without  a  caufe  alTigned,  or  notice  given,  to 
abfent  yourfelf  lalt  night  was  a  fault,  young  man,  and 
I  came  to  chide  you  for  it,  but  hope  I  am  prevented. 
That  modeft  blufn,  the  confufion  fo  vifiblc  in  your 
face,  fpeak  grief  and  fhame.  When  we  have  offended 
Heaven,  it  requires  no  more :  and  Ihall  man,  who 
needs  himfelf  to  be  forgiven,  be  harder  to  appeafe  ? 
If  my  pardon,  or  love,  be  of  moment  to  your  peace, 
look  up  fecure  of  both. 

Barn.  This  goodnefs has o'ercome  me.  \AJide.'\  Oh, 
Sir,  you  know  not  the  nature  and  extent  of  my  of- 
fende,  and  I  fhould  abufe  your  miftaken  bounty  to  re- 
ceive it.  Though  I  had  rather  die  than  fpeak  my 
fhame,  though  racks  could  not  have  forced  the  guilty 
fecret  from  mv  breaft,  your  kindnefs  has. 

Thor.  Enough,  enough;  whate'er  it  be,  this  con- 
cern fhews  you're  convinced,  and  I  amfatisfied.  How 
painful  is  the  fenfe  of  guilt  to  an  ingenuous  mind  ? 
Some  youthful  folly,  which  it  were  prudent  not  to  en- 
•juire  into.     *  When  we  confidex  the  frail  conditioa 

*  of  humanity,  it  may  raife  our  pity,  not  our  won- 

*  der,    that    youth    fhould    go  aftray;    when  reafon, 

*  weak  at   the   beft,    oppofed  to  inclination,    fcarce 

*  formed,  and  wholly  unafTifted  by  experience,  faintly 
'  contends,  or  willingly  becomes  the  flave  of  fenfe, 

*  The  flate  of  youth  is  much  to  be  deplored;  and  the 

*  more  fo,  becaufe  they  fee  it  not ;  being  then  to  dan-» 

*  ger  moft  expofed,  when  they  are  leaft  prepared  f6r 

*  their  defence.'  \_AJicle. 

Barn^ 
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Bnrt:.  It  will  be  known,  and  you'll  recall  your  prft- 
don,  and  abhor  me. 

Thor.  I  never  will.  Yet  be  upon  your  guard  in 
this  gay,  thoughtlefs  feafon  of  your  life;  •  when  the 

•  fenfe  of  pleafure's   quick,    and  pafTion's  high,  the 

•  voluptuous  appetites,  raging  and  fierce,  demand 
'  the  ilrongefl  curb;  take  heed  of  a  relapfe:'  when 
vice  becomes  habitual,  the  verv  power  of  leaving  it  is 
loft. 

Barn.  Hear  me,  on  my  knees,  confefs 

Thor.  Not  A  fyUable  more  upon  this  fubjei^t;  it 
u-tre  not  mercy,  but  cruelty,  to  hear  what  muft  gi\  c 
you  fuch  torment  to  reveal. 

Barn.  This  gencrofity  amazes  and  diftrarts  mc ! 

Thor.  This  remorfe  makes  thee  dearer  to  me,  than 
if  thou  hadft  never  oifended.  Whatever  is  your  fault, 
of  this  I  am  certain,  'twas  harder  for  you  to  offend, 
than  me  to  pardon.  [S.v//  Thorowgood. 

Barn.  Villain!  villain!  villain!  bafely  to  wrong 
fo  excellent  a  man.     Should  I  again  return  to  folly! 

.. Detefted  thought! But  what  of  Millwood  then? 

Why,  I  renounce  her 1  give  her  up The 

ftruggle's   over,    and   virtue   has   prevailed.     Reafon 
may  convince,  but  gratitude  compels.     This  unlooked- 
for  generofity  has  faved  me  from  deflrudlion.     \Jjoing, 
Enter  a   Faotniav. 

Foot.  Sir,  two  ladies,  from  your  uncle  in  the  cotm- 
try,  defire  to  fee  vou. 

Barf!.  Who  fhould  they  be?  [Afide.]  Tell  them 
I'll  wait  upon  'em.   [Exit  Fo'jtman.'\     Methinks  I  dread 

to  fee  'em Now,  even'^  thing  alarms  me!  ■ 

Guilt,  what  a  coward  haft  thou  made  me.  \_E.x!t% 

SCENE  ni-")ther  room  in  Thorowgood'^  honjc, 

Eyiter  Millwood,   I^ucy,  and  a  Foot?naji. 

Foot.  Ladies,  he'll  wait  upon  vou  immediately. 

Mill.  'Tis  very  well 1  thanlt  you.        \F.xit.  Foot. 

Entrr  Barnwell. 

B.ir?;.  Confufion!     Millwood! 

T-jill.  That  angry  look  tells  mc,  that  here  I  am  an 
nnwelcome  gueft:  I  feared  as  much:  the  unhappy  are 
io  every  where. 

Barn, 
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Barn.  Will  nothing  but  my  utter  ruin  content  you? 

Mi//.  Unkind  and  cruel!  Loft  myfelf,  your  hap- 
pinefs  is  now  my  only  care. 

B/^irn.  How  did  you  gain  admiffion  ? 

M///.  Saying  we  were  delired  by  )'our  uncle  to  vific 
and  deli-ver  a  meflage  to  you,  we  were  received  by  the 
family  without  fufpicion,  and  with  much  refpedl  con- 
dufted  here. 

£an/.  Why  did  you  come  at  all? 

Mi//.  I  never  fliall  trouble  you  more.  I'm  come  to 
take  my  leave  for  even  Such  is  the  malice  of  my 
fate :  I  go  hopelefs,  defpairing  ever  to  return.  This 
hour  is  all  I  have  left;  one  fhort  hour  is  all  I  have  to 
beftow  on  love  and  jou,  for  whom  I  thought  the 
Jongeft  life  too  ihort. 

Mara..  Then  we  are  met  to  part  for  ever. 

Mil/.  It  muft  be  fo.  Yet  think  not  that  time  or 
abfence  fnall  ever  put  a  period  to  my  grief,  or  make 
me  love  you  lefs.  Though  I  muft  leave  )'ou,  yet  con- 
demn me  not. 

Bar/f.  Condetpn  you !  No ;  I  approve  your  refolu- 
tion,  and  rejoice  to  hear  it:  'tis  juft,  'tjsneceffary; — 
I  have  well  weighed,  and  found  it  fo. 

Lu(j.  I  am  afraid  the  young  man  has  mote  fenfe 
than  Ihe  thought  he  had.  \_AjiJe. 

Bam.  Before  you  came,  I  had  detcFmined  never  to 
fee  you  more. 

Mil/.  Confafion!  l^^ftde, 

Lucy.  Aye,  v^e  are  all  out ;  this  is  a  turn  fo  unex- 
pected, that  I  iliall  make  nothing  of  my  part;  they 
muft  e'en  play  the  fcene  betwixt  themfelves.       \Ajule, 

Mi//.  "Tuas  fome  relief  to  think,  though  abfent, 
you  would  love  me  ftill;  but  to  find,  '  though  fortune 
'  had  been  indulgent,  that  you,  more  cruel  and  in- 
•  conftant/  yo7i  had  refolvrd  to  caft  me  ofF-— This,  as  I 
never  could  expeft,  I  have  not  learnt  to  bear. 

Barn.  I  am  forry  to  hear  you  blame  me  in  a  refolution 
that  fo  well  becomes  us  both. 

Ml//.  I  have  reafon  for  what  I  do,  but  you  have  none. 

Bern.  Can  we  want  a  reafon  for  parting,  who  have 
fi)  ipany  to  wilh  we  ne\  er  had  met  ? 

Milh 
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Mill.  Look  on  me,  Barnwell.  Am  I  deformed,  or 
old,  that  fatiety  fo  foon  fiicceeds  enjoyment  ?  Na\ , 
look  again:  am  I  not  fhe  whom  yefterday  you  thought 
the  f'aireft  and  the  kindeit  of  her  fex;  whofe  hand, 
trembling  with  extafv,  you  prefTed  and  moulded  thus, 
while  on  my  eyes  you  gazed  with  fuch  delight,  as  if  de- 
fire  increafed  by  being  fed. 

Barn.  No  more ;  let  me  repent  my  former  follies,  if 
poflible,  without  remembering  what  they  were. 

Mill.  Why? 

Barn.  Such  is  my  frailty,  that  'tis  dangerous. 

Mill.  Where  is  the  danger,  fmce  we  are  to  part  ? 

Barn.  The  thought  of  that  already  is  too  painful. 

Mill.  If  it  be  painful  to  part,  then  I  may  hope,  at 
Icaft,  you  do  not  hate  me  ? 

Barn.  No* No 1  never  f;\id  I  did  ■ 

Oh,  my  heart ! 

Mill.  Perhaps  yon  pity  me  ? 

Barrr.  I  do 1  do Indeed  I  do. 

Mill.  You'll  think  upon  me  ? 

Barn.  Doubtitnot,  while  I  can  think  at  all. 

Mill.  You  may  judge  an  embrace  at  parting  too 
S;reat  a  favour,  though  itM»ould  be  thelaft.    [f/^  dra-Ms 

hack.']     A  look  ftall  then  fuffice Farewell for 

ever.  \_Excunt  Millwood  atid'Lncy. 

Barn.  If  to  refolve  to  fufFer  be  to  conquer I  ha\  e 

conquered    ■  Painful  victor}- ! 

Re-enter  Millwood  and  Lucy. 

Mill.  One  thing  I  had  forgot — I  never  muft  return 
to  my  own  houfe  again.  This  I  thought  proper  to  let 
vou  know,  left  your  mind  fliould  change,  and  you 
"lliould  fcek  in  vain  to  find  me  there.  Forgive  me  this 
fecond  intrufion  ;  I  only  came  to  give  you  this  caution, 
and  that,  perhaps,  was  needlefsi 

Barn.  I  hope  it  was;  yet  it  is  kind,  and  I  mufl: 
thank  )ou  for  it. 

Mill.  My  friend,  your  arm.  \To  Lucy.]  Now,  I 
am  gone  for  ever.  .  [Goin^. 

Barn.  One  thing  more Sure  there's  no  danger  in 

knpwing  where  you  go?    If  you  think  otherwife — 

Mill,  Alas!  {Weeping. 

Lucy, 
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Lucy.  We  are  right,  I  find  ;  that's  hiy  cue.  \^Afide.'\ 
Ah,  dear  Sir,  fhe's  going  (he  knows  not  whither  ]  but 
go  fhe  muft. 

Barn.  Humanity  obliges  me  to  vvifli  you  well :  why 
will  you  thasexpofe  yourfelf  to  needlefs  troubles  ? 

Lucy,  Nay,  there's  no  help  for  it:  Hie  muft  quit 
the  town  immediately,  and  the  kingdom  as  foon  as 
poflible.  It  was  no  fmall  matter,  you  may  be  fure,. 
that  could  make  her  refolve  to  lea^  e  you. 

Mill.  No  more,  my  friend  ;  iince  he  for  whcfe  dear 
fake  alone  I  fuffer,  and  am  content  to  fufter,  is  kind, 
and  pities  me  ;  where'er  I  wander,  through  wilds  and 
defarts,  benighted  and  forlorn,  that  thought  faall  give 
me  comfort. 

•  Barn.  For  my  fake ! Oh,  tell   me  how,   which 

wav  I  am  fo  curfed  to  bring  fuch  ruin  on  thee? 

Mill.  No  matter:  I  am  conrented  with  my  lot. 

Barn.  Leave  me  not  in  this  uncertainty. 

Mill.  I  have  faid  too  much. 

Barn.  How,  how  am  I  the  caufe  of  your  undoing? 

Mill.  To  know^  it  will  but  increafe  your  troubles. 

Barn.  My  troubles  can't  be  greater  than  they  are. 

Lucy.  Well,  well.  Sir,  if  (he  won't  fatisfy  youj  I 
will. 

Barn.  I  am  bound  to  you  beyond  expreffion. 

Mill.  Remember,  Sir,  that  I  defired  you  not  to' 
hear  it. 

Barn.  Begin,  and  eafe  my  racking  expeftation. 

Liicy.  Why,  you  rnuft  know,  my  lady  here  was  an 
only  child,  and  her  parents  dying  while  fhe  was  young, 
left  her  and  her  fortune  (no  inconfiderable  one,  I  af- 
fure  you)  to  the  care  of  a  gentleman,  who  has  a  good 
eftate  of  his  ovv-n. 

Mill.  Aye,  aye,  the  barbarous  man  is  rich  enough; 
but  what  are  riches,  when  compared  to  love! 

Lucy.  For  a  while  he  performed  the  office  of  a  faith- 
ful guardian,  fettled  her  in  a  houfe,  hired  her  fervants 

- But  you  have  feen  in  what  manner  fhe  has  lived,, 

fo  I  need  fay  no  more  of  that. 

Mill.  How  I  fl-iall  live  hereafter.  Heaven  knows! 

Lucy,  All  things  went  on  as  one  could  wifh;  till 
foinc  time  ago,  his  w  ife  dying,  he  fell  violently  in 

love 
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love  with  his  charge,  and  would  fain  have  married 
her.  Now  the  man  is  neither  old  nor  ugly,  but  a 
good  perfonable  fort  of  a  man ;  but,  I  don't  know  how 
it  was,  file  could  never  endure  him.  In  fhort,  her 
ill  ufage  fo  provoked  him,  that  he  brought  in  an 
account  of  his  exccutorfliip,  wherein  he  makes  her 
debtor  to  him 

Mill,  A  trifle  in  itfelf,  but  more  than  enough  to. 
ruin  me,  whom,  by  this  unjuil  account,  he  had  llrip- 
pcd  of  all  before. 

Liicv.  Now,  file  having  neither  money  nor  friend, 
except  me,  who  am  as  unfortunate  as  herfelf,  he  com- 
pelled her  to  pafs  his  account,  and  give  bond  for  the 
fum  he  demanded;  but  ftill  provided  handfomely  for 
her,  and  continued  his  courtlhip,  till  being  intormed 
by  his  fpies  (truly  I  fufpeft  fome  in  her  own  family) 
that  yoii  were  entertained  in  her  houfe,  and  ftaid  with 
her  all  night,  he  came  this  morning  raving  and  florm- 
ing  like  a  mad-man;  talks  no  more  of  marriage,  (fo 
there's  no  hope  of  making  up  matters  that  way)  but 
vows  her  ruin,  unlefs  (he'll  allow  him  the  fame  favour 
that  he  fuppofes  fhe  granted  you. 

Ban.  Muft  {he  be  ruined,  or  find  a  refuge  in  an- 
other's arms  ? 

Mill.  He  gave  me  but  an  hour  to  refolve  in:  that's 

fcappily  fpent  with  you And  now  I  go 

Bam.  To  be  expofed  to  all  the  rigours  of  the  Vari- 
ous feafons;  the  fummcr's  parching  heat,  and  winter's 
cold;  unhoufcd,  to  wander  friendlefs  through  the  un- 
hofpitablc  world,  in  mifery  and  want;  attended  with 
fear  and  danger,  and  purfued  by  malice  and  revenge. 
Would 'It  thou  endure  all  this  for  me,  and  tan  I  do  no- 
thing, nothing  to  prevent  it  ? 

Luej.  'Tis  really  a  pity  there  can  be  no  way  found 
cat. 

Bam.  Oh,  where  are  all  my  rcfolutions  now?  'Like 

*  early  vapours,  or  the  morning  dev/,   chafed  by  the 
i'u-n's  warm  beams,  they're  vanidied  and  loft,  as  though 

*  they  had  never  been.' 

L»cj.  Now,  I  advifcd  her.  Sir,  to  comply  with  the 
.geatieman ;  *  that  would  not  only  put  an  end  to  her  trou- 

*  bks  but  make  her  fortune  at  ojice.' 

Barn* 
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Bam.  T'ormenting  fiend,  away  I  I  had  rather  perilT;, . 
nay,  fee  her  perlHi,  than  ha>e  her  fa\ed  by  him.     I 
will,  inyfelf,  pre\ent  her  ruin,  though  with  my  own. 
A  moment's  patience;  I'll  return  immediately. 

[  Exit  Bariiwell. 
Lucj.  'Twas  well  you  came,  or,  by  what  I  can  per- 
ceive, you  had  loft  him. 

Mil!.  Thar,  I  maft  confefs,  was  a  danger  I  did  not  . 
forefee :  I  was  only  afraid  he  fhould  have  come  with- 
out money.     You   know,    a  houfe  of  entertainment, 
like  mine,  is  not  kept  without  expence. 

Lticy.  That's  vtry  true ;  but  then  you  fhould  be  rea- 
fonable  in  your  demands;  'tis  pity  to  dlfcourage  a 
young  nian. 

Mill.  Lea\e  that  to  me. 

Ri'-ef/ier  Barnwell  ivith  n  hag  of  money. 

Barn.  AYhat  am   I  about  to  do? Now  yoa, 

who  boaft  your  reafon  all-fufficient,  fuppofe  yourfelves 
in  my  condition,  and  determine  for  me;  whether  'tis 
right  to  let  her  fufFer  for  my  faults,  or,  by  this  fmall 
addition  to  my  guilt,  prevent  the  ill  effeds  of  what  is 
paft? 

Lucy.  Thefe  young  fmners  think  eyery  thing  in  the 

ways  of.'wickednefs  fo  ilrange! But  I  could  tell 

him  that  this  is  nothing  but  what's  very  common ; 
for  one  vice  as  naturally  begets  another,  as  a  father  a 
fon.  But  he'll  find  out  that  hirafclf,  if  he  lives  long 
enough.  S^Af.df. 

Barn.  Here,  take  this,  and  v.-ith  it  purchafe  your 
deliverance;  return  to  your  houfe,  and  live  in  peace 
and  fafety. 

Mill.  So,  I  may  hcpe  to  fee  you  there  again? 
Barn.  Anfwer  me  not,  but  fiv — ,'efl:,  in  the  agonie* 
of  my  remorfe,  I  again  take  what  is  not  mine  to  give, 
and  abandon  thee  to  want  and  mifery. 
Mill.  >Ssy  but  you'll  come. 

Barn.  You  are  my  fate — my  Heaven,  or, my  hell; 
only  leave  me  no  v — difpofe  of  me  hereafter  as  you 
pleafe.  [.£v£//«/  Mill.vood  ^w^  Lucy.]  What  havc;  I 
done  ?  ^^'e^e  m}-  rcfolutions  founded  on  reafon,  and 
£ncere1y  made?  Why  then  hai  Heaven  fufFered  ra«^ 
B  to 
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to  fall?  I  fought  not  the  occafion  ;  and,  if  my  heart 
deceives  me  not,  compaflion  and  generofiry  were  my 
motives.     '  Is  virtue  inconfiftcnt  with  itfelf,  or  are 

*  vice  and  virtue  only  enijity  names;  or  do  they  de- 

*  pend  on  accidents,  beyond  our  power  to  produce  or 

*  to  prevent,  wherein  we  liave  no  part,  and  yet  muft 

*  be  determined  by  the  event?'  —  But  why  fliould  1 
attempt  to  reafon  ?  All  is  confufion,  horror,  and  re- 
morfe.  I  find  I  am  loft,  caft  down  from  all  my  late- 
ereded  hope,  and  plunged  again  in  guilt,  yet  fcarce 
know  how  or  why — 

Such  undillinguifn'd  horrors  make  my  brain, 
Like  hell,  the  feat  of  darkuefs,  and  of  pain. 

[Exif. 


ACT  in.      SCENE   ^  roo?n   in  Thorowgood's 
huuj-e. 

ThoroM'-good    and  Trueman  difco'vered   [i>:iih  accouni' 
books)  Jitiuiv  at  citable, 

*  T'/^.sr.  A  /JETHINKS  I  would  not  have  you  only 

[  f  I  '  learn  the  method  of  merchandize,  and 
'praciife  it  hereafter  merely  as  a  means  of  getting 
'  wealth  :  it  will  be  well  worth  your  pains  to  itudy  it 

*  as  a  fcience,  to  fee  how  it  is  founded  in  reafon,  and 
'the  nature  of  things;  how  it  promotes  humanity,  as 

*  it  has  opened,  and  yet  kept  up,  an   intercourfe  be- 

*  tween  nations,  far.  remote  from  one  another  in 
'  fitiiarion,    cuftoms,    and    religion ;    promoting  arts, 

*  induftry,  peace,  and  plenty  ;  by  mutual  benefits  dif- 
'  fufing  mutual  love  from  pole  to  pole. 

*  Tr.    Something  of  this  I    have  confidered,    and 

*  hope,    by  your  affiftance,    to  extend  my  thoughts 

*  much   farther.      I   have   obferved   thofe   countries, 

*  where  trade  is  promoted  and  encouraged,  do  not 
•■  make  difcoveries  to  deftroy,  but  to  impro\e  mankind 

*  by  love  and  friendfhip  ;    to  tame  the  fierce,  and  po- 

*  lifh  the  moft  favage;  to  teach  them  the  advantage 
'  of  honeft  traftic,  by  taking  from  them,  with  their 
'  own  confent,  their  ufelefs  fuperfluities,  and  giving 

*  them,   in  return,    what,    froii  tlicir  ignorance   in 

'  mainuJ 
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*  manual  arts,  their  fituatioiv  or  fome  other  accident, 
'  they  ftand  in  need  of.' 

Thar.    '  'Tis  juftly  obfer^'ed:    the   populous    Eaft, 

*  luxuriant,    abounds   with    glittering   gems,    bright 

*  pearls,  aromatic  fpices,  and  health- refto ring  drugs : 
'  the  late- found  V^'eilern  w^orld's  rich  earth  glows  with 

*  unnumbered  ^eins  of  gold  and  lilver  ore.     On  every 

*  climate,  and  on  every  country.  Heaven  has  bellowed 

*  fome  good,  peculiar  to  itfelf.  It  is  the  induftrious 
'  merchant's  buiinefs  to  colleft  the  various  blefTings  of 

*  each  foil  and  c'imate,  and,  with, the  producft  of  tbe 

*  whole,  to  enrich  his  native  country.' Well,  I 

have  examined  your  accounts ;  they  are  not  only  juft, 
as  I  have  alwa}-s  found  them,  but  regularly  kept,  and 
fairly  entered.  I  commend  your  diligence.  Method 
in  bufinefs  is  the  fureft  guide:  '  he  who  neglefts  it 
'  frequently   ftumblcs,  and  alv.avs  wanders  perplexed, 

*  uncertairu  and  in  danger.'  Are  Barnwell's  accounts 
ready  for  my  infpe^flion  ?  He  does  not  ufe  to  be  the 
laft  on  thofe  occafions. 

Tr.  Upon  receiving  your  orders  he  retired,,  I 
thought,  in  fome  confufion.  If  you  pleafe,  I'll  go 
and  haften  him.  I  hope  he  has  not  been  guilty  of  any 
negleft. 

Thor.  I'm  now  going  to  the  Exchange :  let  him 
know,  at  ray  return  I  expeft  to  find  him  ready. 

\Exejmt, 
Enter  Maria  ivith  a  book.     Sits  and  reads. 

Ma.  How  forcible  is  truth  ?  The  weakeft  mind, 
infpired  with  love  of  that,  fixed  and  coUcdled  in  itfelf, 
with  indifference  beholds  the  united  force  of  earth 
and  hell  oppohng.  Such  fouls  are  raifed  above  the 
fenfe  of  pain,  or  fo  fupported  that  they  regard  it  not. 
The  martyr  cheaply  purchafes  his  Heaven  ;  fmall  are 
his  fuiFerings,  g'eat  is  his  revvard.  Not  fo  the  wretch 
who  combats  lo~. e  with  duty  ;  vvhofe  mind,  weakened 
and  diffohed  by  the  foft  paiuon,  feeble  and  hopelefs, 

oppofts  his  own  de5res X'.Hiat  is  an  hour,  a  day, 

a  year  of  pain,  to  a  whole  life  of  tortures  fuch  as 
thefe  ? 

B  2  EnUr 
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Entir  True  man. 

9"r.  Oh,  Barnwell!  Oh,  my  iriend!  how  art  thou 
fallen ! 

Mn.  Ha!  Barnwell!  Vvhatofhim?  Speak,  fiiy, 
what  of  Barnwell  ? 

'7";-.  'Tis  not  to  be  concealed :  I've  news  to  tell  of 
him  that  will  affiid  your  generous  father,  yourfclf,  and 
all  who  know  him. 

Ma.  I^efend  us,  Heaven  ! 

'Tr,  I  cannot  fpeak  it.     See  there. 

[Trueman  gives  a  letter,  Maria  rends, 
'  **  I  know  my  ab fence  will  furprize  my  honoured 
mailer  and  yourfelf ;  and  the  more,  wlien  you  fhall 
underfland,  that  the  reafon  of  my  withdrawing  is,  my 
having  embez/.lcd  part  of  the  ca'h  with  which  I  was 
entruited.  After  tliis,  'tis  needlefs  to  inform  you, 
that  I  intend  never  to  return  again.  Though  this 
nijiht  have  been  known  by  examining  my  accounts; 
vet  to  prevent  that  unne.ceffary  trouble,  and  to  cut  off" 
all  fruitlefs  expectations  of  my  return,  I  have  left  this 
f;cm  the  loft  George  Barnwell." 

"TV.  Loft  indeed  I  Yet  how  he  fliould  be  guilty  of 
v'hat  he  here  charges  himfelf  withal,  raifcs  my  wonder 
eoad  to  my  grief.  Never  had  youth  a  higher  fenfe  of 
virtue.  Juftly  he  thought,  and  as  he  thought  lie 
pra>tliftd ;  never  was  life  more  regular  than  his.  An 
undtrftanding  uncommon  at  his  years;  an  open,  ge- 
nerous, manlineis  of  temper ;  his  manners  eafy,  unaf- 
fected, and  engaging. 

iAa.  This,  and  much  more,  you  might  have  faid 
vith  truth.  He  was  the  delight  of  every  eye,  and  joy 
of  everv  heart  that  knew  him. 

Tr.  Since  fuch  he  was,  and  was  my  friend,  can  I 
fupport  his  lofs  ?  See,  the  faiYeft,  happieft  maid  thi-s 
wealthy  city  boafts,  kindly  condefccnds  to  wctp  for 
thy  unhappy  fate,  poor,  ruined  Barnwell! 

Ma.  Trueman,  do  you  think  a  foul  {o  delicate  as 
his,  fo  fenfiblc  of  fname,  can  e'er  fubmit  to  live  a 
ilave  to  vice  ? 

•Tr.  Never,  never.  So  well  I  know  him,  I'm  fine 
jhis  ac\  of  his,  fo  contrary  to  his  nature,  maft  have 
itcn  caufed  b}'  feme  unavoidable  ncceiilty. 
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M/r.  Is  there  no  means  yet  to  preferve  him  ? 

Tr.  Oh,  that  there  werel  Eut  few  men  reco\er 
their  reputation  lol!:,  a  merchant  never-  Nor  would 
Lf,  I /car,  though  1  iTiOuld  find  him,  ever  be  brought 
to  look  his  injured  mailer  in  the  face. 

Ma.  I  fear_  as  much,  and  therefore  would  licver 
have  my  father  know  it, 

Tr.  That's  impoflible. 

Ma.  What's  the  fam? 

T7:  'Tis  confiderable.  I've  marked  it  here,  to  fhc'.v 
it,  with  the  letter,  to  your  father,  at  his  return. 

Ma.  If  I  Ihould  fupply  the  mortey,  could  ycu  Co 
difpcfe  of  that  and  the  account,  as  to  conceal  this  un- 
hap[)y  mj  fmanagement  from  my  father  ? 
■  Tr.  Nothing  more  eafy.  But  can  you  intend  it  ? 
Will  you  fave  a  helplefs  wretch  from  ruin  ?  Oh,  'twere 
an  aft  worthy  fuch  exalted  virtue  as  Maria's !  Sure 
Ikaven,  in  mercy  to  my  friend,  infpired  the  gene- 
rous thought. 

Ma.  Doubt  not  but  I  wcijd  purchafe  fo  great  a 
happinefs  at  a  much  dearer  price.  But  hov/  fnali  he 
be  found  ? 

Tr.  Truil:  to  my  diligence  for  that.  In  the  mean 
time  I'll  conceal  his  abfence  from  your  father,  or  find 
fuch  excufes  for  it,  that  the  real  caufe  Ihail  never  be 
fufpecled. 

Ma.  In  attempting  to  fave  from  fhame,  one  whom 
we  hope  may  yet  return  to  virtue,  to  Heaven,  and 
you,  the  only  \ritnefies  of  this  a<5lion,  I  appeal,  whe- 
ther I  do  any  thing  milbecoming  my  fex  and  charafler. 

Tr.  Earth  muil  approve  the  deed,  and  Heaven,  I 
doubt  not,  will  reward  it. 

Ma.  If  Heaven  fuccceds  it  I  am  well  rewarded.  A 
virgin's  fame  is  fullxcd  by  fufpicion's  lighted  breath  ; 
and,  therefore,  as  this  mutt  be  a  fecret  from  mv  father 
and  the  world,  for  Barnwell's  fake,  for  mine,  let  it  be 
fo  to  him.  [ExeuKt. 

SCENE  a  room  in  Millwood'j  hoi/fe. 
Enter  Lucy  a?id  Blunt. 

L'icy.  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  Millwood's  con- 
dud  now? 
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Blunt,  I  own  it  is  furprifing.  I  don't  know  which 
to  admire  mofl,  her  feigned,  or  his  real  pafiion  ;  though 
I  have  fometimes  been  afraid  that  her  a\  arice  would 
difeover  her.  But  his  youth  and  want  of  experience 
make  it  the  eafier  to  impofe  on  him. 

Lucy.  No,  it  is  his  love.  To  do  him  juftice,  not- 
withftanding  his  youth,  he  don't  want  underilanding. 
But  you  men  are  much  eafier  impofed  on  in  thefe  af- 
fairs, than  your  vanity  will  allow  you  to  belie\e.  Let 
iric  ft;e  the  wifeft  of  you  all  as  much  in  love  with  me 
as  Barnwell  is  with  Millwood,  and  I'Uengage  to  make 
as  great  a  fool  of  him. 

Hhmt.  And,  all  ciroumilanccs  coafidered,  to  make 
as  m.uch  money  of  liim  too. 

Lucy,  1  cant  anfwer  for  that.  Her  artifice  in  m.ak- 
ing  hi)n  rob  his  mailer  at  firft,  and  the  various  ftrata- 
gems  by  which  flie  lias  obliged  him  to  continue  that 
courfe,  aftonifn  even  me,  who  know  her  fo  well. 

Blunt.  But  theii  you  are  to  confider  that  the  money 
was  his  mafter's. 

Lucy.  There  was  the  difficulty  of  it.  Had  it  been 
his  own,  it  had  been  nothing.  Were  the  world  his, 
Ihe  might  have  it  for  a  fmile.  Eut  thofe  golden  Jays 
are  gone;  he's  ruined,  and  Millwood's  hopes  of  far- 
ther profits  there  are  at  an  end. 

Blunt,  That's  no  more  than  we  all  expefted. 

Lucy.  Peing  called  by  his  mafter  to  make  up  his  ac- 
counts, he  was  forced  to  quit  his  houfe  and  fervice,  and 
>vifely  flies  to  Millwood  for  relief  and  entertainment. 

Bln7it.  I  have  not  heard  of  this  before.  How  did 
file  receive  him  ? 

L.ury.  As  you  would  expeft.  She  w  ondered  what 
he  meant,  was  aftonifhed  at  his  impudence,  and,  with 
an  air  of  raodefty  peculiar  to  herfelf,  Avore  fo  heartily 
that  Hie  never  faw  him  before,  that  Ihe  put  me  out  of 
countenance. 

Blunt.  That's  much,  indeed!  But  how  did  Barnwell 
behave  ? 

Lucy.  He  grieved :  and,  at  length,  enraged  at  this 
barbarous  treatment,  ■nas  preparing  to  l)e  gone ;  and 
making  towards  the  door,  fliCwcd  a  fum  of  money, 

which 
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\vh]ch  he  h;id  brought  from  his  mafter's,  the  lafl  he  is 
ever  likely  to  have  from  thence. 

Blum.  But  then,  Millwood 

Lucy.  Aye,  fhe,  with  her  ufual  addrefs,  returned  fo 
her  old  arts  of  lying,  fwearing,  and  diffembling; 
hung  on  hisjjeck,  wept,  and  fwore  'twas  meant  in  jeft. 
The  amorous  youth  melted  into  tears,  threw  the  money 
into  her  lap,  and  fwore  he  had  rather  die  than  think 
herfalfe. 

Blunt.   Strange  infatuation ! 

Lucy.  But  what  cnfued  was  ftranger  ftill.  As  doubts 
and  fears,  followed  by  reconcilement,  evxr  incrcafe 
love,  where  the  pafiicn  is  fincere,  fo  in  him  it  caufed 
fo  wild  a  tranfport  o'f  exceiTive  fominefs,  fuch  jo} , 
fuch  grief,  fuch  plcafure,  and  fuch  anguift,  that  na- 
ture feemed  finking  with  the  weight,  and  his  charmed 
foul  difpofcd  to  quit  his  breaft  for  her's.  Juil  then, 
when  every  paffion  with  lawlefs  anarchy  prevailed,  and 
reafon  was  in  the  raging  ternpdl  loft,  the  cruel,  artful 
Millwood  prevailed  upon  the  v/retched  youth  to  pro- 
mife — what  I  tremble  but  to  think  on. 

Blunt.  I  am  amazed  !     What  can  it  be  ? 

Lucy.  You  will  bs  more  fo  to  hear— it  is  to  atteirpt 
the  life  of  lus  neareft  relation,  and  beft  benefactor. 

Blunt.  His  uncle!  whom  v.-e  h^ve  often  heard  him 
fpeak  of,  as  a  gentleman  of  a  large  eixate,  and  fair 
charadler,  in  the  country  where  he  lives. 

I^ucy.  The  fame.  She  was  no  fooner  pofleffed  of  the 
lafc  dear  purchafe  of  his  ruin,  but  her  avarice,  infa- 
tiate  as  the  grave,  demanded  this ,  horrid  facrifice. 
Barnwell's    near  relation,     '  and    unfufpefted    virtue, 

*  muft  give  too  eafv  means  to  feize  this  good  man's 

*  treafure;'  whofe  blood  muft  feal  the  dreadful  fee  ret, 
and  prevent  the  terrors  of  lier  guilty  fears. 

Blunt.  Is  it  poftible  ft:e  could  perfuade  him  to  do  an 
aft  like  that  ?  He  is  by  nature  honeft,  grateful,  com- 
pp.CIonate,  and  generous;  *  and  though  his  love,  and 
'  her  artful  perfualion-s,  have  wrought  him  to  praftife 

*  v.'hat  he  moft  abhors,  yet  we  all  canwitnefs  for  him, 

*  with  what  reluctance  he  has  ftiil  complied :  fo  many 

*  tears  he  fned  o'er  each  offence,  as  might,  if  poffible,. 
'  fanctify  theft,  and  make  a  merit  of  a  crime.' 
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Lucy.  'Tistnic,  at  the  raining  of  tlie  nuirvU-rof  IiU 
uncle  he  flartcd  into  rage,  and,  Ijrfaking  from  her 
arnis,  (vvhtre  fne  till  then  had  held  him  with  wcll-dif- 
fembkd  love,  and  la!fe  endearments,)  called  her  cruel, 
mcnlter,  de\  il,  and  told  her  fl;e  was  born  for  his  de- 
fhud'tion.  She  thought  it  not  for  her  piii-pofe  to  meet 
his  rage  with  her  rage,  but  affedcd  a  moll  paflionate 
fit  of  grief,  railed  at  her  fate,  and  turfed  her  wayward 
liars,  that  flill  her  wants  Ihould  force  her  to  prefs  him 
to  aft  fuch  deed?,  as  fhe  muft  needs  abhor  as  well  as 
he.  She  told  him  neceffity  had  no  law,  and  love  no 
bounds ;  that  therefore  he  never  truly  loved,  but  meant, 
in  her  neceilit}-,  to  forfate  her.  Then  flie  kneeled, 
and  fwore,  that  fmce  by  his  refufal  he  had  given  her 
caufe  to  doubt  his  love,  fhe  never  would  fee  him  more, 
unlefs,  to  prove  it  true,  he  robbed  his  uncle  to  fupply 
her  wants,  and  murdered  him  to  keep  it  from  dif- 
covery. 

£lu7it.  lam  aftnnifhed  !     What  faid  he  ? 

Lucy.  Speechlefsheftood  ;  but  in  his  face  you  might 

.liave  read,  that  various  palKons  tore  his  very  foul.     Oft 

he  in  anguifli  threw  his   eyes  towards  Heaven,  'and 

*  then  as  often  ber  t  their  boarris  on  her ;'  then  wept  and 
groaned,  and  beat  his  troubled  breafl: :  at  length,  with 
horror  not  to  be  exprefled,  he  cried.  Thou  curfed  fair, 
have  I  not  given  dreadful  proofs  of  love  ?  What 
drew  me  from  my  youthful  innocence,  and  flaincd  my 
then  unfpotted  foul,  but  love?  What  car  fed  me  to 
rob  rtiy  worthy,  gentle  maftcr,  but  curfed  love?  What 
makes  me  now  a  fugitive  from  his  fervice,  loavhed  by 
myfelf,  and  fcorned  by  all  the  world,  but  love?  What 
fills  m}'  eyes  with  tears,  my  foul  with  torture  never  ftlt 
on  this  fidedcath  before?  Why  love!  love!  love!  And 
why,  above  all,  do  I  refolve  (for,  tearing  his  hair,  he 
cried,  I  do  refolve)  to  kill  my  uncle? 

Blf/f;\  V/as  fl:c  not  mo\ed?  It  makes  me  Mcep  to 
hear  the  fad  relation. 

Lri:j.  Yes with  joy,   that  (lie  had  gnin'd  lur 

point.  She  gave  him  no  time  to  cool,  but  urged  him 
to  attempt  it  inftantly.     He's  now  gone.     If  he  per- 

•  forms  it,  and  efcapcs,  there's  more  money  for  her;  if 
not,  he'll  ne'er  return,  and  then  (he's  fairly  rid  of  him. 

Bin;::, 


GEORGE    BARNWELL.  33 

Bh4nt-  'Tis  time  the  world  were  rid  of  fach  a  monfter. 

Lucj.  If  we  don't  ufe  ©nr  endeavours  to  pre.ent  the 
murder,  we  are  as  bad  as  flie. 

BliiT/t.  I'm  afraid  it  is  too  late. 

Lucy.  Perhaps  not.  Her  barbarity  to  Barnwell  makes 
me  hate  her.  We  have  run  too  great  a  length  with 
her  already.  I  did  not  think  her  or  myfeif  fo  wicked 
as  I  find,  upon  refledion,  we  are. 

Blimt.  'Tis  true,  we  have  all  been  too  much  fo. 
But  there  is  fomething  fo  horrid  in  murder,  that  all 
other  crimes  feem  nothing,  when  compared  to  that;  I 
would  not  be  invohed  in  the  guilt  of  it  for  all  the 
world. 

Lucy.  Nor  I,  HeaA'en  knows.  Therefore  let  us  clear 
ouffelves,  by  doing^all  that's  in  cur  power  to  pre\-ent 
it.  I  have  juft  thought  of  a  way,  that  to  me  feems 
probable.  Will  you  join  with  me  to  deteft  this  cuiftd 
defign? 

Blunt.  With  all  my  heart.  He  who  knows  of  a 
murder  intended  to  be  committed,  and  does  not  difcover 
it,  in  the  eye  of  the  law  and  reafon,  is  a  murderer. 

Lucy.  Let  us  lofe  no  time.  I'll  acquaint  you  w!ih 
the  particulars  as  we  go.  \_ExeuKt, 

SCENE  a  njoalk,  at  fojne  di/iance  from  a  country  feat. 
Enter  Barnwell. 

Barjt.  A  difmal  gloom  obfcures  the  face  of  dav. 
Either  the  fun  has  Hipped  behind  a  cloud,  or  journies 
down  the  weft  of  Heaven  with  more  than  common 
fp«ed,  to  avoid  the  fight  of  v,-hat  I  am  doomed  to  aft. 
Since  I  fet  forth  on  this  accurfed  defign,  where'er  I 
tread,  methinks  the  folid  earth  trembles  beneath  my 
feet.     "  Murdermy  7{ficle !"     *  Yonder  limpid  ilream, 

*  whofe  hoary  fall  has   made  a  natural  cafcade,  as  I 

'  paffed  by,  in  doleful  accents  feemed  to  murmur • 

'  murder!     The  earth,  the  air,  and  water  feemed  con- 

*  cerned.  Eut  that's  not  ftrange:  the  world  is  pumllied, 

*  and  nature  feels  a  Ibock,  when  Pi-ovidenre  permits  a 

*  good  nian's  fall.     Juft   Heaven !     then  what   (hould 

*  I  feel  for  him  that  was  my  father's  only  brother, 
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*  and,  fince  his  death,  has  been  to  me  a  father;  that 
'  took  me  up  an  infant  and  an  orphan,  reared  me  with 

*  tendereil  care,    and  dill    indulged    me    with   moll 

*  paternal  fondnefs!     Yet  here  I  iland  his  dcflined  mur- 

*  derer.' 1  ftifTcn  with  horror  at  my  own  impiety — 

'Tis  yet  unperformed What  if  I  quit  my  bloody 

pnrpofe,  and  fly  the  place  ?  \Go7iig,the7iJiops.\ But 

whither.  Oh,  ^-hither  (hall  1  fly?  My  malter's  once 
friendly  doors  are  e\er  fliut  againft  me,  and  without 
money  Millwood  will  never  fee  me  more;  and  (he  has 
got  fuch  firm  pofieffion  of  my  heart,  and  governs  there 
with  fuch  defpotic  fwa}-,  that  life  is  not  to  be  endured 
v/ithout  her.  Aye,  there's  the  caufe  of  all  my  fin  and- 
iorrow  :  'tis  more  than  love;  it  is  the  fever  of  the  foul, 
and  madnefs  of  dcfire.  Li  \'ain  does  nature,  reafon, 
confcience,  all  oppofe  it ;  the  impetuous  paflion  bears 
down  all  before  it,  and  drives  me  on  to  lufl,  to  theft, 
an(J  murder.  Oh,  confcience,  feeble  guide  x.o  virtue, 
thou  only  fhewefl;  us  when  we  go  afl:ray,  but  vvanteft 
power  to  flop  us  in  our  courfe! — Ha!  in  yonder  fhady 

walk  I  fee  my  uncle He's  alone Now  for  my 

difguife.    {^Plucks  out  a  i--/2;^/-.] This  is  his  hour  of 

private  meditation.     Thus  daily  he  prepares  his  foul 

for  Heaven,  while  I Bat  what  have  I  to  do  with 

Heaven  ? — Ha  !  no  ftruggles,  confcience 

Hence,  hence  remorfe,  and  ev'ry  thought  that's  good; 
Ihe  ftorm  that  lufl:  began  muft  end  in  blood. 

^Pufs  onihe'uizr,  dra-MS  apijtol,  and  exit, 
,  S  C   E  N  E  «  chfe  i^alk,  in  a  nuood. 
E?itcr  Uncle. 
Un.  If  I  were  fuperftitious,  I  fliould  fear  fome  dan- 
ger lurked  unfeen,  or  death  were  nigh.     A  heavy  me- 
lancholy clouds  my  fpirits.     My  imagination  is  filled 
V,  ith  ghaftly  forms  of  dreary  graves,  and  bodies  changed 
by  death ;  when  the  pale  lengthen'd  vifage  attrafts  each 
weeping  eye,  and  fills  the  mufing  foul  at  once  with 
grief  and  horror,   pity  and  a\erfion.     I  will  inuulge 
the  thought.      The   wife   man    prepares   himfelf  Tor 
death   by  maVung   it   familiar  to  his  mind.     When 
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ftrong  refledions  hold  the  mirror  near,  and  the  living 
in  the  dead  behold  their  future  felf :  how  does  each 
inordinate  paliion  and  defire  ceafe,  or  fickcn  at  the 
view!  The  mind  fcarce  moves;  the  blood  curdling 
and  chilled,  creeps  flowly  through  the  veins ;  fixed, 
ftill,  and  motionlefs  we  ftand,  io  like  the  folemn  ob- 
jeft  of  our  thoughts,  we  are  almoll  at  prefent  what  we 
mud  be  hereafter;  till  curiofity  awakes  the  foul,  and 
fets  it  on  enquiry. 

E;!/er  George  Barnwell,  «/  a  dijlance. 
Oh,  death!  thou  itrange,  myfterious power,  feen every 
day,  yet  never  underftood,  but  by  the  incommunica- 
tive dead,  what  art  thou  ?  The  extenfive  mind  of  man, 
that  with  a  thought  circles  the  earth's  vail  globe,  links 
to  the  centre,  or  afcends  above  the  ftars ;  that  worlds 
exotic  finds,  or  thinks  it  finds,  thy  thick  clouds  attempts 
to  pafs  in  vain;  loft  and  bewildered  in  the  horrid 
gloom,  defeated,  flie  returns  more  doubtful  than  be- 
fore, of  nothing  certain  but  of  labour  lolt, 
\_Duiing  thisfpecch  Yi-irr\\vz\\ fom, times prejcnts  the  pifiol, 

af'd  dra'zvs  it  back  again. '\ 

Barn.  Oh,  'tis  impoffible  !   [  Thronjjing  donun  the piJicU 
^UficleJIarts,  and  attempts  to  draiv  his  J'njjord.\ 

Uncle.  A  man  fo  near  me!   armed  and  mafqued— — 

Barn.  Nay,  then  there's  no  retreat. 

\^P lucks  a  poignard from  his  hofotn,  and Jlahs  him. 

Uncle.  Oh,  I  am  flam!  All  gracious  Heaven,  regard 
the  prayer  of  thy  dying  fervant :  blefs,  with  the  choiceft 
blefiings,  my  deareft  nephew;  forgive  my  murderer, 
and  take  my  fleeting  foul  to  endlefs  mercy  ! 
[Barnwell  thro-Ms  off  his  majk,  runs  to  him,  and  hieeling 
by  him,   raifes  and  chafes  him. 

Barn.  Expiring  faint !  Oh,  murdered,  martyred  un- 
cle !  lift  up  your  dying  eyes,  and  view  your  nephew 

in  your  murderer. Oh,  do  not  look  fo  tenderly 

upon  me Let  indignation  lighten  from  your  eyes, 

and  blafl:  me  ere  you  die. By  Heaven,  he  v/eeps, 

in  pitv  of  my  woes. Tears,  tears  for  blood.- ■ 

The  murdered,  in  the  agonies  of  death,  weeps  for  his 
murderer Oh,  fpeak  your  pious  purpofe;  pro- 
nounce my  pardon  then,  and  take  me  with  you • 
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He  would,  but  cannot. — Oh,  why  with  fuch  fond  af- 

feClion  do  vou  prcfs  my  murdering  hand? \^UniIe 

/ighs  and  dies. '[  'What,  will  vou  kifs  me?'  Life, 
lint  hovered  on  his  lips  but  till  he  had  fealed  my  par- 
don, in  that  figh  expired!  -  He's  gone  for  ever— -*  and, 

'   Oh!    I  follow \^Stvoo?is  a^way  upon  his  imch's  dead 

hrjdj.y  Do  I  iHll  breathe,  and  taint  with  my  infcftious 
breath  the  wholefomc  air  ?  Let  Heaven  from  its  high 
throne,  in  juitice  or  in  mercy,  now  look  down  on  tliat 
dear  murdered  faint,  an.l  me  the  murderer,  and  if  his 
vengeance  fparcs,  let  pity  ftrikc,  and  end  my  wretched 

being. Murder  thevvorll  of  crimes,  and  parricide 

the  worft  of  murders,  and  this  the  woill  of  parricides. 

*  Cain,  who  ftands  on  record  from  the  birth  of  time, 

*  and  muft  to  its  laft  final  period,  as  accurfed,  flew  a 

*  brother  favoured  abo\  e  him ;  deteiled  Nero,  by  an- 

*  other's  hand,  difpatched  a  mother  that  he  feared  and 
.*  hated  :  but  J,  with  my  own  hand,  have  murdered  a 

'  brother,  mother,  father,  and  a  friend,  moft  loving 

'  and  beloved. — This  execrable  aft  of  mine  is  without 

*  a  parallel. — Oh,  may  it  ever  iland  alone,  the  laft  of 

*  murders  as  it  is  the  worft ! 

*  The  rich  man  thus,  in  torment  and  defpair, 

*  Preferr'd  his  vain,  his  charitable  prayer. 

*  The  fool,  his  own  foul  loft,  would  fain  be  wife 

*  For  others  good;  but  Heaven  his  fuit  denies. 

'  Ey  laws  and  means  well-known  we  ftand  or  fall, 

*  And  one  eternal  rule  remains  for  all.' 
"   Oh,  may  it  e'ver  fiand  alone  accinjl, 

"  "Thelaji  of  murders  as  it  is  the  'worji.'* 

ACT  IV.   SCENE  a  room  in  Thorowgood'^  hoi/fe. 
.ff-v/iT  Maria,  meeting  Trueman. 

*  iV/,7/7/7.T_T0W  falfcly  do  they  judge,  who  cenfure 

i~\.   '  Of   applaud,    as  we're  afflifted  or  re- 
'  warded  here?     I  know   I  am  unhappy;  yet  cannot 

*  charge  myfelf  with  any  crime,  more  than  the  com- 

*  men  fr.iilties  of  our  kind,  that  fhould  provoke  juft 

*  Heaven  to  mark  me  out  for  fuffcrings  fo  uncojnmoii 

*  and  fevere.    Falfely  to  accufc  ourfclves.  Heaven  muft 

•  abhor. 
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*  abhor.  Then  it  is  juft  and  right  that  innocence 
'  (hould  fuffer;  for  Heaven  muft  be  juft  in  a'll  its  ways. 

*  Perhaps  by  that  ',ve  are  kept  from  moral  evils  much 
'  vvorfe  than-penal,  or  more  improved  in  virtue.     Or 

*  may  not  the  leffer  ills  that  we  fuftain,  be  made  the 

*  means  of  greater  good  to  others?  Might  all  thejoy- 
'  lefs  davs  and  fleeplefs  nights  that  1  have  paffed,  but 
'  purchafe  peace  for  thee, 

'  Thou  dear,  dear  caufe  of  all  my  grief  and  pain, 

*  Small  were  the  lofs,  aud  infinite  the  gain  ; 

*  Though  to  the  grave  in  fecret  love  I  pine, 

*  So  life,  aud  fame,  and  happinefs  were  thine.' 
What  news  of  Barnwell  ? 

Tr.  None;  I  have  fought  him  with  th«  greateft  di- 
ligence, but  all  in  vain. 

Ma.  Docs  my  father  yet  fufpeft  the  caufe  of  hiS 
abfence  ? 

Tr.  All  appeared  (o  juft  and  fair  to  him,  it  is  not 
poffible  he  ever  Ih^ould.  But  his  abfence  will  no  lon- 
ger be  concealed.  Your  father  is  w  ife ;  and  though 
he  feems  to  hearken  to  the  friendh^  excufes  I  would 
make  for  Barnwell,  yet  I  am  afraid  he  regards  'em 
only  as  fuch,  without  fuffering  them  to  influence  his 
judgment. 

'  Ma.  How  does  the  unhappy  youth  defeat  all  our 

*  deligns  to  ferve  him !  yet  I  can  never  repent  what 

*  we  have  done.  Should  he  return,  'twill  make  his 
'  reconciliation  with  my  father  ea(ler,  and  preferve 
*■'  him  from  future  reproach  of  a  malicious  and  unfor- 

*  giving  world.' 

Enter  7  horowgood  n^d  Lucy. 

Thor.  This  woman  here  has  given  me  a  fad,  and, 
bating  fom.e  circumftances,  too  probable  an  account  of 
Barnw^ell's  defection. 

Lucy.  I  am  forry.  Sir,  that  my  frank  confcfTion  of 
my  former  unhappy  courfe  of  lite  fnould  caufe  you  to 
fufpeft  ray  truth  on  this  occ^/icn. 

Thor.  It  is  not  that ;  your  confeffion  has  in  it  all 
the  appearance  of  truth.  Among  many  other  parti- 
culars, fhe  informs  me,  that  Barnwell  has  been  in- 
fluenced to  break  his  trult,  and  v.  rong  me,  at  feveral 
times,  of  confiderable  fums  of  money.      Now,  as  \ 

knov/ 
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know  this  to  be  falfc,  I  would  fain  doubt  the  whole  of 
her  relation,  too  dreadful  to  be  willingly  believed. 

Mr.  Sir,  your  pardon:  I  find  myfelf  on  afudden  fo 
indifpofed,  that  1  muft  retire.  *  Providence  oppofes 
*  all  attempts. to  fave  him.'  Poor,  ruined  Barnwell! 
Wretched,  loft  Maria  !  [JJic/.-.     £a/V  Maria. 

T/jor.  How  am  I  diftrefled  on  every  fide  !  Pity  for 
that  unhappy  youth,  fear  for  the  life  of  a  much  valu- 
able friend and  then  my  child — the  only  joy  and 

hope  of  my  declining^  life  ! Her  melancholy  in- 

creafes  hourly,  and  gives  me  painful  apprchenfions  of 

herlofs Oh,  Trueman,  this  perfon  informs  me 

that  your  friend,  at  the  inftigation  of  an  impious  v.'o- 
man,  is  gone  to  rob  and  murder  his  venerable  uncle. 

Tr.  Oh,  execrable  de-d  !  I'm  blallcd  with  the  hor- 
ror of  the  tliought ! 

Lncj.  This  delay  may  ruin  all. 

Thor.  What  to  do,  or  think,  1  know  not.  That  he 
ever  wronged  me,  1  know  is  falfe :  the  reft  may  be  fo 
too;  there's  all  my  hope. 

Tr.  Truft  not  to  that :  rather  fuppofe  all  true,  than 
lofe  a  moment's  time.  Even  now  the  horrid  deed  may 
be  doing— dreadful  imagination! — or  it  may  be  done, 
and  v/e  be  \ainly  debating  on  the  means  to  prevent 
what  is  already  paft. 

Thor.  This  earneftnefs  convinces  me  that  he  knows 
more  than  he  has  yet  difcovered.  What,  ho  I  without 
there,  who  v^aits  ? 

Ert'er  a  Serunvt. 
Order  the  groom  to  fadd  c  the  Avifteft  horfe,  and  pre- 
pare to  fet  out  V.  ith  fpecd ;  an  affair  of  life  and  death 
demands  his  diligence.  \ExitS,r'ua}it.'\  Foryou,whofe 
behaviour  on  this  occafion  I  have  no  time  to  commend 
as  it  deferves,  I  muft  engage  your  further  afiiftance. 
Return,  andobferve  this  Millwood  till  I  come.  I  have 
your  dire<rticns,  and  v/ill  follow  you  as  fcon  as  poflible. 
[£.V7/  Lucy.]  Trueman,  you,  I  am  fure,  will  not  be 
idle  on  this  oceaficn.  [  E\it  Thorowgood, 

Hr.  He  only  who  is  a  friend,  can  judge  of  my 
dlftref^,  [£v./. 

SCENE 
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SCENE   Millwood'^  bonft. 
Enter  Millwood. 

Mill,  I  wi{h  I  knew  the  eipent  of  his  defign.     The 

attempt  without  luccefs  would  ruin  him. Well, 

what  have  I  to  apprehend  from  that  ?  I  fear  too 
much.  The  mifchief  being  only  intended,  his  friends, 
through  pity  of  his  youth,  turn  all  their  rage  on  me. 
I  fhoukl  have  thought  of  that  before.  Suppofe  the 
deed  done::  then,  and  then  only,  I  fhall  be  fecure — • 
Or  what  if  he  returns  without  attempting  it  at  all 
\Enter  Barnwell  bloody. '\  But  he  is  here,  and  I  have 
done  him  wrong.  His  bloody  hands  flicw  he  has 
done  the  deed,  but  fhew  he  wants  the  prudence  t.o 
conceal  it. 

Barn.  Where  fhall  I  hide  mc?  V/hithcr  fhall  I  l^y 
to  avoid  the  fwift  unerring  hand  of  juflice? 

Mill.  Difmifs  your  fears:  though  ihoufands  had 
purfued  you  to  the  door,  yet  being  entered  here,  you 
are  as  fafe  as  innocence.  I  have  a  cavern,  by  art  fo 
cunningly  contrived,  that  the  piercing  eyesof  jealoufy 
and  revenge  may  fearch  in  vain,  nor  find  the  entrance 
to  the  fafe  retreat.  There  will  I  hide  you,  if  any 
danger's  near. 

Bnrn.  Oh,  hide  me  •  from  myfelf,  if  it  be  pof- 

fible ;  for  while  I  bear  my  confcience  in  my  bofom, 
though  1  were  hid  where  man's  eye  never  faw,  nor 
light  ere  dawned,  't\vere  all  in  vain.  For,  Gh,  that 
inmate,  that  impartial  judge,  will  try,  con^  ift,  and 
fentence  me  for  murder,  and  execute  me  with  never- 
ending  tormen:s.  Behold  thefe  hands  all  crirhfoned 
o'er  with  my  dear  uncle's  blood.  Here's  a  fight  to 
Make  a  ftatue  ftart  with  horror,  or  turn  a  living  man 
into  a  ftatue ! 

M/7/.  Ridiculous!  Then  it  feems  you  are  afraid  cf 
your  ov.n  fhaJow,  or,  v/hat  is  lefstlian  a  fliadow,  your 
confcience. 

Barn.  Though  to  m.an  unknown  I  did  the  accujffed 
aft,  what  can  hide  me  from  Heaven's  all-feeing  eye  ? 

Mill.  No  mere  of  this  itufF!     What  advantage  have 

you 
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yon  made  l)y  his  death;  or  what  advantage  may  yet 
be  made  of  il  ?  Did  you  fecure  the  keys  of  his  trea- 
fure,  which,  no  doubt,  were  about  him  ?  What  gold, 
what  jewels,  or  what  elfe  of  value  have  you  brought 
me  ? 

Barn.  Think  you  I  added  facrilege  to  murder!  Oh, 
had  you  feen  him  as  his  life  flowed  from  him  in  u 
crin;fon  flood,  and  heard  him  praying  for  mc  by_  the 
double  name  of  nephew  and  of  murderer;  (alas,  alas, 
he  knew  not  then  that  his  nephew  was  his  murderer  !) 
how  would  you  have  wiflied,  as  I  did.  though  you 
had  a  thoufand  years  of  life  to  come,  to  have  givea 
them  all  to  have  lengthened  his  one  hour.  But  being 
dead,  I  fled  tlie  fight  of  what  my  hands  had  done;  nor 
could  I,  to  have  gained  the  empire  of  the  world,  have 
violated,  by  theft,  his  facred  corpfe. 

Mill.  Whining,  prepofterous,  canting  villain !  to 
murder  ycur  uncle,  rob  him  of  life,  nature's  firfl', 
laft,  dear  prerogative,  after  which  there's  no  injur}', 
then  fear  to  take  what  he  no  longer  wanted,  and 
bring  to  me  your  penury  and  guilt.  Do  you  think 
I'll  hazard  my  reputation,  na)',  my  life,  to  entertain 
you  ? 

Barn.  Oh,  Millwood! this  from  thee?—— 

But  I  have  done — If  you  hate  me,,,  if  you  wi(h  me 
dead,  then  are  you  happy  ;  for.  Oh,  'tis  fure  my  grief 
will  quickly  end  me. 

Mill.  In  this  madnefs  he  will  difcover  all,  and  in- 
volve me  in  his  ruin.  We  are  on  a  precipice,  from 
whence  there's  no  retreat  for  both.     Then  to  preferve 

myfelf [Pa'.tfes.'\ There  is  no  other  v.-ay. 

^Tis  dreadful ;  but  refleiRion  comes  too  late  when  dan- 
ger's prefiing,  and  there's  no  room  for  choice.  It  muit 
be  done.  [/IJide.  Rii:gs  a  bell;  euter  a  Ser'uant.'\ — . 
Fetch  me  an  officer,  and  fcize  this  villain.  He  has 
confefs'd  himfolf  a  murderer.  Should  I  let  him  efcape, 
I  might  juflly  be  thought  as  bad  as  he. 

\Exit  ScrifiHt. 

Barn.  Oh,  Millwood !  fure  you  do  not,  you  can- 
not mean  it.  Stop  the  mefienger;  upon  my  knees, 
I  beg  you'd  call  him  back.      'Tis  fit  I  die,    indeed, 

but 
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but  not  by  yen.  I  will  this  inflant  throw  myfelf  in- 
to the  hands  of  juftice,  indeed  I  will;  for  death  is  all 
I  u  ifli.  But  thy  ingratitude  fo  tears  my  wounded 
foul,  'tis  vvorfe  ten  thoufand  times  than  death  with 
torture. 

Mil/.  Call  it  what  you  will;  I  am  willing  to  live, 
and  live  fecure,  which  nothing  but  your  death  can 
warrant. 

Bam.  If  there  be  a  pitch  of  wickednefs  that  fets 
the  author  beyond  the  reach  of  vengeance,  you  mail 
be  fecure.  But  what  remains  for  me,  but  a  difmal 
dungeon,  hard  galKng  fetters,  an  awful  trial,  and 
an  ignominious  death,  jallly  to  fall  unpitied  and  ab- 
horred?    '  Af;er  dei'th  to  be  fufpended  betv/cen  Hea- 

*  ven  and  earth,  a  dreadful  fpedacle,  the  warning 
*'and  horror  of  a  gaping  crowd!'  This  I  could  bear, 
nay,  wiih  not  to  avoid,  had  it  but  come  from  any 
hand  but  thine. 

Eh'fer  Blunt,   Officer,  and  Attendants. 

Mill.  Hca\en  defend  me!  Conceal  a  murderer! 
Here,  Sir,  take  this  youth  into  your  cuftody,  I  accufe 
him  of  murder,  and  will  appear  to  rr.ake  good  my 
charge,  [  Thcyjdze  1.  i-m. 

Barn.  To  Mhom,  cfwhat,  or hov/ fnall  1  complain.^ 
ril  not  accufe  her.  The  hand  of  Heaven  is  in  it,  and 
this  the.  punifhment  of  iufl:  and  parricide*,.    '  Yet  Hea- 

*  ven,  that  juflly  cuts  me  off,  ftill  fuffers  her  to  live  ; 

*  perhaps  to  pur.ifn  others.  Tremendous  mercy  I  So 
'  fiends  are  curfed-v/ith  immortality,  to  be  the  e>:ecu- 

*  tioners  of  Heaven.' 

Be  warn'd  }e  youths,  who  fee  my  fad  delpalr; 
Avoid  le^A'd  women,  falfe  as  the\'  are  fair. 

*  By  reafon  guided,  honeft  joys  purfue  ; 

*  The  fair  to  honour  and  to  virtue  true, 

*  full  to  herfelf,  will  ne'er  be  falfe  to  you.' 
By  my  example  learn  to  fhunmy  fate, 

(How  v/retched  is  the  man  who's  v\  ife  too  late  !) 
Ere  innocence,  and  fam^e,  and  life  be  loft. 
Here  purchafe  wifdom  cheaply  at  ray  coft. 

[£.r(?/«/ Barnv.-ell,  Officer,  and  Attendants. 
Mill.  Where's  Lucy  ?     Why  is  {he  abfent  at  fuch  a 
time  ? 

Blunt. 
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Blufit.  Would  I  had  been  fo  too!  Lucy  will  foon 
be  here ;  and  I  hope  to  thy  confufion,  thou  de\  il ! 

Mill.  Infolcnt!     Ihistome! 

Bluni.  The  word  that  we  know  cf  the  devil  is,  that 
Jie  firil  feduces  to  fin,  and  then  betrays  to  piinifhment. 

[£,Y/V  Blunt. 

Mill.  They  difapprovc  of  my  condu(fl  then,  *  and 
■*  mean  to  take  this  opportunity  to  fet  up  for  tliem- 
'  felvcs.'  My  ruin  is  refolved.  I  fee  my  danger,  but 
fcorn  both  it  and  tliem.  I  was  not  born  to  fall  by  fuch 
weak  inftrumenrs.  \_Grjii;g, 

Enter  Thorowgood. 

Thor.  Where  is  the  fcandal  of  her  own  fex,  and 
curfe  of  ours? 

Mill.  What  means  this  infolence  ?  Whom  do  )0U 
feek  for  ? 

Thor.  Millwood. 

Mill.  \\'ell,}ou  have  found  her  then.  I  am  Millwood. 

"ThGr.  Then  you  are  the  moil:  impious  wretch  that 
e'er  the  fun  beheld. 

Mill.  From  your  appearance  I  fhoultl  have  expe(3;ed 
wifdom  and  moderation;  but  your  manners  belie  your 
afpecl.     What  isyourbufinefs  here?     I  know  you  not. 

l^hor.  Hereafter  you  may  know  me  better.  I  am 
Barnwell's  mafter. 

Mill.  Then  you  are  mafter  to  a  villain;  which,  I 
think,  is  not  much  to  your  credit. 

Thor.  Had  he  been  as  much  above  thy  arts,  as  my 
credit  is  fupericr  to  thy  malice,  I  need  not  have  blufh- 
ed  to  own  him. 

Mill.  My  arts!  I  don't  undei-ftandyou.  Sir.  If  he 
has  done  amifs,  what's  that  to  me  ?  Was  he  my  fer- 
vant,  or  yours?    "^'ou  fhould  have  taught  him  better. 

Thor.  \\'hy  fl-iould  I  wonder  to  find  fuel;  uncommon 
impudence  in  one  arrived  to  fuch  a  heighth  of  wicked- 
nefs?  '  ^^  hen  innocenge  is  baniihd,  mcdefty  foon 
'  follows.'  Know,  forcerefs,  I'm  not  ignorant  of  any 
of^  the  arts  by  which  you  firil  deceived  the  umvary 
youth.  I  know  how,  ftep  by  ftep,  you've  led  him  om, 
reludtant  and  unwilling,  from  crime  to  crime,  to  this 
liifl:  horrid  aft,  which  you  contrived,  and  by  your 
curfed  wiles  even  forced  him  to  commit. 

UilU 
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Mill.  Ha!  Lucy  has  got  tRe  adv^antage,  andaccufed 
me  firft.  Unlefs  I  can  turn  the  accufation,  and  fix  it 
upon  her  and  Blunt,  I  am  loft.  \.{^fi^^' 

Tkor.  Had  I  known  your  cruel  defign  fooner,  it  had 
been  prevented.  I'o  fee  you  punifaed,  as  the  law  di- 
rects, is  all  that  now  remains.  Poor  fatisfafticn  !  For 
he,  innocent  as  he  is/compared  to  you,  muft  fufFertoo. 

♦  Eut  Heaven,  who  lcnov,s  our  frame,  and  graciouil/ 

*  diftinguifhes  between  frailty  and  prefumption,  will 
'  make  a  difference,  though  man  cannot,  who  fees 
'  not  the  heart,  but  only  judges  by  the  outward  ac- 
'  tion.' 

Mill.  I  find.  Sir,  we  are  botK  unhappy  in  our  fer- 
\  ants.  I  was  furprized  at  fsch  ill  treatment  without 
caufe,  from  a  gentleman  of  your  appearance,  and 
therefore  too  hallily  returned  it,  for  which  I  aik  your 
pardon.  I  now  perceive  you  ha^/e  been  fo  far  impofed 
on,  as  to  think  me  engaged  in  a  former  correfpondence 
with  your  fervant,  and  fo.me'way  or  other  acceffary  to 
his  undoing. 

Tkor.  I  charge  you  as  the  caufe,  t'le  fole  caufe  of 
all  his  guilt,  and  all  his  fuiFering,  of  all  he  now  en- 
dures, and  muft  endure,  till  a  violent  and  fliameful 
death  Ihall  put  a  dreadful  period  to  his  life  and  mife- 
ries  together. 

Mill.  'Tis  very  ftrange  ?  Eut  nho's  fecure  from 
fcandal  and  detraftion  ?  So  far  from  contributing  to 
his  ruin,  I  never  fpoke  to  him  till  fince  this  fatal  acci- 
dent, which  I  lament  as  much  as  you.  'Tis  true  I. 
have  a  fervant,.  on  whofe  account  he  liatli  of  late  fre- 
quented my  houfe.  If  fhe  has  abufed  my  good  opi- 
nion Df  her,  am  I  to  blaras  ?  Has  not  Barnwell  dona 
the  fame  by  you  ? 

Thor.  I  hear  you.     Pray  go  on. 

MjU.  I  have  been  informed   he  had  a  violent  paf- 
fion  for  her,  and  llie  for  him ;  but  till  now  I  always- 
thought  it  innocent.     I  know  her  poor,  and  given  to 
expenfive   pleafures.       Nov.-,    who    can    tdl   but   ibe 
may  have   influenced  the  amorous  youth  to  commit 

this  murder,  to  fupph"  her  extravagances.- 'It 

muft  be  fo.  I  now  recollect  a  thoufand  circuraftances 
rliat  confirm  it.     I'll   have  her,    and  <i   man-fervant 

whom 
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whom  I  fufpc*.^  as  an  accomplice,  fccured  immediate- 
ly. _I^  hope,  Sir,  you  will  lay  alide  your  ill-grounded 
fuipicions^  of  rae,  and  join  to  punilh  the  real  contri- 
vers of  this  bloody  deed,  \Oifirs  to  go. 

'I Lor.  Madam,  you  pafs  not  this  way.  1  fee  your 
defign,  but  fliall  protect  them  from  vour  malice. 

Mill.  I  hope  you  will  not  ufe  your  influence,  and 
the  credit  of  your  name,  to  fcreenfuch  guiltvMvretchcs. 
Confider,  Sir,  the  wickednefs  of  perfuading  a  thought- 
lefs  youth  to  fuch  a  crime! 

Thr.  I  do and  of  betraying  him  when  it 

was  done. 

Mill.  That  which  you  call  betraying  him  may  con- 
vince yoM  of  my  innocence.  She  \\'ho  lo\es  him, 
though  Hic  ccptrived  the  murder,  would  never  ha\e 
delivered  him  into  the  hands  of  juftlce,  as  I,  ftruck 
with  horror  at  his  crimes,  have  done. 

Thor.  How  fhould  an  unexperienced  youth  efcape 
her  fnarbs  ?  '  The  powerful  magic  of  her  wit  and 
*  form-  might  betray  the  wilcil  to  firnple  dotage,  and 
'  £re  the  blood  that  age  had  froze  long  fmce.'  lilven 
I,  that  with  juft  prejudice  came  prepared,  had  by  her 
artful  ftory  been  deceived,  but  that  my  ftrong  convic- 
tion of  her  guilt  makes  even  a  doubt  impofTiblc.  \_Jftde. 
Thofe  whom  fubtilly  you  would  accufe,  you  know  are 
your  accufers;  and,  which  proves  unanfwerably  their 
innocence,  and  your  guilt,  they  accufed  you  before 
the  deed  was  done,  and  did  all  that  was  in  their  power 
to  prevent  it. 

Mill.  Sir,  you  are  very  hard  to  be  convinced:  but 
I  have  a  proof,  which,  when  produced,  will  filence 
all  objcc'iion.  [Exit  Millwood. 

E'ltcr  Lucy,  Trueman,  Blunt,  Ojficers,  i^c. 

Lucy,  Gentlemen,  pray  place  yourfelves,  fome  on 
one  fide  of  that  door,  and  fome  on  the  other;  watch  her 
entrance,  and  aft  as  your  prudence  fhall  direct  you. 
This  way,  [-roThorov/good.]  and  note  her  behaviour. 
I  ha.-c  obfcrvcd  her  ;  fhe's  driven  to  the  lait  extremity, 
and  is  forming  fome  defperate  refolution.  I  gucfi  at 
her  defign. 

Re-enter  Millwood  ov/VZ*  atidol,  TruemanycY«r«  her. 

Tr. 
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TV.  Here  thy  power  of  doing  mifchicf  ends,  deceit- 
ful, cruel,  bloody  woman  ! 

Mill.  Fool,  hypocrite,  villain,  man!  Thou  can 'ft 
not  call  me  that. 

Tr.  To  call  thee  woman  were  to  wrong  thy  fex, 
thou  devil ! 

Mill.  That  imaginarv'  being  is  an  emblem  of  thy  curf- 
ed  fex  colle(fted.\  A  mirror,  wherein  each  particular 
man  may  (>iz  his  own  likenefs,  and  that  of  ail  mankind. 

Thir  l^iink  not  b)'  aggravating  the  faults  of  others  to 
extenuate  thy  own,  of  which  the  abufs  of  fuch  uncom- 
mon perfciSions  of  mind  and  body  is  not  the  leaft. 

.Mill.  If  fuch  1  had,  well  mav  1  curfe  your  barbarous 
fex,  who  robbed  me  of 'em  ere  I  knew  their  worth  ;  then 
left  m.e,  too  late,  to  count  their  value  by  their  lofs. — 
Another,  and  another  fpoiler  came,  and  all  my  gain  was 
poverty  and  reproach.  M}  foul  difdained,  and  )-et  dif- 
dains,,  depcndance  and  contempt.  Riches,  no  matter 
by  what  means  obtained,  I  law  fecured  the  worll  of 
men  from  bot'i-;  I  found  it  therefore  neceflary  to  be 
rich,  and  to  that  end  I  fummoned  all  ray  arts.  You 
call  'em  vvicked;  be  it  fb;  they  were  fuch  as  my  con- 
verfation  with  your  fex  had  furnil^.ed  me  withal. 

Thor.  Sure  none  but  the  worn:  of  men  couverfed 
v.ith  thee ! 

Mill.  Xcn  of  all  degrees,  and  all  profefFions,  I  have 
known,  yet  found  no  difference,  but  in  their  feveral 
capacities ;  all  were  alike,  wicked  x.o  the  utmnft  of  their 
power,  *  In  pride,  contention,  avarice,  cruelty,  anJ 
'  revenge,  the  reverend  prieuhood  were  my  unerring 
'  guides.  From  fuburbmagiarates,  who  live  by  ruined 
'  reputations,  as  the  unhcfpitable  natives  cf  Cornwall 

•  do  by  fhip'.vreck,  Ilcarned,  that  to  clarge  my  innO- 

•  cent  neighbours  with  mv  crimes,  was  to  merit  their 
'  proteftion:  for,  to  fcreen  the  guilty,  is  the  lefsfcanda- 

•  lous,  when  many  are  fufpcftcd;  and  detraction,  like 

•  darknefs  and  death,  blackens  aji  objctfts,  and  levels  all 
'  diftinftion.  Such  are  )'our  venal  magiflrates,  who  fa- 

•  vcur  none  bat  fuch  as  by  their  piF.ce  they  are  Avcrn 

•  to  punifh.     With  them,  ut. the  guilty,  is  the  w^wrft 

•  of  crimes:  and  large  fees,  privately  paid,  are  every 

•  needful  virtue. 
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'  Thor.  Yourprafticehasfufficientlydifcoverccl  }our 
'  contempt  of  laws,  both  haman  and  di\'ine;  no  wonder 

*  then  that  you  fliould  hafe  the  officers  of  both. 

,  •  Mill.'  I  know  you,  and  I  hate  you  all.  I  expeft  no 
mercy,  and  I  afk  for  none.  I  follow  my  inclinations, 
and  that  the  belt  of  you  do  every  day.  '  All  anions 
'  feem  alike  natural  and  indifferent  to  man  and  beafl:, 

*  who  devour,  or  are   devoured,  as  they  meet  with 

*  others  weaker  or  ftronger  than  themfehes. 

*■  Thji:  Wliat  pity  it  is  a  mind  fo  comprehenfive, 

*  daring,  and  inquifitive,  fhould  be  a  firanger  to  re- 
/  Jiglcn's  fweet  and  powerful  charms! 

'  Mill.  I  am  not  fool  enough  to  bean  atheift,  though 

*  I  have  known  enough  of  men's  h\-pocnfv  to  make  a 

*  thoufaiid  fimpie  women  fo.     Whaitever  religion  is  in 

*  icfelf,  as  pradifed  by  mankind,  it   has   caufed  the 

*  evils  vou  fay  it  was  dcfigned  to  cure.     War,  plague, 

*  and  f^imine,  have  not  deftroyed  {o  many  of  the  hu- 

*  man  race  as  this  pretended  piety  has  done;  and  with 

*  fuch  barbarous  cruelty,  as  if  the  only  way  to  honour 

*  Heaven  were  to  turn  the.prefent  world  into  hell. 

*  Ihor.  Truth  is  truth,  though  from  an  enemy,  and 
.*  fpoken  in  malice.     You   bloody,  blind,   and  fuper- 

*  ftitious  bigots,  how  will  you  anfv/er  this  ? 

♦  Mill.'  \^'hat  are  your  laws,  of  which  you  make  your 
boafi,  but  the  foci's  wifdom,  and  the  coward's  valour, 
the  indrument  and  fcreen  of  all  your  villainies?  By 
them  you  punifh  in  others  what  you  aft  yourfelves,  or 
•would  have  afted,  had  you  been  in  their  circumftances. 
The  judge,  who  condemns  the  poor  man  for  being  a 
thief,  had  been  a  thief  himfelf  had  he  been  poor. — 
Thus  ycu  go  on  deceiving  and  being  deceived,  harraf- 
^^^>  plaguing,  and  deilroying  one  another.  But  wo- 
ineli  are  your  univerfal  prej' : 

VV'on»en,  by  whom  you  are,  the  fourcc  of  jo}'. 

With  cruel  arts  you  labour  to  deftroy : 

A  thouHmd  wa}'s  our  ruin  you  purfne. 

Yet  blame  in  us  thofj  arts  Hrft  taught  by  you. 

Oh,  may  from  hence  each  violated  maid. 

By  flattering,  faithlefs,  barb'rous  man  betray'd. 

When  robb'd  of  innocence  and  virgin  fame, 

F<om  your  dcllrucuon  raife  a  nobler  name. 

To 
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To  avenge  their  fex's  wrongs  devote  their  mind. 
And  future  Millwoods  prove  to  plague  mankind. 

[Exeunt. 


♦ACT     V.      SCENE    a    room   m   a   prifon. 
'  Enter  Thoxowgoodi,  Blunt.  ^WLucy. 

*  T/jor.T  Have  recommended  to  Barnwell  a  reverend 

*  A    divine,  whofe  judgment  and  integrity  I  am 

*  well  acquainted  \\ith.     Nor  has  Millwood  been  ne- 
'  gleded ;  but  file,  unhappy  woman,    ftill   obftinate, 

*  refufes  his  afiiftance. 

'  Lyecj.  This  pious  charity  to  the  afflif^ed  well  be- 
'  comes  your  charafler;  vet  pardon  me,  Sir,  if  I  won- 
'.  der  you  were  not  at  their  trial. 

'  T^or.  Iknew  it  was  impoffible  to  favehim;  and  I 

*  and  my  family  bear  fo  great  a  part  in  his  diftrefs, 

*  that  to  have  been  prefent  would  but  have  aggravated 

*  ourfcrrows,  witliout  relieving  his. 

♦  £lu!/t.  It  was  mournful  indeed.    Barnwell's  youth 

*  and  modeft  deportment,  ashepaffed,  drew  tears  from 

*  every  eye.     When  placed  at   the  bar,  and  arraigned 

*  before  the  reverend  judges,  with  many  tears  and  inter- 

*  rupting  fobs,  he   confefTed   and  aggravated  his  of- 

*  fences,  without  accufmg,  or  once  retleCiing  on  Mill- 

*  wood,  the  fhamelefs  author  of  his  ruin.     But  fhe, 

*  dauntlefs  and  unconcerned,  ftood  by  his  fjde,  view- 

*  ing  with  vifible  pride  and  contempt  the  van:  affembly, 

*  who   all  with  fympathi/ing    forrciv   wept    for    the 
*•  wretched  youth.  Millwood,  when  called  upon  to  an- 

*  fwer,  loudly  infifted  upon  her  innocence,  and  made 
*.  an  artful  and  a  bold  defence  ;  but  finding  all  in  vain, 

*  the  impartial  jury  and  the  learned  bench  concurring 

*  to  find  her  guilty,  how  did   Ihe  curfe  herfelf,  poor 

*  Barnwell,  us,  her  judges,  and  all   mankind.       But 

*  what  could  that  avail?     She  was  condemned,  and  is 

*  this  day  to  fuiFer  with  him. 

*  Thor.  "the  time  draws  on.  I  am  going  to  vifit 
'  Barnwell,  as  yen  are  Millwood. 

•  Lucj,  We  have  nut  wronged  lier,  yet  I  dread  tliis 

•  intervit'v. 
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*  interview.  She's  proud,  impatient,  wrathful,  and 
'  unforgiving.  To  be  the  branded  inllrumcnts  of 
'  vengeance,  to  fuffer  in  her  fliamc,  and  fympathize 

*  w  ith  her  in  all  Ihc  fuffers,  is  the  tribute  wc  muft  pay 

*  for  our  forrner  iU-fpent  lives,  and  long  confederacy 

*  with  her  in  wicked nofs.     / 

*  Thjr.  Mappy  for  you  it  ended  v\  hen  it  did.  \Vhat 
'  you  ha\e  done  againft  Millwood  I  knou-  proceeded 

*  from  a  juft  abiiorrence  of  har  crimes,  free  from  in- 
■*  tereft,  malice,  or  revenge.  ProfeI)^tes  to  virtue  fliould 

*  be  encouraged:  purfue  your  propofed  reformation, 

*  and  know  me  hereafter  for  your  friend. 

'  Lucj.  This  is  a  blefung  as  unhoped  for  as  unme- 
'  rited.     Bjt  Heaven,  that  fnatched  us  from  impend- 

*  ing  ruin,  furc  intends  you  as  its  inftrumeat  to  fecure 

*  us  from  apoftacv. 

*  Thor.  With  gratitude  to  impute  your  deliverance 

*  to  Heaven  is  ju!t.  Many,lefs  virtuoully  difpofed  than 

*  Banr.'.ell  \tas,  have  never  fallen  in  the  manner  he  has 

*  done.     Ma}'  not  fuch  owe  their  fiifety  rather  to  Pro- 

*  vidence  tliuti  to  themfelves?     Witli  pity  and  compaf- 

*  fion  let  us  judge  him.     Great  were  his  faults,  but 

*  {Iroiig  v/as  the  temptation.     Let  his  ruin  teach  us  dif- 

*  Edence,  humariit\-,  and  circumfpei^Honj    for  if  we, 

*  who  wonder  at    his  fate,   bad  like  him  been  tried, 

*  like  him  perhaps  we  had  fallen.'  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  a  Juf/geoTi,  a  table,   and  a  lamp.      Barnwell 

readi'ig. 

Enter  Thorowgood,  at  a  diftance. 

Tbor.  There  fee  the  bitter  fruits  of  rafiion"s  detefted 
reign,  and  ftnfual  appetite  indulged  :  ie\ere  rciicfiions, 
penitence,  and  tears, 

B<7yn.  My  honoured,  injured  raaftcr,  whofcgoodnefs 
has  covered  me  a  thoufand  times  with  fhame,  iorgive 
this  lafl  iinwilling  difrefpctft.  Indeed  I  faw  you  not. 

Thor.  •  riswell;  I  hope  you  are  better  employed  ir» 
yiewing  of  yourfelf;    *  your  journey's  long,  your  time 

*  for  preparation  almoft  fpent.'  I  fent  a  reverend  di- 
vine to  teach  )'ou  to  improve  it,  and  fhould  be  glad 
to  hear  of  his  fuccefs. 

Bari^.  The  word  of  truthj  which  he  recoai mended 

for 
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for  my  conftant  companion  in  this  my  fad  retirement, 
lias  at  length  removed,  the  doubts  I  laboured  uader. 
From  thence  I  have  learned  the  infinite  extent  of  hea- 
venly mercy;  that  my  offences,  though  great,  are  not 
unpardonable;  and  that  'tis  not  my  inteieil  only,  but 
my  dutv»  to  believe  and  to  rejoice  in  my  hope.  So 
fliall  HcaAcn  receive  the  glory,  and  future  penitent^ 
the  profit  of  my  exarsiple. 

Thof.  Proceed. 

Barn.  *Tis  wonderful  that  words  fhould  charm  de- 
fpair,  fpeak  peace  and  pardon  to  a  murderer's  confci- 
ence;  but  truth  and  mercy  flow  in  every  fentence,  at- 
tended with  force  and  energy  divine.  How  fhall  I 
defcribe  my  prefent  ftate  of  mind?  I  hope  in  doubt, 
and  trembling  I  rejoice;  I  feel  my  grief  increafe,  even 
as  niy  fears  give  way.  Joy  and  gratitude  now  fupply 
more  tears  than  the  horror  and  anguifli  of  defpair  before, 

Thor.  Thefe  are  the  genuine  figns  of  true  repentance ; 
the  only  preparatory,  th-e  certain  way  to  e\erlafl;ing 
peace.     *  Oh,  the  joy  it  gives  to  fee  a  foul  formed  and 

*  prepared  for  Heaven!     For  this  the  faithful  minifier 

*  devotes  himfelf  to  meditation,  abfcinence,  and  prayer, 

*  fhunning  the  vain  delights  of  fenf  al  joys,  and  daily 

*  dies,  that  others  may  live  for  ever.    For  this  he  turns 

*  the  facred  volumes  o'er,  and  fpends  his  life  in  pain- 

*  ful  fearch  of  truth.     The  love  of  riches,  and  the  luft 

*  of  power,,  he  looks  upon  with  juft  contempt  and  de- 

*  teflation;  he  only  counts  for  wealth  the  fouls  he  wins, 

*  and  his  higheft  ambition  is  to  ferve  mankind.     If 

*  the  reward  of  all  his  pains  be  to  preferve  one  foul 
'  from  wandering,  or  turn  one  from  the  error  of  his 

*  ways,  how  does  he  then  rejoice,  and  own  his  little 

*  labours  overpaid!' 

Barn.  What  do  I  ov/e  for  all  your  generous  kindnefs  ? 
But  though  I  cannot,  Hea/en  can  and  will  reward  von. 

^hor.  To  fee  thee  thus,  Js  joy  too  great  for  words. 
Farewell. -=-Heaven  ftrengthen  thee ! — Farewell. 

Born.  Oh,  Sir,  there's  fofnethi ng  I  would  fay,  if 
my  i"ad  fv.elling  heart  would  give  me  leave. 

Thor.  Give  it  \  ent  avv-hile,  and'  tr}-. 

Barn,  I  kid  a  iViend — 'tis  true  1  am  unu-orthy— — • 
C  _      yer 
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yet  m^thinks  j'our  generous  example  might  perfuade— 
Could  I  not  fee  him  once,  before  I  go  from  whence 
there's  no  return  ? 

T/i'or.  He's  coming,  and  as  nvjch  thy  friend  as  ever. 
I  will  not  anticipate  his  forrow;  too  foon  he'll  fee  the 
fad  effcfts  of  tliis  contagious  ruin. — "I'his  torrent  of 
domelHc  mifery  bears  too  hard  upon  me.  I  muft  re- 
tire, to  indulge  a  wcaknefs  I  find  impoiTible  to  over- 
come.     [J^i/f.]    Much  loAcd and  much  lamented 

youth! ^Farewell. Heaven  flrengthen  thecl 

• Eternally  farewell. 

Bar//.  The  beft  of  mafters,  and  of  men- FareweU. 

While  I  live  let  me  not  want  your  prayers. 

Tior.  Thou  fhalt  not.  Thy  peaee  being  made  with 
Heaven,  death  is  already  vanquifhed.  Bear  a  little 
longer  the  pains  that  attend  this  tranntory  life,  and 
ceaie  from  pain  for  ever.  [  Ex/t  Thorowgood. 

Barn.  Perhaps  I  fhall.  I  find  a  power  within,  that 
bears  my  foul  above  the  fears  of  death ;  and,  fpitc  of 
confcious  fliame  and  guilt,  gives  me  a  tafte  of  pleafure 
more  than  mortal. 

E/iter  Trueman  ^»//  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir,  there's  the  prifoner.  [  Exit  Keeper. 

Barn.  Traeman! — My  friend,  .whom  1  fo  wifiicd  to 
lee;  yet,  now  he's  here,  I  dare  not  look  upon  him. 

\Weepi. 

Tr.  Oh,  Barnwell !  Barnwell! 

Barn.  IVIercy!  Mercy!  gracious  Heaven!  For 
death,  but  not  for  this,  I  was  prepared. 

Tr.  What  have  I  fuiTered  fince  I  fawtheelaft!— 

What  pain  has  abfence  given  me! But,  Oh,  to 

fee  thee  thus! 

Barn.  I  kjiow  it  is  dreadful!     I  feel  the  angullh  of 

thy  generous  foul: But  1  was  born  to  murder 

all  who  love  me.  \^Both  ^Lveip. 

Tr.  I  came  not  to  reproach  you  ;  I  thought  to  bring 
you  comfort;  but  I'm  deceived,  for  I  have  none  to  give, 
1  came  to  fhare  thy  forrow,  but  cannot  bear  my  own. 

Barn.  My  fenie  of  guilt  indeed  you  cannot  knov.'; 
'tis  what  the  good  and  innocent,  like  you,  caiT  ne'er 
conceive:  but  other  griefs  at  prefent  I  have  none,  but 

whac 
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vhat  I  feel  for  you.  In  your  forrow  I  read  you  love 
meftill;  but  yer,  methinks,  "tis  Itrange,  when  Lcon- 
fider  what  I  am. 

Tr.  No  more  of  that.  I  can  remember  nothing  but 
thy  virtues,  thy  honeft,  tender  friendfhip,  our  former 
happy  ftate,  and  prefent  mifery.  Oh,  had  you  trufted 
me,  when  firfl;  the  fair  fcducer  tempted  you,  all  might 
have  been  prevented. 

Barn.  Alas,  thou  knoweft  not  what  a  wretch  I've 
been.  Breach  of  friendfhip  was  my  firil:,  and  leaft  of- 
fence. So  far  was  I  loft  to  goodnefs,  fo  devoted  to  the 
author  of  my  ruin,  that  had  fhe 'inlilled  on  my  mur- 
dering  thee,— 1   think 1  fhould  have 

done  it. 

Tr.  Pr'ythee  aggravate  thy  faults  no  more. 

Barn.l  think  I  faould!  Thus  good  and  generous 
as  YOU  are,  I  fhould  have  murdered  you  I 

Tr.  Vs'e  have  net  yet  embraced,  and  may  be  inter- 
rupted.    Come  to  my  arms. 

Barn.  Never,  never  will  I  tafle  fuch  joys  on  earth ; 
never  will  I  foothe  my  juft  remcrfe.  Are  thofe  honefl 
■  arms  and  faithful  bofom  fit  to  embrace  and  to  fnpport 
a  murderer?  Thefe  iron  fetters  only  Ihall  clafp,  and 
flinty  pavement  bear  m,e  \thn-jcing  himjdfon  the  gruii7id\  ; 
even  thefe  too  good  for  fach  a  bloody  monfter. 

Tr.  Shall  fortune  fe-\  er  thofe  whom  friendfliip  join- 
fd?  'Thy  miferies  cannot  lay  thee  fo  low,  but  lo^e 
will  find  thee.  Here  will  vre  offer  to  fl:ern  calamity; 
this  place  the  altar,  and  ourfelves  the  facrifice.  Oa 
mutual  groans  fliall  echo  to  each  other  through  the 
dreary  vault;  our  fighs  fhall  number  the  mxoments  as 
theypaf?:  and  mingling  tears  communicate  fuch  an-^ 
guifh,  as  words  were  ne\'er  made  to  exprefs. 

Barn.  Then  be  it  fo  \Rift7ig\.  Since  you  propofe  an 
intercourfe  of  woe,  pour  all  your  griefs  into  ray  breaft, 
and  in  exchange  take  mine  SJimhracing] .  \\' here's  now 
the  anguiih  that  you  promifed  ?  You've  taken  mine, 
and  make  me  no  return.  Sure  peace  and  comfort  dv/ell 
within  thefe  arras,  and  forrow  can't  approach  me  while 
I  am  here.  '  This  too  is  t|;e  work  of  Heaven;  which' 
'  -having  before  fpoke  peace  rnd  pardon  to  me,  now 
C  z  *  fends 
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*  fends  thee  to  confirm  it.'     Oh,   take,  take  lomc  of 
the  joy  that  overflcws  in}-  breafl! 

'7V.  I  do,  do.  Ahnig!:ty  power!  how  haft  thou 
made  us  capable  to  bear  at  once  the  extremes  of  plea- 
lure  and  of  pain! 

Enter  Keeper^ 

Keef.  Sir. 

97.  I  come.      -  [Exit  Kr'/'iur, 

Bnrn,  Miift  you  leave  mc  ?  Death  would  foon  have 
parted  us  for  evL'i, 

Tr.  Oh,  my  Barnwell!  there's  yet  another  taf/i  be- 
hind.    Again  your  I^art  muil:  bleed  for  others  woes. 

Bar>:.  l"o  meet  and  parr  with  you,  1  thought  was 
all  I  had  to  do  on  earth.  What  is  there  more  for  me  to 
do  or  fuffer  ? 

Tr.  I  dread  to  tell  thee,  yet  it  mud  be  known!— 
Mai^a 

Barn,  Our  mafler's  fair  and  virtuous  daughter? 

Tr.  'Die  fame. 

Barn.  No  misfortune,  I  hope,  has  reached  that 
maid!  Preferve  her.  Heaven,  from  every  ill,  tofhew 
mankind  that  goodnefsis  your  care! 

Tr.  Thy,  thy  misfortunes,  my  unhappy  friend, 
have  reached  her  ear.  Whatever  you  itnd  i  have  felt, 
and  more,  if  more  be  poffible,  fhc  feels  for  you. 

Bar-i.  *  I  knov/  he  doth  abhor  a  lie,  and  would  nbt 
'  triiie  with  his  dying  friend.'  This  is  indeed  thebit- 
ternefs  of  death.  \AJide. 

Tr.  You  muft  remember  (for  we  all  obferved  it)  for 
fome  time  pail,  a  heavy  melancholv  weighed  her  down. 
Difconfolate  flie  feemed,  and  pined  and  languiflied 
from  a  caufe  unknown  ;  till,  hearing  of  your  dreadful 
fate,  the  long-ftifled  flame  blazed  out;  '  fiie  wept  and 
*  wrung  her  hands,  and  tore  her  hair,'  and  in  tlie 
tranfport  of  her  grief  difcovered  her  own  loft  ftate, 
v/hilc  ftie  lamented  vours. 

Bail!.  '  Will  all  the  pain  I  feel  reftore  thy  eafe, 
'  lovely  unhappy  maid!  [{■ref/>i//g]'  Why  did  you 
not  let  mc  die,  and  never  know  it  ? 

Tr.  It  was  impollible.    She  makes  no  fccrct  of  hor 

paflion 
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paiTion  for  you ;  flie  is  determined  to  fee  you  ere  you 
die,  and  waits  for  me  to  introduce  her. 

^Fxiy  TrueTnan. 

Barn.  Vain,  bufy  thoughts,  be  ftil! !  What  avails  it 
to  think  on  what  I  might  have  been  !  I  now  am  what 
I've  made  myfelf. 

■Enter  Truenian  and  Maria. 

T/-.  Madam,  reludant  I  lead  you  to  this  difmal 
fcene.  This  is  the  feat  of  mifery  and  guilt.  Here 
awful  juilice  referves  her  public  vicftims.  This  ie  the 
entrance  to  a  fiiameful  death. 

Ma,  To  this  fad  place  then  no  improper  gueft,  the 
abandoned  loft  Maria  brings  defpair,  and  fees  the  fub- 
jecl  and  the  caufe  of  all  this  world  of  woe.  Silent  and 
motionlefs  he  Hands,  as  if  liis  fjul  had  quitted  her  abode, 
and  the  lifclefs  form  alone  was  left  behind,   *  yet  that 

*  fo  perfeft,  that  beauty  and  death,  e^er  at  enmity, 

*  now  feern  united  there.' 

Barn.  '  I  groan,  but  murmnr  not.'  Juft  Heaven !  I 
am  your  own  ;  do  with  me  what  you  pleafe. 

Ma.  Why  are  your  flreaming  ev^es  ftill  fix'd  below, 
as  though  thou'dft  give  the  greedy  earth  thy  forrows, 
and  rob  me  of  my  due  ?  Were  happinefs  within  your 
power,  you  fliouid  beftow  it  where  you  pieafcd  ;  but  in 
your  niifery  I  muft  and  will  partake. 

Barn.  Oh,  fay  not  fo,  but  fly,  abhcr,  and  leave  me 
to  my  fate.     Coniider  what  you  are,  '  how  vafl  your 

*  fortune,  and  how 'bright  your  fame.      Have  pity  on 
'  your  voutl\,  your  beaut_y,  and  unequalled  virtue  ;  for 

*  which  fo  many  noble  peers  have  (ighe^  in  vain.'    Blefs 
with  your  charms  fome  honourable  lord.    '  Adorn  with 

*  your  beauty,  and  by  your  example  improve  the  Englifh 

*  court  that  juiliy  claims  fuch  merit :'  fc  ihall  I  quickly 
be  to  you as  though  I  had  never  been. 

Ma.  When  I  forget  you,  I  muft  be  fo  indeed.  Rea- 
fon,  choice,  virtue  all  forbid  it.  Let  women,  like 
Millwood,  if  there  are  more  fuch  vv-omen,  fmile  in 
profperitv,  and  in  advcrfity  forfake.  Be  it  the  pride 
of  virtue  to  repaiVi  or  to  partake,  the  ruin  fuch  have 
m&de. 

C3  -37. 
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Tr.  Lovely,  illf'ated  maid!     '  Was  there  everfuch 

*  generous  diftrefs  before!     How  mud  this  pierce  his 

*  grateful  heart,  and  aggravate  his  wees. 

Barn.  Ere  I  knew  guilt  or  fhame,  when  fortune 
fmiled,  and  when  ray  youthful  hopes  were  at  the  higheft; 
if  then  to  ha\-c  raifed  my  thoughts  to  you,  had  been 
prefumption  in  me  never  to  have  been  pardoned,  think 
how  much  beneath  yourfclf  you  coudcftend  to  regard 
rae  now. 

*  Ma.  LetherbluflT,  who,  profltring  love,  invades 

*  the  freedom  of  your  fox's  choice,  and  meanly  fucs 

*  in  hopes  of  a  return.     Your  inevitable  fate  hath  ren- 

*  dered  hope  impoffible  as  v£tin.     Then  why  fhould  I 

*  fear  to  arow  a  paiTicn  fo  jult  and  fo  difinterefted? 

'   Tt:  If  any  fliould  take  occafion  from  Milhvood's 

*  crimes  to  libel  the  bcft  aiid  faireft  part  of  the  cr^a- 

*  tion,  here  let  them  fee  their  error.     The  moftdiltant 

*  hopes  of  fuch  a  tender  paffion  from  fo  bright  a  maid, 

*  might  add  to  the  hnppinefs  of  the  raoft  happy,  and 

*  m.ake  the  greateft  proud  ;  yet  here  'tis  lavifhcd  in  vain. 

*  Though  by  the  rich  prefent  the  generous  donor  isun- 

*  done,  he  on  whom  it  is  bellowed  receives  no  benefit. 

*  Barn.  So  the  aromatic  fpices  of  the  eaft,  which 

*  all  the  living  covet  and  efteem,  are  with  unavailing 

*  kindnefs  v/ailed  on  the  dead.' 

Ma.  Yes,  fruitlefs  is  my  love,  and  unavailing  all 
my  fighs  and  tears.  Can  they  faye  thee  from  approach- 
ing death?- from  fuch  a  death?. "  Oh  for^ 

*'  rotvinjupportahle!'' *  Oh,  terrible  idea! 

*  What  ishcrmifery  and  diftrefs,  who  fees  thefirft,  laft 

*  objeft  of  her  love,    for  whom  alone  (he'd  live,  for 
'  v/hom  ihe'd  die  a  thoufand  thou  Hind  deaths,  if  it 

*  v/ere  poffible,   expiring  in  her  arras!     Yet  (he   is 

*  happy,  when  compared  to  me.     Were  millions  of 

*  worlds  mine,  I'd  uladly  give  them  in  exchange  for 

*  her  condition.     The  moft  confumm.ate  woe  is  light 
'  to  mine.     The  laft   of  curfes    to    other   miferable 

*  maids  is  all  I  afk  for  my  relief,  and  that's  denied 

*  me. 

*  Tr.  Timeandrefleftion  curealHIls. 

*  Ma^  All  but  this.     His  dreadful  catailrophe  vir- 

*  tuc 
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*  tiie  herfdf  abhors.      To  give  a  holiday  to  fuburb 

*  flaves,  and  pafling  entertain  the  favage  herd,  who, 

*  elbowing  each  other  for  a  light,    parfue  and  prefs 

*  upon  him  like  his  fate! A  mind  with  piety  and 

*  refoJution   armed  may  fmile   on  death: But 

*  public  ignominy,  everlafling  fliame,  ftame  the  death 
'  cf  fculs,  to  die  a  thoufand  times,  and  yet  furvive 
■•  even  death  itfelf  in  never-dying  infamy Is  this 

*  to  be  endured? Can  I  who  live  in  him,  and  muft 

*  each  hour  of  my  devoted  life  feel  all  thefe  Vvoes  re- 

*  jiewed Can  I  endure  this  ? 

'  Tr.  Grief  has  fo  impaired  her  fpirits,  flie  pants, 

*  as  in  the  agonies  of  death.' 

Bnn/.  Freferve  her.  Heaven,  and  reftore  her  peace, 
nor  let  her  death  be  added  to  my  crimes !  [Be//  to//s.\ 
1  am  fuminoncd  to  my  fate. 

Enter  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir,  the  officers  attend  you.  rvlillwood  is 
already  fummoned. 

Barn.  Tell 'em,  lam  ready.  And  now,  my  friend, 
farewell  \_Embraa,vg'\.    Support  and  comfort,  the  bell 

you  can,  this  mourning  fair, —No  more 

Forget  not  to  pray  for  me.  *\fr7irnmg  to  Maria.] 
Would  you,  bright  excellence,  permit  me  the  honour 
of  a  chafte  embrace,  the  laft  happinefs  this  world 
could  give  were  mine.  [She  inc/ines  to^vnrds  him  ;  they 
embrace.^^  Exalted  goodnefs!  Oh,  turn  your  eyes  from 
earth  and  m.e  to  Heaven,  v\here  virtue,  like  yours,  is 
ever  heard.  Pray  for  the  peace  of  my  departing  foul ! 
Early  ray  race  of  wickednefs  began,  and  foon  I  reach- 
ed the  fummit.     *  Ere  nature  has  finiflied  her  work, 

*  and  ftamped  me  man,  juft  at  the  tim.e  when  others 

*  begin  to  itray,  my  courfe  is  finifhed.     Though  fliort 

*  my  fpan  of  afe,  and  few  my  days,  yet   count  my 
'  crimes  for  years,  and  I  have  lived  whole  ages.' 
Thus  juftice,   in  compaffion  to  mankind,    cuts  off  a 
wretch  like  me;   by  one  fuch  example  to  fecure  thou-. 
fanrs  from  future  ruin.      *  Jufiicc  and  mercy  are  in 

*  Heaven  the  fame:  its  utmolt  feverity  is  mercy  to  the^ 

*  vhole;  thereby  to  cure  man's  folly  and  prefumption, 

*  w  hich  elfe  would  render  even  infinite  mercy  vain  and 
«  inefieaual/ 
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If  any  youth,  like  you,  in  future  times 
Shall  mourn  my  fate,  the"  he  abhors  my  crime"'; 
Or  tender  maid,  like  you,  my  tale  fliall  hear. 
And  to  my  forrows  gi\  e  a  pitving  tear ; 
To  each  fuch  melting  eye  and  throbbing  heart. 
Would  gracious  Heaven  this  benefit  impart. 
Never  to  know  my  guilt,  nor  feel  my  pain. 
Then  muft  you  own  }0u  ought  not  to  complain. 
Since  you  nor  weep,  nor  I  Ihall  die  in  vain. 

f  Exeunt, 

*  SCENE,  the  place  of  execution.  The  gallo'ws  a  fid 
'  ladder  at  the  farther  end  of  the  jlage,  A  cron.vd  of 
'  fptllators,  Elunt'  and  Lucy.  ^ 

'  Lucy.  Heavens !  what  a  throng ! 

*  Elitnt.  How  terrible  is  death,  when  thus  prepared! 

*  Lucy.  Support  them.    Heaven!    thou  only  c;m"il 
fupport  them;  all  other  help  is  vain. 

'  Officer.     \lVithin.'\     Make  way  there;  make  way, 

*  and  give  the  prifoncrs  room. 

*  Lucy.  They  are  here.     Obfer\e  them  well.     How 
'  humble  and  compofed  young  Barnwell   feems;  but 

*  Millv.'ood  looks  wild,  ruffled  with  paffion,  confound- 

*  ed  and  am.azed. 

£/.7fr  Barnwell,  Millwood,  Officers ^  and  Executioner. 

*  ham.    See,  Millwood,    fee,    our  journey's  at    an 

*  end.     Life,  like  a  tale  that's  told,  is  palled  auay. 

*  That  ihort,  but  dark  and  unknown  paflage,  death, 

*  is  all  the  fpace  between  us  and  endlefs  joys,  or  woes 

*  eternal. 

*  Mill.  Is  this  the  end  of  all  my  flattering  hopes  ? 
<  Were  youth  and  beauty  given   me  for  a  curfe,  and 

*  wifdom  only  to  infurc  my  ruin?      They  were,  they 

*  were!     Heaven,  thou  haft  done  thy  worft.     Or,  if 

*  thou  haft   iu  ftore  feme  untried  plague,  fomewhat 

*  that's  worfe  than  fhame,  defpair,  and  death,  un- 
'  pitied  death,  confirmed  defpair,  and  foul-confound- 
'  mg  fhame;   fomething  that  men  and  angels    can't 

*  dcfcribe,   and  only  hends,    who  bear  it,   can  con- 

*  ccivc;    now,  pour  it  en  this  devoted  heao,   that  I 

m:iy 
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mav  feel  the  worft  thou  can'ft  inflift,  and  bid  defi- 
ance to  thy  utmoft  power. 

*  Barn.  Yet  ere  v.e pafs  the  dreadful gtilphof  death, 
yet  ere  vou're  plunged  in  everlafting  woe.  Oh,  bend 
your  ftubborn  knees  and  harder  heart,  humbly  to 
deprecate  the  wrath  divine.  Who  knows  but  Hea- 
ven, in  your  dying  moments,  may  befto.v  that  grace 
and  mercy  which  your  life  defpifed! 

'  Mill.  Why  name  you  mercy  to  a  wretch  like  mei 
Mercy  is  beyond  my  hope,  almoft  beyond  my  wilh. 
I  can't  repent,  nor  aik  to  be  forgiven. 

*  Barn.  Oh,  think  what  'tis  to  be  for  ever,  ever 
mifcral^le,  nor  with  vain  pride  cppofe  a  power  that's 
able  to  deilroy  you. 

*  Mill.  That  will  deftroy  me ;  I  feel  it  will.  A  da. 
luge  of  wrath  is  pouring  on  my  foul.  Chains, 
darknefs,  wheels,  racks,  iharp-ftinged  fcorpions, 
molten  lead,  and  whole  feas  of  fulphur,  are  light  t© 
what  I  feel. 

*  Barf!.  Oh,  add  not  to  your  vaft  account  defpair; 
a  fm  more  injurious  to  Heaven,  than  all  you've  yet 
committed. 

*  Mill.  Oh,  I  have  finned  beyond  the  reach  of 
mercy ! 

*  Barn.  Oh,  fay  not  fo;  'tis  blafphemy  to  think  it. 
As  yon  bright  roof  is  higher  than  the  earth,  fo  and 
much  more  does  Heaven's  goodnefs  pafs  our  appre- 
henfion.  Oh,  what  created  being  fhali  prefume  to 
circumfcrlbe  mercy  that  knows  no  bounds  ? 

*  Mill.  This  fields  no  hope.  Though  pity  may- 
be bouncllefs,  yet  'tis  free,  I  was  doomed  befone 
the  world  began  to  endlcG  pains,  and  thou  to  joy 
eternal. 

'  Barn.  Oh,  gracious  Heaven  [  extend  thy  pity  to 
her;  let  thy  rich  mercy  ilo.v  in  plenteous  ftreams,  to 
chace  her  fears,  and  heal  her  wounded  foul. 

*  Mill.  It  will  not  be :  your  pra}'ers  are  loft  in  air, 
or  elfe  returned,  perhaps,  v/ith  double  bieffings  to 
your  bofom  :  thev  help  not  me. 

'  Barn.  Yet  hear  me,  Millwood. 

*  Mill.  Awdy,    I  ^vill  not  hear  thee:  I  tell  thee, 

'  youth. 
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'  youth,  I  am  by  Heaven  devoted  a  dreadful  inftancR 
'  of  itspower  to  punifli.     [Banwell7?c'//« /o/r<rt;,]    If 

*  then  wilt  pray,  pra\-  for  thyfeif,  not  for  me.     How 

*  doth   his    fervent  foul  mount  v,ith  hrs' words,  and 

*  both  afcend  to  Heaven! — that  Heaven,  whofe  gates 
'  arc  Oiut  with  adamantine  bars  againft  my  prayers, 

.*  had  I  rhc  v/ill  to  pray.     T  cannot  bear  it!  Sure  'tis 
'  the  worft  of  torments  to  behold  others  enjoy  that 

*  blifs  which  we  mud  never  tafle. 

*  Officer.  The  utmoll  limit  of  yonr  time's  expired. 

'  Mill.  EncompafTed  with   horror,    whither  muft  I 

*  go  ?     I  would  not  live — nor  die That  I  could 

*  ceafe  to  be— ^ — or  ne'er  had  been! 

*  Barf}.  Since  peace  and  comfort  are  denied   her 

*  here,  may  flie  find  mercy  w^here  fhe  Icaft  expefts  it, 

*  and  this  be  all  her  hell!     From  our  example  may  all 
'  be  taught  to  fly  the  firft  approach  of  vice ;  but  if 

*  o'ertakcn 

*  By  ftrong temptation,  wcaknefs,  orfurprize, 
'  Lament  their  guilt,  and  by  repentance  rife ; 

*  Th'  impenitent  alone  die  unforgiven: 

*  To  lin  's  like  m.an,  and  to  forgive  like  Heaven, 

*  Enter  Trueman. 
'  Lucy.  Hcart-breal^ing  fight! Oh,  wretched, 

*  wretched  Millwo6d! 

*  Tr.  How  is  Ihe  difpofed  to  meet  her  fate  ? 
'■[Blunt.  Who  can  defcribe  unutterable  woe? 

*  tucy.  She  goes  to  death  encompaffed  v.ith  horror, 

*  loathing  life,  and  yet  afraid  to  die.     No  tongue  can 
'  tell  her  anguifh  and  defpair. 

*  Tr.  Heaven  be  better  to  her  than  her  fears!    May 

*  file  prove  a  warning  to  others,  a  monument  of  mercy 

*  in  herfelf. 

*  Lacy.  Oh,  fojrrow  infupportable!     Break,  break, 

*  my  heart. 
'■tr.  In  vain 

With  bleeding  hearts,  and  weeping  eyes,  wefhow 
A  humane,  gui'rous  fenfe  of  others  woe, 
IJnIefj  we  mark  v/hat  drew  their  ruin  on. 
And,  by  avoiding  that,  prevent  our  own. 

EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Maria. 

OlNCE  Fate  has  robb'd  me  of  the  hr/phfs youth^ 

For  ivhom  my  heart  had  hoarded  up  its  truth t 
By  all  the  laivs  of  lo've  and  honour,  f/O'iv, 
I'm  free  again  to  choafe -and  one  of  you. 

Butfoft njoith  caution  fiyfi  I' II  round  me  peep  : 

Maids  in-  my  cafe  Jhould  look  before  they  leap. 
Here's  choice  enough^  of  R:arious  forts  and  hue,  T 

The  cit,  the  <vcit,  the  rake  cock'd  up  in  cue^  ^ 

_  The  fair  fpruce  mercer,  a^id  the  taivny  feiv.  J 

Snppofe  I fearch  thefober  gallery 
Sphere's  none  but  'prentices,  and  cucko. 
And  thefe,  I  doubt ,  are  thofe  that  ?nake  'enifo 

[Pointing  to  the  boxes. 

'T/'i  'Very  <vjcll,  enioy  the  jeji : but  you 

Fine  potvderedfparks f^fy'i  Fm  told  'tis  true, 

1  our  happy  fpoufes can  fnake  cuckolds  too. 

'Tivixt you  and  them  the  diff'rence  this,  perhaps. 
The  c it's  ajham'd  ivhene'er  his  duck  he  'traps  ; 
But  you,  avhen  madam's  tripping,  let  her  fall. 
Cock  up  your  hats ,  and  take  nojhame  at 'all. 

What  if  fame  fa^voured  poe^  I  could  meet, 
Whofe  lo-je  -would  lay  his  laurels  at  yny  feet : 

No paitited  paj/icn  real  lo've  abhors 

Mis  flame  njoould  pro've  the  fuit  of  creditors. 

Not  to  detain  you  then  ^^.vith  longer  paufe, 

Infhort  my  heart  to  this  conclnfion  dra^xos 

J  yield  It  to  the  hand  that's  loudeft  in  upplaufe. 


zvny  Jew,  J 

■? No;  7 

■Rolds  all-a-'i-o-v ;  V 

•nake  'em  fo.  j 
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PROLOGUE. 

J  N  thefe  diftraBed  times,  nxihen  each  man  dreads 

The  blcody  Jlratagems  of  bujy  heads : 
When  ive  had  feared  three  years  -Tve  knozv  not  ixjhaty      T 
'Til!  ivitnejfes  begati  to  die  oUh^  rot ;  > 

What  made  our  poet  meddle  nvith  a  plot  ?  J 

Was'i  that  he  fancy  d  for  the  very  fake. 
And  name  of  plot,  his  trifing  play  might  take? 
For  there's  not  iii't  one  inch-board  evidence ; 
But  'tis,  he  fays,  to  riafon  plain  and  fenfe  ; 
And  that  he  thinks  a  plaufible  defence. 
Were  truth  by  fenfe  and  reafon  to  be  try^d. 
Sure  all  our  fvoearers  might  he  laid  afde. 
No  ;  of  fuch  tools  cur  author  has  no  need. 
To  make  his  plot,  or  make  his  flay  fuccced  ; 
He  of  black  hills  has  no  prodigious  tales. 
Or  Spanifh  pilgrims  cafi  afhore  in  Wales : 
H're''s  not  one  murder  d  magifrate,  at  leaf. 
Kept  rank,  like  'vetifon  for  a  city  feaj}, 
'  Groivn  four  days  fijf,  the  better  to  prepare 
And  fit  his  pliant  lifnbs  to  ride  in  chair. 
2^et  here^s  an  army  raised,  thd'  -under  grcundf 
But  no  man  Jeen,  nor  one  cornmiffon  found : 
Here  is  a  traitor  too,  that''s  'very  old. 
Turbulent,  fubtle,   mifchitfous,  and  bold. 
Bloody,  re"Jengeful,  and^to  crovun  his  part, 
Lotes  fumbling  ^wirh  a  nxench  ivith  all  his  heart : 
'Till,  after  having  many  changes  pofi. 
In  fpite  of  age  (thanks  t'' heaven)  is  hangd  at  lafi  ; 
Nixt  is  a  fenator  that  keeps  a  nvhore. 
In  Y&nicc  nine  a  higher  ofiice  bore, 
i  0  levodnefs  C'v'rj  night  the  letchsr  ran", 
Shevj  me,  all  London,  fch  another  man; 
Match  him  at  mother  CreiwelPs,  if  you  can, 
O  Poland  !  Poland !  had  it  been  thy  lot 
T'have  heard  in  time  of  this  Venetian  plot. 
Thou  furely  chofen  hadji  one  king  from  thence. 
And  honour'' d  them,  as  then  haft  England  fence. 
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A    PLOT    DISCOFER'D, 

ACT      I. 

SCENE,  a  Street  in  Venice. 

Efiter  Priuli  and  Jaff.er. 
Pri.  T^^TC  more  !  I'll  hear  no  more  !  begone  and  leave 

JuJ/^.  Not  hear  me  !   by  my  {"ufFerings  but  you  fhall ! 
My  lord  !  my  lord  !  I'm  not  that  abjedt  wretch 
You  think  me.     Patience  !  where's  the  dillance  throws 
Me  back  Co  far,  but  I  may  boldly  fpeak 
In  right,  tho'  proud  opprcffion  will  not  hear  me? 

Pri.   Have  you  not  vvrong'd  me  ? 

y<^//~.  Could  my  nature  e'er    • 
Have  brook'd  injuftice,  or  the  doing  wrong, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myfeif 
To  eain  a  hearinjj  from  a  cruel  father. 
Wrong'd  you ! 

Pri.  Yes,  vvrong'd  me!  in  the  nicell  point. 
The  honour  of  my  houfe,  you've  done  me  wrong. 
You  may  remember  (for  now  I  will  fpeak. 
And  urge  its  bafenefs)  when  you  firft  came  home 
From  travel,  with  fuch  hopes  as  made  you  look'd  on 
By  all  men's  eyes,  a  youth  of  expedation  ; 
Pleas'd  with  your  growing  virtue,  I  recciv'd  you  ; 
Courted,  and  fought  to  raife  you  to  your  ments ; 
My  houfe,  my  table,   nay,  my  fortune  too, 
My  very  felf  was  yours ;  you  might  have  us'd  me 
T'o  your  beft  fervice  ;  like  an  open  friend 
I  treated,  trufted  you,  and  thought  you  mine: 
When,  in  requital  of  my  beft  endeavours. 
You  treacheroufly  prai^is'd  to  undo  me  ; 
Seduc'd  the  weaknefs  of  my  age's  darling. 
My  only  child,  and  Hole  her  from  my  bofom. 
O!  Belvidera! 

7^I> 
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'Jaff.  'Tis  to  me  you  owe  her  : 
Childlefs  you  had  been  elfe,  and  in  the  grave 
Your  name  extinift;  no  more  PriuU  heard  of. 
Yoa  may  remember,  fcarce  five  years  are  paft^ 
Since  in  your  brigantine  you  fail'd  to  ite 
Tht  Adriatic  wedded  by  our  duke; 
And  I  was  with  you  :  your  unfkilful  pilot 
Daih'd  us  upon  a  rock;  when  :o  your  boat 
You  made  for  faiety  :  enler'd  firft  youritlf; 
Th'  afFrighted  Bduidera,  following  next, 
hi>  fhe  ilood  trembling  on  the  veflel's  fide. 
Was  by  a  wave  waih'd  off  into  the  deep: 
When  iauantly  I  plung'd  into  the  fea. 
And  buffeting  the  billows  to  her  refcue, 
Redeem'd.  her  life  with  half  the  lofs  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  conqueil,  in  one  hand  I  bore  her. 
And  with  the  other  daih'd  the  faucy  waves, 
That  throng'd  and  prefs'd  to  rob  me  of  my  prize. 
I  brought  her,  gave  Jier  to  your  defpairing  arms: 
Indeed  you  thank'd  me ;  but  a  nobler  gratitude 
Rofe  in  her  foul ;  for  from  that  hour  fne  lov'd  me, 
*Ti]l  for  her  life  ihe  paid  me  with  herfelf. 

Pri.  You  ftole  her  from  me ;  like  a  thief  you  flole  \\zx^ 
At  dead  of  night :  that  carfed  hour  you  chofe 
To  rifle  me  of  all  my  heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  joys  in  her  prove  falfe,  like  mine  j 
A  fterile  fortune,  and  a  barren  bed. 
Attend  you  both:  continual  difcord  make 
Your  days  and  nights  bitter  and  grievous  llill^ 
May  the  hard  hand  of  a  vexatious  need 
Opprefs  and  grind  you;  till  at  laft  you  find 
The  curfe  of  difobedience  all  your  portion. 

Jaff.  Half  of  jour  curfe  you  have  beftow'd  in  vain^^j 
Heav'n  has  already  crown'd  our  faithful  loves 
With  a  young  boy,  fweet  as  his  mother's  beauty : 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  than  his  grandlire. 
And  happier  than  his  father. 

Pri.  Rather  live 
To  bate  thee  for  his  bread,  and  din  your  ears 
With  hungry  cries;  whillf  his  unhappy  mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  bitternefs  of  want. 

"Jaff.  You  talk  as  if  'twould  pleafe  you. 

Pri.  'T would,  by  Heav'n  ! 
*■  Once  flie  was  dear  indeed ;  the  drops  that  fell 

A.  3,  *Fr.om. 


6  VENICE    PRESERV'D. 

*  From  my  fai''  !.  art,  when  (he  forgo:  her  duty, 

•  The  fointain  oi"  my  lif-  was  not  fo  precious — 

•  Bjt  flie  is  go;  e,  and,  )f  I  am  a  man, 

♦  I  will  for[;et  htr.' 

Jaf.  VViuiId  I  were  in  my  grave  ! 

Pn.  And  (Tie  too  with  thee  : 
For,  living  here,  you're  but  my  curs'd  remembrancer. 
I  once  was  happy. 

yaff.  V..U  ufe  :r:a  thus,  becaufe  you  know  my  foul 
Ts  tond  (tt  Bil-uidara.     You  perceive 
My  life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me. 
Oh  !   could  my  foul  ever  have  found  fatiety  ; 
Were  I  that  thief,  the  doer  of  fuch  wrongs 
As  you  upbraid  mc  with,  what  hinders  me 
But  I  might  fend  her  back  to  you  with  contumely, 
And  court  my  fortune  where  fhe  would  be  kinder  I 

Pri.  You  dare  not  do't. 

y^'Jf'.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  dare  not. 
IVly  heart,  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  mailer: 
Three  years  are  paft,  fince  fit  ft  our  vows  were  plighted, 
[During  which  time,  the  world  muft  bear  me  witncfs, 
I've  treated  Bdvidera  like  your  daughter, 
The  daughter  of  a  finator  of  Venice : 
Dillindion,  place,  attendance,  and  obfervance, 
Due  to  her  birth,  fhc  always  has  commanded. 
Out  of  my  little  fortune  I've  dore  this  ; 
Becaufe  (ho'  hopelef;  eer  to  win  your  nature) 
The  worid  might  fee  I  lov'd  her  for  herfelf ; 
Not  as  the  heirefs  of  the  great  Ptiuli. 

Pri.  No  more. 

Jaff''  Yes,  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There's  not  a  wretch,  that  lives  on  common  charity, 
Eut^s  happier  than  me:   for  I  have  known 
The  lufcious  fweets  of  plenty  ;   every  night 
Have  flept  with  foft  content  about  my  head. 
And  never  wak'd,  but  to  a  joyful  morning  : 
Yet  now  mull  fall,  like  a  full  ear  of  corn, 
Whofe  biofTom  Tcap'd,  yet's  wither'd  in  the  ripening, 

Pri.  Ho;ne,  and  be  humble  ;  Itudy  to  retrench  ; 
Difcharge  the  lazy  vermin  of  thy  hall. 
Tnofe  pageants  of  thy  folly  : 
Reduce  tae  g'itt'ring  trappings  of  thy  wit'c 
To  humble  weeds  fit  for  :hy  little  llatc  : 
"J^'ieD,  to  forae  fuburb  cottage  both  retire; 

J)j-udgjp 
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Bilidge  to  feed  loathfome  life ;  get  brats  and  flarve 

Home,  home,  I  fay.  [Exit^ 

J-iff.  Yes,  if  my  heart  would  let  me 

This  proud,  this  fwelling  heart:  home  I  would  go, 

i-lut  that  my  doors  are  hateful  to  my  eyes, 

Fill'd  and  damm'd  up  with  gaping  creditors. 

I've  now  not  fifty  ducats  in  the  world. 

Yet  ftill  I  am  in  love,  and  pleas'd  with  ruin. 

Oh  Bel'videra '.    Oh  !  (he  is  my  wife 

And  we  wiil  bear  our  wayward  fate  together. 
But  ne'er  know  comfort  more. 

Enter  Pierre. 
Fier.   My  friend,  good-morrow. 
How  fares  the  honeft  partner  of  my  heart  ? 
What,  melancholy  !   not  a  word  to  fpare  me ! 

Jaff.  I'm  thinking,  Pierre,  how  that  damn'd  flarvlng 
Cail'd  honedy,  got  footing  in  the  world.  [quality, 

Pitr.  Why,  powerful  villainy  firil  fet  it  up, 
For  its  own  eafe  and  fafety.     Honeft  men 
Are  the  foft  eafy  cufhiions  on  which  knaves 
Repofe  and  fatten.     Were  all  mankind  villains. 
They'd  fiarve  each  other;  lawyer-  would  want  praflice, 
Cut-throats  rewards  :  each  man  would  kill  his  brother 
Him.felf ;  none  would  be  paid  or  hang'd  for  murder. 
Honelly  !  'twas  a  cheat  invented  firit 
To  bind  the  hands  of  bold  deferving  rogues, 
That  fools  and  cowards  might  fit  fafe  in  power. 
And  lord  it  uncontrould  above  their  betters. 
Jaff.  Then  honefty  is  but  a  notion  ? 
Pitr.  Nothing  elfe: 
Like  wit,  much  talk'd  of,  not  to  be  defin'd: 
He  that  pretends  to  moft,  too,  has  leafl:  ihare  in't, 
'Tis  a  ragged  vi.  tue.     Honefty  !  no  more  on't. 
Jaff.   Sure  thou  a;t  honeft  ? 
Pur.  So,  indeed,  men  think  me; 
But  they  are  miftaken,  Jaffier:   I  am  a  rogue 
As  well  as  they; 

A  fine,  gay,  bold-fac'd  villain  as  thou  feeft  me. 
'Tis  true,  I  pay  my  debts,  when  they're  contraded; 
I  fteal  from  no  man;  would  not  cut  a  throat 
To  gain  admifiion  to  a  great  man's  purfe. 
Or  a  whote's  bed;  I'd  not  betray  my  friend 
To  get  his  place  or  fortune ;  I  fcorn  to  flatter 

A  4  A  blown- 
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A  blown-up  fool  above,  to  crolh  the  wretch  beneath  me; 
Yet,  Jafier,  for  all  this  I  am  a  villain. 

Jaff.   A  villain  ! 

Pier.  Yes,  and  a  mofl  notorious  villain; 
To  fee  the  fuficrings  of  my  fcUow-creatures, 
And  own  myfelf  a  man  :   to  fee  our  fenators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  fhew 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  mull  talle  of. 
They  fay,  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fetterij 
Vet  whom  they  pleafc  they  lay  in  bafeft  bonds ; 
Ering  whom  they  pleafc  to  infamy  and  forrow; 
Drive  us,  like  wrecks,  down  the  rough  tide  of  power, 
V/hilll  no  hold  is  to  fave  us  from  dellruftion. 
i^U  that  bear  this  are  villains,   and  I  one. 
Not  to  roufe  up  at  that  great  call  of  nature. 
And  check  the  growth  of  thefe  domellic  fpoilers, 
That  make  us  flaves,  and  tell  us,  'tis  our  charter. 

'  'JaJ^.  O  Aquilina  I  Friend,  to  lofe  fuch  beauty, 

*  The  dearefl  purchafe  of  thy  noble  labours  ! 

*  She  was  thy  right  by  conquefl,  as  by  love. 

'  Piir.  O  Jajjier  !  I  had  fo  fix'd  my  heart  upon  hcr> 

*  That  wherefoe'er  I  fram'd  a  fcheme  of  life, 

*  For  time  to  come,  (he  was  my  only  joy, 

*  With  which  I  wiili'd  to  fweeten  future  cares : 

*  I  fancy'd  pleafures,  none,  but  one  that  loves 

*  And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  'em: 

*  When  in  the  extremity  of  all  thefe  hopes, 
'  In  the  moft  charming  hour  of  expcftation, 

*  Then,  when  our  eager  wilhes  fdar  the  higheft, 

*  Ready  to  floop  and  grafp  the  lovely  game, 

*  A  haggard  owl,  a  vvorthlefs  kite  of  prey, 

*  With  his  foul  wings,  fail'd  in,  and  fpoil'd  my  quarry. 

'  J'^ff-  I  l^'^o^v  the  wretch,  and  fcorn  him  as  thou  hat'Il 

him. 
'  Pier.  Curfe  on  the  common  good  that's  fo  protefted, 

*  Where  every  flave,  that  heaps  up  wealth  enough 

*  To  do  much  wrong,  becomes  the  lord  of  right ! 

*  I,  who  believ'd  no  ill  could  e'er  come  near  mc, 

*  Found  in  the  embraces  of  my  Aquilma 

*  A  wretched,  old,  but  itching  fenator; 

*  A  wealthy  fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  title : 
'  A  rogue  that  ufes  be.iuty  like  a  lamb-fkin, 

*  Barely  to  keep  iim  warm ;  that  iilthy  cuckow  too 

*  Was, 
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*  Was,  in  my  abfence,  crept  into  my  neft, 

*  And  fpoiling  all  my  brood  of  noble  pleafure. 

'  yaj:  Did'-'ft  thou  not  chace  him  thence  T 
'  Pier.  I  did,  and  drove 

*  The  rank  old  bearded  hirco  linking  home. 

*  The  matter  was  complain'd  of  in  the  fenate, 

*  I  fummon'd  to  appear,  and  cenfur'd  bafely, 

*  For  violating  fomething  they  cali'd  privilege— 

*  This  was  the  recompence  of  all  my  fervice; 

*  Would  I'd  been  racher  beaten  by  a  coward. 

*  A  foldier's  miflrefs,  Ja^^er,  is  his  religion; 

*  When  that's  profan'd,  all  other  ties  are  broken  : 

*  That  even  difiblves  all  former  bonds  of  fervice  j 
'  And  from  that  hour  I  think  myfelf  as  free 

*  To  be  the  foe,  as  e'er  the  friend  of  Venice — 

'  Nay,  dear  revenge,  whene'er  thou  call'rt,  I'm  ready.' 

Jaff.  I  think  no  fafety  can  be  here  for  virtue, 
Arid  grieve,  my  friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
la  fuch  a  wretched  ftate  as  this  of  Venice, 
Where  all  agtee  to  fpoil  the  public  good, 
And  villains  fatten  with  the  brave  man's  labours. 

Pier.  We've  neither  fafety,  unity,  nor  peace,  my  friendj- 
For  the  foundation's  loft  of  common  good  ; 
Jultice  is  lame,  as  well  as  blind,  amongft  us; 
The  laws  (corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  'em) 
Serve  bat  for  inllruments  of  fome  new  tyranny. 
That  every  day  Itarts  up,  t'enflave  us  deeper. 
Wow  could  this  glorious  caufe  but  find  out  friends^ 
To  do  it  right,  O  j^affier  !  then  might'il  thou 
Not  wear  thofe  feals  of  woe  upon  thy  face ; 
The  proud  Priuli  {hoald  be  taught  humanity. 
And  learn  to  value  fuch  a  fon  as  thou  art. 
1  dare  not  fpeak,  but  my  heart  bleeds  this  moment,. 

Jaff'.  Curs'd  be  the  caufe,  tho'  I,  thy  friend,  be  parC 
Let  me  partake  the  troubles  of  thy  bofom,  [P'l't  • 

For  I  ani  us'd  to  mis'ry,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  way  to  fweeten't  to  thy  fpirit. 

Pier.  Too  foon  twill  reach  thy  knowledge-^ 

Jojf.  Then  from  thee 
Let  it  ;<r0Geed.     There's  virtue  in  thy  friendfiifp, 
W^ouid  make  the  faducll  rale  of  forrow  pleafmp. 
Strengthen  ray  conilaircy,  and  v/ekome  ruin. 

Pier.  Then,  thou  art  ruin'd  ! 

Jfi£'.  That  I  long  iince  knew ; 

A  c  land 
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1  and  ill-fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Pier.  I  pafs'd  this  very  moment  by  thy  doors,. 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  troop  of  villains; 
The  fons  of  public  rapine  were  deftroying. 
They  told  me,  by  the  fentence  of  the  law. 
They  had  commiffion  to  feize  all  thy  fortune : 
Nay  more,  Priuh^s  cruel  hand  had  fign'd  it. 
Here  flood  a  ruflian  with  an  horrid  face. 
Lording  it  o'er  a  pilt;  of  maffy  plate, 
■  Tumbled  into  a  heap  for  public  fale ; 
There  was  another  making  villainous  jefis 
At  thy  undoing  :  he  had  ta'en  pofTeflion 
Of  all  thy  ancient  moil  domeftic  ornaments, 
Rich  hangings  intermixed  and  wrought  with  gold; 
The  very  bed,  which  on  thy  wedding-night 
Receiv'd  thee  to  the  arms  of  Bel'viJerOf 
The  fcene  of  all  thy  joys,  was  violated 
Ey  the  coarfe  hands  of  filthy  dungeon  villains, 
i\nd  thrown  amongft  the  common  lumber. 

y^iff'.  Now  thank  Heaven 

Ptir.  Thank  Heaven  !  for  what? 

Jaff.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  ducat. 

Pier.  Curfe  thyduil  liars,  and  the  worfe  fate  of  Finhe, 
Where  brothers,  friends  and  fathers  are  all  falfe; 
Where  there's  no  truth,  no  trull;  where  Innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  Opprellion,  and  Vice  lords  it. 
Haciil  thou  but  feen,  as  I  did,  how  at  lalt 
Thy  beauteous  Eelnjidera,  like  a  wretch 
That's  doom'd  to  banifihment,  came  weeping  forth, 

•  Shining  thro'  tears,  like  April-'uns  in  ihower?, 

*  That  labour  to  o'ercome  the  cloud  tliat  loads  'em;' 
Whilft  two  young  virgins,  on  whofe  arm  flie  lean'd. 
Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  grief  grew  fad, 

>\3  if  they  catch'd  the  forrows  that  fell  fiom  her; 
Ev'n  the  lewd  rabble,  that  were  gatlier'd  round 
To  fee  the  fight,  llocd  mute  when  they  beluld  her; 
Govern'd  their  roaring  throats,  and  grumbled  pity; 
1  could  have  hugg'd  the  greafy  rogues :  they  pleas'd  mc. 

yaj}\   1  thank  thee  for  this  ilory,  from  my  foul ; 
Since  i.ow  I  know  the  worlt  that  can  befall  me. 
Ah,  Pierre!  1  have  a  heart  that  could  have  borne 
The  rougheft  wrong  my  fortune  could  have  done  mc  ; 
Bui  when  I  think  vj\).,ii  Belvidera  feels, 
The  bitterneii;  her  tender  fpirits  taile  of, 

I  own 
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I  own  inyfelf  a  coward  ;  bear  my  weaknefs ; 
If,  throwing  thus  my  arms  about  thy  neck, 
I  p!ay  ihe  boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  bofom. 
Oh  !  I  (hall  drown  thee  with  my  forrow  s. 

Pier.  Burn, 
Firft,  burn  and  level  y^'n'ce  to  thy  ruin. 
What !  ftarve,  like  bej^gars  brats,  in  frofty  weather, 
Under  a  hedge,  and  whine  ourfelves  to  death  ! 
Thou,  or  thy  caufe,  fhall  never  want  affiftance, 
Whilft  I  have  blood  or  fortune  lit  to  leive  thee : 
Command  my  heart,  thourt  every  way  its  mafter. 

y^jf.  No,  there's  a  lecret  pride  in  bravely  dying. 

Fier.  Rats  die  in  holes  and  corners,  dogs  run  mad; 
Man  knows  a  braver  remedy  for  forrow ; 
Revenge,  die  attribute  of  gods ;  they  ftamp'd  it. 
With  their  great  image,  on  our  natures.     Die  1 
Confider  well  the  caufe,  that  calls  upon  thee  : 
.And,  if  thou'rt  bafe  enough,  die  then.     Remembar, 
Thy  Bsividera  fufiers  ;  Belnjidoa  ! 
Die -damn  firft — What!  be  decently  interr'd 
In  a  church-yaid,  and  mingle  thy  brave  duil 
With  rtinking  rogues,  that  rot  in  dirty  winding-fl'.eets. 
Surfeit  Jlain  fools,  the  common  dung  o'th'  foil  1 

Jaff.  Oh! 

Pit:r.  Well  faid,  out  with't,  fwear  a  little 

Jaff.  Swear !  By  fea  and  air  ;  by  earth,  by  Heav'n  and 
1  will  revenge  my  Behidera^s  tears.  [hell. 

Hark  thee,  my  friend — Priuli — is— a  fenator. 

Pier.  A  dog. 

Jaff.  Agreed. 

Pier.  Shoot  him. 

Jiff.  With  all  my  heart. 
No  more;  where  (ha'l  we  meet  at  night? 

Pier.  I'll  tell  thee  ; 
On  theRialto,  every  night  at  twelve, 
1  take  my  evening's  walk  of  meditation  : 
Thcie  we  two'll  meet,  and  talk  of  precious 
Mifchief n. 

Jaff.  Farewel. 

Pier,  At  twelve. 

J(ff-   At  any  hour;  my  plagues 
Will  keep  rne  waking.  [Exit  Pierre, 

Tell  me  why,  good  Heaven, 
Thou  mad'il  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  fpirit, 
Afpiring  thoughts,  and  elegant  defires, 

A  6  That 
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That  fill  the  happieft  ir.an  ?  Ah  rather  why 
Didlt  thou  r.ot  form  me  fordid  as  my  fate, 
Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  burthens  ? 
Why  have  I  fenfe  to  know  the  curfe  that's  on  mc? 
Is  this  jult  dealing,  Nature  ?  Belvidtra  ! 

Enter  Belvidera. 
Poor  Belvidx  ra  f 

Bel.  Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  virgin?, 
To  that  kind  voice,     Wy  lord,  my  love,  my  refuge  1 
Hsp^y  my  eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  face  ! 
My  heavy  heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  fight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  fprightful  joys. 
Oh  Imile  1  as  when  our  loves  were  in  their  fpring. 
And  chear  my  fainting  foul. 

y^ff.  As  when  our  loves 
Were  in  their  fpring  !  Has  then  our  fortunes  chang'd  ? 
Art  thou  rot,  Belvidera^  ftill  the  fame. 
Kind,  gocd,  and  tender,  as  my  arms  firft  found  thee? 
\^  thou  art  alter 'd,  where  fhali  I  have  harbour? 
Where  eafe  mv  loaded  heart  ?  Oh  !   where  complain  ? 

Bel.  Dees  this  appear  like  change,  or  love  decaying, 
When  thus  I  throw  myfelf  into  thy  bofom. 
With  ail  the  refolution  of  ftrong  truth  ! 
Beats  not  my  heart,  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
'To  a  new  charge  of  blifs  ?  1  joy  more  in  thee, 
Than  did  thy  mother,  when  fhe  hugg'd  thee  firft. 
And  bkfs'd  the  gods  for  all  her  travail  part. 

Joff.  Can  there  in  woman  be  fuch  glorious  faith? 
Sure  all  ill  flories  of  thy  fex  are  falfe! 

0  woman  !   lovely  Vv'oman  1  Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  man  :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you  ! 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  look  like  you  : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heaven; 
Amazing  brightnefs,  purity  and  truth, 

Eternal  joy,  and  everlalting  love. 

Bel.  If  love  be  treafurc,  we'll  be  wond'rous  rich  j 

1  have  fo  much,  my  heart  will  furely  break  with't : 
Vows  can't  exprefs  it.     When  I  would  declare 

How  great's  the  joy,  I'm  dumb  with  the  big  thought; 

I  fwcU,  I  figh,  and  labour  with  my  longing. 

O  !  lead  me  to  fonie  defart  wide  and  wild, 

Barren  as  cur  misfortunes,  where  my  foul 

iVIay  have  its  vent,  where  I  may  toll  aloud 

To  the  high  heavens,  and  ev'ry  lift'ning  planet. 

With  vshat  a  bcundlefs  ftotk  my  bofom's  fraught ; 

Where 
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Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  arms  about  thee. 
Give  loofe  to  love,  with  kifies  kindling  joy. 
And  let  oflFall  the  fire  that's  in  my  heart. 

J  off.  O  Bel'vidna  !  doubly  I'm  a  beggar  : 
Undone  by  fortune,  and  in  debt  to  thee. 
Want,  worldly  want,  that  hungry  meagre  fiend, 
Js  at  my  heels,  and  chafes  me  in  view. 
Can'll  thou  bear  cold  and  hunger  ?  Can  thefe  Umbs, 
Fram'd  for  the  tender  offices  of  love, 
Endure  the  bitter  gripes  of  fmarting  poverty  ? 
When  banifh'd  by  our  miferies  abroad 
(As  fuddenly  we  lliall  be)  to  feek  out 
In  fome  far  climate,  where  our  names  are  Grangers, 
For  charitable  fuccour ;  wilt  thou  then, 
When  in  a  bed  of  Itraw  we  Ihrink  together. 
And  the  bleak  winds  fhall  whiltle  round  our  heads  j 
Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me  ?  Wilt  thou  then 
H-ufli  my  cares  thus,  and  fiielter  me  with  love  ? 

Bel.  Oh  !   I  will  love  thee,  even  in  madnefs  love  thee  j 
Tho'  my  diftrafted  fenfes  fliould  forfake  me, 
I'd  find  fome  intervals  when  my  poor  heart 
Should  'fwage  itfelf,  and  be  let  loofe  to  thine. 
Tho'  the  bare  earth  be  all  our  refting-place. 
Its  roots  our  food,  fome  cUft  our  habitaion, 
I'll  make  this  arm  a  pillow  for  thine  head  ; 
And  as  thou  fighing  ly'lt,  and  fwell'd  with  forrow, 
Cret-p  to  thy  bofom,  pour  the  balm  of  love 
Into  thy  foul,  and  kifs  thee  to  thy  reil ; 
Then  praife  our  gods,  and  watch  thee  till  the  morning. 

Jaff.  Hear   this,  you  iieav'ns,  and  wonder  how  yoa 
made  her  ! 
Reign,  reign,  ye  monarchs  that  divide  the  world, 
Bu!y  religion  ne'er  will  let  you  know 
Tranquillity  and  happinefs  like  r.'ine  ;        , 
Like  gaudy  ftjips,  the  obfequious  billows  fall. 
And  rife  again,   to  lift  you  in  yO'ir  pride  ; 
They  wait  but  for  a  florm,  tind  then  devour  you  ; 
I  in  my  private  bark  already  wreck'd, 
Like  a  poor  merchant  driven  to  unknown  land, 
Thc;t  had  by  chance  pack'd  up  his  choicelt  iieafure 
In  one  dear  ca&ct,  and  fav'd  only  that ; 
Since  1  muil  wander  farther  on  tie  Ihore,  ^ 

Thus  hug  my  little,  but  my  precious  ftore,  V. 

Kefolv'd  to  fcorn,  and  uuit  my  fate  no  more.        \^Ex.  j 

A  C  T 
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ACT      11. 
*  Enier  Pierre  a/i^  Aquilina. 

*  uigui.  'ry  Y  all  thy  wrongs,  thou'rt  dearer  to  my  arms 

IJ   '  Than  all  the  wealth  oi  Fenice.  Prithee  Hay, 

*  And  let  us  love  to-night. 

*  Pier.  No  :  there's  fool, 

*  There's  fool  about  thee.     When  a  woman  fells 

*  Her  fle(h  to  fools,  her  beauty's  loft  to  me  ; 

*  They  leave  a  tainted  fully,  where  they've  pafs'd  ; 

*  There's  fuch  a  baneful  quality  about  'cm, 

*  E'en  fpoils  complexions  with  their  naufeoiifnefs ; 

*  They  infefl  all  they  touch  :    I  cannot  think 

*  Of  tailing  any  thing  that  a  fool  has  pall'd.  [much 

'  Aqui.  I   loath  and  fcorn  that  fool  thou  mean'ft,  as 

*  Or  more  than  thou  can'ft ;  but  the  bcaft  has  gold, 

*  That  makes  him  neceffary;  power  too, 

*  To  qualify  my  charader,  and  poife  me 

*  Equal  with  peevii'h  virtue,  that  beholds 

*  My  liberty  with  envy.     In  their  hearts 

*  They're  loofe  as  I  am  ;  but  an  ugly  power  .. 

*  Sits  in  their  faces,  and  fr.ghts  pleafures  from  them. 

'  Pier.  Much  good  may't  do  you,  madam,  witli  your 
fenator. 

*  Aqui.    My  fenator  !    VVhy,  can'it  thou   think  that 

wretch 

*  E'er  fill'd  tliy  .AguiUna^s  arms  with  pkafure  ? 

*  Think'lt  ihou,  becaufe  I  fometiii.es  give  him  leave 

*  To  foil  himfelf  at  what  he  is  unfit  for; 

*  Becaufe  I  force  myfelf  t'endure  and  fuffer  him, 

'   rhink  ft  thou  I  love  him  ?  No,  by  all  the  joys 
«  Thou  erer  gav'ft  me,  his  prcfence  is  my  penance. 

*  The  worft  thing  an  old  man  can  he's  a  lover, 

*  A  mere  tnemento  mar't  to  poor  woman, 
'  I  never  lay  by  his  decrepid  fide, 

*  But  all  that  night  I  ponder  on  my  grave. 

*  Pier.  Would  he  v;erc  well  ient  thither. 

*  Aqui.  That's  my  vvilTi  too  :  [fure, 

*  For  then,    my  Pierre,  I   might  have  caufc,  with  plea- 

*  To  play  the  hypocrite.     Oh  1   how  I  to  a  Id  weep 

*  Over  the  dying  dotard,  and  kifs'him  too, 

*  In  hopes  to  fmother  him  quite;  then,  when  the.MHe 

*  Was  come  to  pay  my  forrows  at  his  Juucral, 

'  (For 
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*  (For  he  has  already  made  me  heir  to  treafures 

*  Would  make  me  out-aiS  a  real  widow's  whining) 
'  How  could  1  frame  my  face  to  fit  my  mourning  ! 

*  Wi'h  wringing  hands  attend  him  to  his  grave  ; 

*  Fall  fwooning  on  his  hearfe  ;  take  mad  polTeflion 

*  E'en  of  the  difmal  vault  where  he  lay  buried  ; 

*  There,  like  th'  Epheftan  matron,  dwell  till  thou, 

*  My  lovely  foldier,  com'll  to  my  deliverance  ; 

*  Th  n  throwing  up  my  veil,  with  open  arms 

'  And  laughing  eyes,  run  to  new  davvning  joy. 

'  Pier.  No  more  :  I've  friends  to  meet  me  here  to- 
night, 
'  And  mull  be  private.      As  you  prize  my  friendfhip, 

*  Keep  up  your  coxcomb ;  let  him  not  pry,  nor  lillen, 

*  Nor  friik  about  the  houfe,  as  I  have  feen  him, 

*  Like  a  tame  mumping  fquirrel  with  a  bell  on : 

*  Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

■   •  Jqui.  What  friends  to  meet !   Mayn't  I  be  of  your 
council  ? 
'  Tier.  How  !  a  woman  afic  queftions  out  of  bed  ! 

*  Go  to  your  fenator  j  alk  him  what  pafTes 

'  Amongft  his  brethren  :  he'll  hide  nothing  from  you  : 
'  But  pump  not  me  for  politicks.     No  more  ! 

*  Give  order,    that  whoever  in  my  name 

*  Conies  here,  receive  admittance.     So  good  night. 

'  Aqui,  Mull  wii  ne'er  meet  again  !  tmbrace  no  more  ? 
'  Is  luve  fo  foon  and  utterly  forgotten  ? 

'  Pier.  As  you  hencetoiward  treat  your  fool,  I'll 
think  on't. 

*  Aqui.  Curs'd  be  all  fook,  and  doubly  curs'd  myfelf, 
'  The  worll  of  fools — I  die  if  he  forfake  me  ; 

*  And  how  to  keep  him.  Heaven  or  hell  inftruft  me.  \Ex^ 

S  C  E  N  K,  the  Rialto.     Enter  JafRer. 
J  (iff-  I'm  here  ;  and  thus,  the  fliades  of  night  around 
I  look  as  if  all  hell  were  in  my  heart,  [nie» 

And  I  in  hell.     Nay,  furely  'tis  To  with  me  !--■■  — 
For  every  Hep  I  tread,   methinks  fome  fiend 
Knocks  at  my  breaft,  and  bids  it  not  hz  quiet. 
I've  heard  how  defperate  wretdies,  like  myfeif^ 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  time  of  niglit. 
To  meet  ihe  foe  of  miankind  in  his  walk, 
Sure  I'm  fo  curs'd,  that,  tho'  of  Keav'n  forfaken, 
No  minifter  oFdaikntis  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell,  hell  1  why  ficep'H  thou  ? 

Enter 
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Ejiter  Pierre. 

Pier.  Sure  I've  rtaid  too  long  : 
The  clock  has  lb  uck,  and  1  may  lofe  my  profelyte^ 
Speak,  who  goes  there  ? 

Jaff.  A  dog,  thatcomes  to  hnwl 
At  yonder  moon.     What's  he,  that  aflcs  the  queOIon  ?' 

Pier.  A  friend  to  dogs,  for  they  are  honeft  creatures. 
And  ne'er  betray  their  mafters  ;  nev'cr  fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not.     Well  met,  friend  Jafier  ! 

Jaff.  The  fame.     '  O  Pierre,  thou'rt  come  in  fcafon, 

*  I  was  juft  going  to  pray. 

Pier.  '  Ah  !   that's  mechanic  ; 

*  Priefts  make  a  trade  on't,  and  yet  ftarve  bv't,  too. 

*  No  praying  ;  it  fpoils  bufincfs,  and  time's'  precious,' 
Where's  Beiuidera  ? 

"Jaff.  For  a  day  or  two 
I've  lodg'd  her  privately,  till  I  fee  farther 
What  Fortune  will  do  with  me.     Prithee,  friend. 
If  thou  would'ft  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  counfcl, 
bpeak  not  of  Belvidera  — — 

Pier.  Speak  not  of  her  ? 

Jaff.  Oh,  no  ! 

Pur.  Nor  name  her  ?  May  be  I  wifh  her  well. 

Jaff.  Whom  well .' 

Pitr.  Thy  wife  ;  thy  lovely  Belvidera. 
I  hope  a  man  may  wifli  his  friend's  wife  well> 
And  no  harm  done. 

Jaff'.   Y'  are  merry,  Pierre. 

Pier.  I  am  fo  : 
Thou  (halt  fmile  too,  and  Belvidera  fmile : 
We'll  all  rejoice.     Here's  fomething  to  buy  pins ; 
Marriage  is  chargeable.  [Gives  lAm  a  purfa^. 

Jaff.  Ibuthalfwifh'd 
To  fee  the  devil,  and  he's  here  already.     Well ! 
What  muft  this  buy  I  Rebellion,  murder,  treafon  ? 
Tell  nie  which  way  I  muil  be  damn'd  for  th-s. 

Pier.  When  lail  we  parted,  we'd  no  qualms  likethef«,- 
But  entertain'd  each  other's  thoughts  like  men 
Whofe  fouls  were  well  acquainted.     Is  the  world 
Pvcform'd  fince  our  la'.l  meeting  I  What  new  jniracles 
Have  happend  ?  Has  PriuW^  heart  relented  > 
Can  he,  be  honeft  ? 

Jaff.  Kind  Heav'n,  let  heavy  curfes 
Gall  his  old  age  j  cramps,  aches  rack,  his  bones, 

Ai-.d 
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And  biuereft  difquiet  wring  his  heart. 

*  Oh  !  let  him  live,  till  life  becomes  his  burden  ; 
'  Let  him  groan  under't  long.     Linger  an  age 

'  In  the  worft  agonies  and  pangs  of  death, 

*  And  find  its  eafe,  but  late.' 

Pier.  Nay,  could'll  thou  not 
As  well,  my  friend,  have  llretch'd  the  curfe  to  all 
The  fenate  round,  as  to  one  iingle  villain  ? 

Jajf.  But  curfes  ftick  not ;  could  I  kill  with  curfing, 
By  Heaven  I  know  not  thirty  heads  in  Feni,-e 
Sliould  not  be  blafted.     Senators  Ihould  rot 
Like  dogs  on  dunghills :   '  But  their  wives  .i-:iu  daughters 
'  Die  of  their  own  difeafes.'  Oh  !  for  a  curfe 
To  kill  with  ! 

Pitr.  Daggers,  daggers  are  much  better, 

J  off.  Ha ! 

Pier.  Daggers. 

Jaff.  But  where  are  they  ? 

Pier.  Oh  !  a  thoufand 
May  be  difpos'd  of,  in  honefl  hands  in  Venict* 

Jaff.  Thou  talk'il  in  clouds. 

Pier.  But  yet  a  heart,  hslf  wrong'd 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  meaning,  "Jajjier, 

Jaff.  A  thoufand  daggers,  all  in  honeft  hands  1 
And  have  I  not  a  friend  will  flick  one  here  ? 

Pier.  Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be  cherifh'd 
T'a  nobler  purpofe,  I  would  be  that  friend  ; 
But  thou  hail  better  friends  ;  friends  whom  thy  wrongs 
Have  made  thy  friends  ;  friends  worthy  to  be  call'd  fo, 
I'll  truff  thee  with  a  fecret :  There  are  fpirits 
This  hour  at  work. — But  as  thouVt  a  mao, 
"Whom  I  have  pick'd  and  chofen  from  the  world. 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  ti'ue  to  what  I  utter  ; 
And  when  I've  told^thee  that  which  only  gods, 
/\nd  men  like  gods,  are  privy  to,  then  fwear 
No  chance  or  change  (hall  wreft  it  from  thy  bofbm. 

Jaff,  When  thou  would'll:  bind  me,  is  there  need  of 
oaths  ?  [counters  ;* 

*  Green-ficknefs    girls     lofc     maidenheads     with    fuch 
For  thou'rt  fo  near  my  heart,  that  thou  may'll  fee 

Its  bottom,  found  its  flrength  and  firmnefs  to  thee. 
Is  coward,  fool,  or  villain  in  my  face  ? 
If  I  feem  none  of  thefe,  I  dare  believe 
Tkou  would'll  not  ufe  me  in  a  little  caufe ; 

For 
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For  I  am  fit  for  honour's  roughed  tafk  ; 
Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  province  : 
And  for  a  villainous,  in^jloiious  ente;;.r  ze, 
I  know  thy  heart  fo  well,  I  Jare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  fet  it  to  what  po 'n  thou  wilt. 

Pier.  Nay,  'tis  a  caufe    :    "  wilt  be  fond  of,  Jpffier  ■; 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  nobleft  bafis  ; 
Our  liberties,  our  natural  inheritance. 
There's  no  religion,  no  hypocrify  in't ; 
We'll  do  the  bufinefs,  and  ne'er  fail  and  pray  for't ; 
Openly  a6l  a  deed  the  world  may  gaze 
With  wonder  at,  and  envy  when  'tisdone. 
Jaf.  For  liberty! 
Pier.  For  liberty,  my  friend. 
Thou  fhalt  be  freed  from  bafe  Priuh's  tyranny. 
And  thy  fequeflcr'd  fortunes  hcal'd  again  : 
I  (liall  be  free  from  thofe  opprobrious  wrongs. 
That  prefs  me  now,  and  bend  ray  fpirit  downward  ; 
All  fenice  free,  and  every  growing  merit 
Succeed  to  ifs  juft  rights  :   fools  (hail  be  puU'd  ' 
From  Wildom's  feat ;  thofe  baleful  unclean  birds, 
Thofe  lazy  owls,  who  (perch'd  near  Fortune's  top) 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  wings 
To  cuff  down  new-fledg'd  virtues,  that  would  rife 
To  nobler  heights,  and  make  tlie  gvove  harmonious. 
Jcif.  What  can  1  do  ? 
P/ir.  Can'fl  thou  not  kill  a  fenator  ? 
yaj\  W'ere  there  one  wile  or  honeft,  I  could  kill  him. 
For  herding  with  that  neft  of  fools  or  knaves. 
By  all  my  wrongs,  thou  talk'll  as  if  revenge 
Were  to  be  had  ;  and  the  brave  ilory  warms  me» 
Pier.  Swear  then  ! 

y^J^.  I  do,   by  all  thofe  glittering  flars, 
And  yon  great  ruling  planet  of  the  night  ; 
By  all  good  powers  above,  and  ill  below  ; 
By  love  and  friendfhip,  dearer  than  my  life. 
No  pow'r  or  death  fliall  make  me  falfe  to  thee. 

P/er.  Here  we  embrace,  and  1 11  unlock  my  heart. 
A  council's  held  hard  by,  where  tlie  deftruftion 
Of  this  great  empire's  hatchinc:; :  there  I'll  lead  thee. 
But  be  a  man  !  for  thou'rt  to  mix  with  men 
Fit  to  difturb  the  peace  of  ail  the  world, 
And  rule  it  when  'tis  wildelt 

7^J^'  ^  S'^^'^  t^^^  thanks 

For 
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For  this  kind  warning.     Yes,  I'll  be  a  man  ; 
And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene'er  tboii  fee'ft  my  fears 
Betiay  me  iefs,  to  rip  this  heart  of  mine 
Out  ot  my  breaft,  and  fnew  it  for  a  coward's. 
Come,  let's  begone,  fjr  fiom  this  hour  I  chace 
All  little  thoughts,  all  tender  human  follies 
Oat  of  my  bofom  :  Vengeance  fhall  have  rcom  : 
Revenge  ! 

Pier.  And  liberty  ! 
Jf'ff.  Revenge  1 
'Pur.  And  liberty  ! 

y-'ff>  Re  ventre  !  revenge! —  [Exertnt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  Aquilina'j  ho-ufe,    the  Greek 
courteZMK. 
Enter  Renault. 
Ren.    Why   was    my  choice    ambiiion  ?    the    woift 
ground 
A  wretch  can  build  on  !  'tis,  indeed,  at  diflance, 
A  goodly  profpeft,  tempting  to  the  view  ; 
The  height  delights  us,  and  the  mountain  top 
Looks  beautiful,  becaufe 'tis  nigh  to  Heav'n  ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  fandy's  the  foundation, 
What  ftorms  will  butter,  and  what  terapefts  fnake  us. 
Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Spinofa. 
Spin.   Renault,  good-morrow,  for  by  this  time 
I  tfaink  the  fcale  of  night  has  turn'd  the  balance, 
And  weighs  up  morning  ?   Has  the  clock  llruck  twJve  ? 

Ren.  Yes  ;  clocks  will  go  as  they  are  fet :  but  man. 
Irregular  man's  ne'er  conllant,  never  certain  : 
I've  fpent  at  leaft  three  precious  hours  of  darknefs 
In  waiting  dull  attendance;   'tis  the  curfs 
or  diligent  virtue  to  be  mix'd,  like  mine. 
With  giddy  tempers,  fouls  but  half  refolv'd. 

Spin.  Hell  feize  that  foul  amongft  us  it  can  frighten, 
Ren.  What's  then  the  caufe  that  I  am  here  alone  r 
Why  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Elliot. 
O,  fir,  welcome ! 

You  are  an  Englilhman  :  when  treafon's  hatching. 
One  might  have  thought  you'd   not  have   been   behind- 
In  what  whore's  lap  have  you  been  lolling  ?  [hand. 

Give  but  an  Englijhman  his  whore  and  eale, 
Seef  and  a  fearcoal  fire,  he's  your'»  for  ever, 

I//, 
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EU.  Frenchmariy  you  are  faucy. 

Ren.   How  ! 
Enter  Bedainar  the  Amhajfador,    Theodore,     Bramvcil, 

Durand,    Brabe,    Revillido,    Mezzana,  Ternon,    Re- 

trofi,   Coti/pirators, 

Bed.  At  dilFeience  ;  fie  i 
Is  this  a  time  for  quarrels  ?  Thieves  and  rogues 
Fall  out  and  br.-i.v!  :  fhould  men  of  your  high  callings 
Men  feperalcd  by  the  choice  of  Providence 
From  the  grofs  heap  of  mankind,  and  fet  here 
In  this  aflembly  ai  in  one  great  jewel, 
T'  adorn  the  braveft  purpofe  it  e'er  fmil'd  on  ; 
Should  you,  like  boys,  wrangle  for  trifles  : 

Ren.   Boys  ! 

Bed.  Renault,  thy  hand. 

Ren.  I  thought  I'd  given  my  heart 
Long  fuice  to  every  man  that  mingles  here  j 
But  grieve  to  find  it  truiled  with  fuch  tempers,. 
That  can't  forgive  my  frowaru  age  its  wcakncfs. 

Bed.  Elliot,  thou  once  hadft  virtue.     I  have  feen 
Thy  ftubborn  temper  bend  uith  god-like  goodnefs. 
Not  halt  thus  courted  :    'Tis  thy  nation's  glory 
To  hug  the  foe  that  offers  brave  alliance.. 
One  more  embrace,  my  friends — we'll  all  take  hands* 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  engine 
Mufl  twin  the  rooted  empire  from  its  bafis. 
Totters  it  not  already  ? 

Ell.  Would  'twere  tumblings 

Bed.  Nay,  it  fhail  down  .  this  night  we  feal  its  ruin. 
Enter  Pierre. 
O  Pkrre  !  thou  art  welcome. 
Come  to  my  breaft,  for  by  its  hopes  thou  look'ft 
Lovelijy  dreadful  ;  and  the  fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  fword  already.     O  my  Man  I 
The  poets  that  firft  feign'd  a  god  of  war. 
Sure  prophefy'd  of  thee. 

Pitr.  Friend,  was  not  Brutus, 
(I  mean  that  Brutus,  who  in  open  fenate 
Stabb'd  the  tirft  Car/ar  that  ufurp'd  the  world) 
A  gallant  man  ? 

Ren.  Yes,  and  Cataline  too  ; 
Tho'  ilory  wrongs  his  fame :  for  he  confpir'd 
To  prop  the  reeling  glory  of  liis  country  : 
His  caufe  was  good. 

Bed, 
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Bed.  And  ours  as  much  above  It, 
As  Renault,   thou'rt  fuperior  to  Ccthegus, 
Or  Pierre  to  CaJJius. 

Pier.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at. 
When  do  we  ftart  r  or  mud  we  talk  for  ever  ? 

Bed.  No,  Pierre,  the  deed's  near  birth ;  fate  feems  t« 
have  fet 
The  bufinefs  up,   and  given  it  to  our  care  ; 
I  hope  there's  not  a  heart  or  hand  amongfl  us. 
But  what  is  firm  and  ready, 

J II.  All. 
We'll  die  with  Bedamar. 

Bed.   O  men, 
Matchlefs !  as  will  your  glory  be  hereafter : 
The  game  is  for  a  matchlefs  prize,  if  won  ; 
If  loft,  difgiaceful  ruin. 

*  Ren.  Who  can  lofe  iti" 

*  The  public  flock's  a  beggar  :  one  Venetian 

*  Trufts  not  another.     Look  into  their  ftores 
'  Of  general  fafety  ;  empty  magazines, 

'  A  tatter'd  fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  army, 

*  Bankrupt  nobility,  a  harrafs'd  commonalty, 

*  A  faftious,  giddy,  and  divided  ferate, 

*  Is  all  the  flrength  of  Venice  :  let's  deftroy  it : 

*  Let's  fill  their  magazines  with  arms  to  awe  them; 

'  Man  out  their  fleet,  and  make  their  trade  maintain  it; 

*  Let  loofe  their  murmuring  army  on  their  maflers 

*  To  pay  themfelves  with  plunder  ;  lop  their  nobles 

*  To  the  bafe  roots  whence  moft  of  them  firft;  fprung  ; 

'  Enflave  the  rout,  whom  fmarting  will  make  humble; 

*  Turn  out  that  droning  fenate,  and  pofiefs 

'  That  feat  of  empire  which  our  fouls  were  fram'd  for. 

Pier.  Ten  thoufand  men  are  armed  at  your  nod, 
Commanded  all  by  leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  battle  for  the  freedom  of  the  world: 
This  wretched  ftate  has  ftarv'd  them  in  its  fervice  ; 
And  by  your  bounty  quicken'd,  they're  refolv'd 
To  ferve  your  glory,  and  revenge  their  own  : 
They've  all  their  different  quarters  in  this  city,    ' 
Watch  for  the  alarm,  and  grumble  'tis  fo  tardy. 

Bed.  I  doubt  not,  friend,  but  thy  unwearied  diligence 
Has  lllU  kept  waking,  and  it  fhall  have  cafe; 
After  this  night  it  is  refolv'd  we  meet 
No  more,  till  Fenice  owns  us  for  her  lords. 

2  Pier. 
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Pier.  How  lovely  rfie  Adriatic  whore, 
DrelVd  in  her  flames,  will  fliine  ?  Devouring  flames ! 
Such  as  fliall  burn  her  to  the  watery  boLCom, 
And  hifs  in  her  foundation. 

Bid.  Now  if  any 
Aniongil  us,  thac  owns  this  glorious  caufe. 
Have  trlends  or  interelt  he'd  wifli  to  fave, 
Let  it  be  tolJ  :   the  general  doom  is  feal'd  ; 
But  I'd  forego  the  hopes  of  a  world's  empire. 
Rather  than  wound  the  bowels  of  my  friend. 

Pi(r.    I   muft   confefs,    you   theie   have    touch'd   my 
I  have  a  friend  ;  hear  it!  fuch  a  friend,  [weakuefs. 

3VIy  heart  was  ne'er  Ihut  to  him.     Nay,  I  tell  you 
He  knows  the  very  bufinefs  of  this  hour; 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  caufe,  and  loves  it  : 
We've  chang'd  a  vow  to  live  and  die  together. 
And  he's  at  hand  to  ratify  it  here. 
Ren.  How  !  all  betray'd  ! 
Pier.  No — I've  dealt  nobly  with  you, 
I've  brought  my  all  into  the  public  liock  : 
I'd  but  one  friend,  and  him  I'll  fhare  amongfl  you : 
Receive  and  cherilh  him  ;  or  if,  when  feen 
And  fcarch'd,  you  find   him   worthlcfs ;  as  my  tongue 
Has  lodg'd  this  fecretin  his  faithful  breait. 
To  eafe  your  fears,  I  wear  a  dagger  here 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  rell. 
Come  forth,  thou  only  good  I  e'er  could  boafl  of. 
Enter  Jaffier,  ixith  a  dagger. 
Bed.  His  prefence  bears  the  fhew  of  manly  virtue. 
Jaff.  I  know  you'll  wonder  all,  that  thus  uncall'd 
I  dare  approach  this  place  of  fatal  councils  ; 
But  I'm  amongfl:  you,  and  by  Heav'n  it  glads  me 
To  fee  fo  many  virtues  thus  united 
To  rellore  jullice,  and  dethrone  oppreflion. 
Command  this  fword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet, 
Into  this  breaft;  bnt,  if  you  thir.k  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  throats  of  reverend  rogues  in  lobcs, 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  aflemblcd  fenate  : 
It  flirinks  net,  tho'  I  meet  a  father  there. 
Would  you  behold  this  city  flaming  ?  here's 
A  hand  ftiall  bear  a  lighted  torch  at  noon 
To  th'  arfcnal,  and  fet  its  gates  on  fire. 
Pen.  You  talk  this  well,  fir, 
Jaff.  Nay— ^ by  Heaven  ril  do  this. 

Come, 
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Come,  come,  I  read  diilrM  in  all  your  faces : 

You  fear  me  villain,  and  indeed  it's  odd 

To  hear  a  ftranger  talk  thus,  at  fiift  meeting. 

Of  matters  that  have  been  lb  well  debated  ; 

But  I  come  ripe  with  wrongs,  as  you  with  councils, 

1  hate  this  fenate,  am  a  fos  to  Fenice  ; 

A  frie'id  to  none,  but  men  refolv'd  like  me 

To  pudi  on  mifchief.     Oh  !  did  you  but  know  me, 

I  need  not  talk  thus  ! 

Bed.  Pierre,  I  muft  embrace  him, 
Ivjy  heart  beats  to  this  man,  as  if  it  knew  him* 
Ren    I  never  lov'd  theie  huggers. 
Jaff.  Still  I  fee 
The  caufe  delights  ye  not.     Your  friends  furvey  me 

As  I  were  dangerous But  I  come  arm'd 

Againil  all  doubts,  and  to  your  trufts  will  give 
A  pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  world  can  pay  for. 
My  Bdvidera.     Ho  !  my  Bdvidera  ! 
Bed.  What  wonder  next  ? 
"Jflff.  Let  me  intreat  you. 
At  I  have  henceforth  hoped  to  call  you  friends. 
That  all  but  the  anibafTador,  and  this 
Grave  guide  of  councils,  widi  my  friend  that  owns  me, 
Withdraw  a  while,  to  fpnre  a  woman's  bluflies 

\E.\tunt  all  but  2>t^.  Ren.  JaiF.  Pier. 
Bed.  Pierre,  whither  will  this  ceremony  lead  us  ? 
'J'^ff.   My  Belijidera  !  Belvidera  ! 
Enter  Belvidera. 
Bel.  Who, 
Who  calls  fo  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  hour? 
That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whifpers. 
And  fill  my  ears  with  the  foft  breath  of  love. 
Thou  hourly  image  of  my  thoughts,  where  art  thou  ? 
Jaff".  Indeed  'tis  late. 
'  Bel.  Oh  !   f  have  fiept  and  dreamt, 

*  And  dreamt  again.  Where  haft  thou  been,  thou  loiterer  ? 

*  Tho'  my  eyes  clos'd,  my  arsns  have  ftill  been  open'd  ; 

*  Stretch'd  every  way  betwix;  rny  broken  {lumbers, 
'  To  fearch  if  thou  wer't  come  to  crown  my  reft  : 

*  There's  no  repole  without  thee  .  oh  !   the  day 

'  Too  foon  will  break,  ard  wake  us  to  our  forrow. 

*  Come,  come  to  bed,  antl  bid  thy  tares  good  night. 

'  Jaff.  O  Belvidera  !  -.ve  muft  chaiige  the  fcene, 
'  In  which  the  paft  delights  of  life  w^re  tailed  : 

*  The 
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*  The  poor  fleep  little  ;  we  muft  learn  to  watch 

*  Our  labours  late,  and  early  every  morning  ; 

'  'Midll  winter  frofts,  thin  clad  and  fed  with  fparing, 

*  Rife  to  our  toils,  and  drudge  away  the  day. 

Bel.  Alas !   where  am  I  !  whither  is't  you  lead  me  ? 
Mcthinks  I  read  diftradion  in  your  face, 
Something  lefs  gentle  than  the  fate  you  tell  me. 
You  fhake  and  tremble  too  !  your  blood  runs  cold  I 
Heav'ns  guard  my  love,  and  blefs  his  heart  with  patience, 

"Jaff.  That  I  have  patience,  let  our  fate  bear  witncA, 
"Who  has  ordain'd  it  fo,  that  thou  and  1, 
(Thou,  the  divineft  good  man  e'er  poflefs'd. 
And  I,  the  wretched'il  of  the  race  of  man) 
This  very  hour,  without  one  tear,  muft  part. 

BeL  Part !  muft  we  part  ?  Oh,  am  I  then  forfaken.^ 

*  Will  my  love  caft  me  off?  Have  my  misfortunes 
'  Offended  him  fo  highly,  th.-it  he'll  leave  me  ?' 
Why  drag  you  from  me  ;  whither  are  you  going  ? 
My  dear  !  my  life  1  my  love  ! 

Jaf.  O,  friend  ! 

Bd.  Speak  to  me. 

yaff.  Take  her  from  my  heart. 
She'll  gain  fuch  hold  elfe,  I  fhall  ne'er  get  loofe. 
I  charge  thee  take  her,  but  with  tender'ft  care 
Relieve  her  troubles,  and  afTwage  her  forrows. 

Ren.  Rife,  madam,  and  comm and  amongft  your  fervant*. 

Jaff.  To  you,  fir,  and  your  honour,  I  bequeath  her. 
And  with  her  this ;   when  I  prove  unworthy — 

{^Gii'es  a  dagger* 

You  know  the  reft Then  ftrike  it  to  her  heart  j 

And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  years 
Lay  in  her  arms,  and  every  night  repeated 
^he  pafEonate  vows  llill  of  increafing  love, 
Sent  that  reward  for  all  her  truth  and  I'ufferings, 

*  Bel.  Nay,  take  my  life,  fince  he  has  fold  it  cheaply  ; 

*  Or  fend  me  to  fome  diliant  clime  your  Have, 

*  But  let  it  be  far  off,  left  my  complainings 

*  Should  reach  his  guilty  ears,  and  Ihake  his  peace. 

*  J^ff-  No,  Bel-vidcra,  I've  coutriv'd  thy  honour. 

*  Truli:  to  my  faith,  and  be  but  fortune  kind 

*  To  me,  as  I'll  preferve  that  faith  unbroken  ; 

*  When  next  we  meet,  I'll  lift  thee  to  a  height 

*  Shall  gather  all  the  gazing  world  about  thee, 

*  To  wonder  what  ftrangc  virtue  plac'd  thee  there. 

*  But,  if  wc  ne'er  meet  more'—'  BtU 
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Bel.  O  !  thou  unkind  one  ; 
NVer  meet  more  !   have  I  deferv'd  this  from  you? 
Look  on  me,  tell  me.  fpeak,  thou  dear  deceiver. 
Why  am  I  feparated  from  thy  love  ? 
If  I  am  falfe,  accufe  me,   but  if  true, 
Don't,  piithee  don't,  in  poverty  forfake  me. 
Bat  pity  the  fad  heart  that's  torn  with  parting. 
Yet  hear  rr>e  !  yet  recall  me —   \_Ex.  Ren.  Bed.  and  Belv. 

Jaff.  '  O  my  eyes,  my  heart-ilrings ! 

*  Look  not  that  way,  but  turn  yourfelves  a  while 

•  Into  my  heart,  and  be  wean'd  altogether.' 
My  friend,  where  art  thou  r 

Pier.  Here,  my  honour's  brother. 

Jaff.   Is  Belvidera  gone  ? 

Pte>-.  Renault  has  led  her 
Back  to  her  own  apartment  ;  but,  by  Heav'n, 
Thou  muft  not  fee  her  more,  'till  our  work's  over, 

"Jaff,   Not  fee  her ! 

PUr.  Not  for  your  life. 

"Jiff.  O  Pierre,  were  fhic  but  here. 
How  1  would  pull  her  down  into  my  heart, 
Gaze  on  her,  till  my  eye-ftrings  crack'd  v.ith  love  ; 
'  Till  all  my  finews,  with  its  fire  extended, 
'  Fix'd  me  upon  the  rack  of  ardent  longing  :' 
Then,  fvelling,  fighing,  raging  to  be  bielt:. 
Come,  like  a  parting  turtle,  to  her  brea'l ; 
0:i  her  foft  bofom  hovering,  bill  and  pL:y, 
Confefs  the  caufe  why  lall  I  fled  away; 
Own  'tua:,  a  fault,  but  fvvear  to  give  it  o'er, 
/>nd  never  foilow  falfe  ambition  more.  {Exiun! . 


ACT     in. 

*  Enter  Ac^dxWwd.  and  her  maid. 

*  Jqui.  ^  I  ^ ELL  him  I  am  gene  to  bed ;  tell  him  I  sni 

X      '  not  at  home;  cell  him  I've  better  coin- 

*  pany  with  me,  or  any  thing  ;  tell  him,  in  Ihort,  I  will 

*  not  fee  him,  the  eternal  troublefome  vexatious  fbni  : 
'  he's  worfc  company  than  an  ignorant  phyfician — I'll  not 
'  be  difrurb'd  at  thefe  unreafonable  hours. 

^  Maid.  But,  Madam!  he's  here  already,  juflente:'d 
'  tlie  door. 

B  '  Jqui. 
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*  J^pti.  Turn  him  out  again,  you  unneceflhry,  ufelefs, 

*  giddy-brr.in'd  afs  :  if  he  will  not  be  gone,  ll-t  tlie  houfe  a 

*  lire,  and  burn  us  both:  I'd  rather  meet  a  toad  in  my  dirti, 

*  than  an  old  liideous  animal  in  my  chamber  to-night. 

'  Enter  Antonio. 

*  Jnt.   Nacky,    Nacky,    Nacky how  dort  do, 

*  Nacky  ?    Hurry,    durry.     I  am   come,   little  Nacky : 

*  paft  tieven  o'clock,  a  late  hour ;  time  in  all  confcience 

*  to  go  to  bed,  Nacky Nacky,  did  1  fay?  Ah, 

'  Nacky,  Aquilina,  lina,  lina,  quilina,  quilina,  quilina, 
'  Aquilina,  Naquilina,  Naquilina,  Acky,  Acky,  Nacky, 

*  Nacky,  queen  Nacky come,  let's  to  bed 

'  you  iubbs,  you  pug  you you  little  pufs Par:ee, 

*  Tuzzy — I  am  a  fenator. 

*  /jqui.   You  are  a  fool,  I  am  fure. 

*  Jut.    May  be  fo  too,   fweethcart  :   never  the  wcrfe 
»  fenator  for  all  that.     Come,  Nacky,  Nacky,  let's  have 

*  a  game  at  romps,  Na  ky. 

*  jlqui.  You  would  do  well,  fignor,  to  be  trouLIefome 

*  here  no  longer,  but  leave  me  to  myfelf  j  be  fobir,  and 

*  go  home,  fir. 

'  Jii.'t.  Home,  Madona  ! 

*  j^qui.  Ay,  home,  fir.     Who  am  I  ? 

*  ^ni.  Madona,  a;-  I  lake  it,  you  are  my you  are 

* thou  art  my  little  Nicky  Nacky that's  all. 

*  Jqui.  I  find  you  are  refolv'd  to  be  troublefome;  and 

*  fo,  to  make  fhort  of  the  matter  in  few  words,  I  hate  you, 

*  deted  you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you,  fick  of  yoa 

*  —hang  you,  you  are  an  old,  filly,  impertinent,  impo- 

*  tent,  felicitous  coxcomb  :  crazy  in  your  head,  and  lazy 

*  in  your  body ;  love  to  be  meddling  with  every  thing, 

*  and,  if  you  had  no  money,  you  are  good  for  nothing.- 

'■Ant.  Good  for  nothing!  Hurry  durry,  I'll  try  that 

*  preftntly.     bixty-one  years  old,  and  good  for  nothing ! 

*  that's  brave :  \To  the  maid.'\  Come,  come,  come  Mrs. 

*  i'lddle-faddlt*,  turn  you  out  for  a  feafon  :  go,  turn  out, 
'  I  fav,  it  is  our  \vi!l  and  pleafure  to  be  private  fqme  mo- 

*  ments — out,  out,  when  you  are  bid  to ^Puts  her  out, 

*  and  locks  the  doer]  Good  for  nothing,  you  fay  ? 

'  Jy:t/.  Why,  what  are  you  good  for? 

*  /^nt.  In /the  fiilt  placr,  madam,   I  am  old,  and  con- 

*  fequently  very  wit,  very  wife,  Madona,  d  ye  mark 
'  chit  5  In  the  fecond  pince,  rake  notice,  if  you  pleafc, 
'  th^t  ]  am  u  knuior ;  and,  when  I  chink  fit,  can  make 

'  fpccchcj. 
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*  fpceches,  Madopa.     Hurry  durry,  I  can  make  3.  fpeech 

*  in  the  fenate-hoiife,  row  and  then  —  would  make  ycur 

*  hair  Hand  an  end,  Madona. 

*  Jqui.  What  care  I  for  your  fpeeches  in  the  fenatc- 

*  houfe  ;  if  you  would  but  be  filcnt  here,  I  Ihould  thank 

*  you. 

*  Ant.  Why  I  can  make  fpeeches  tn  thee  too,  my  lovely 

*  Madona  j  for  example — My  cruel  fair  one,  ITukes  out  a 

*  purfe,  and  at  e-very  paufe  pakes  //]  fince  it  is  my  fare, 

*  that  you  (hould,  with  your  iervant,  angry  prove  ;  though 

*  late  at  night — I  hope  'tis  not  too  late  with  this,  togaia 

*  reception  for  my  love There's  for  thee,  my  little 

*  Nicky  Nacky — take  it,  here  take  it  —  I  fay  take  it,  or 

*  I'll  throw  it  at  your  head — how  now,  rebel  ? 

'  Jqui.  Truly,   my  illuflrious  fenator,   I  mud  confefs 

*  your  honour   is  at  prefent   moil   profoundly  eloijuent 

*  indeed. 

*■  Jnt.  Very  well ;  come,  now  let's  fit  down,  and  think 

*  upon't  a  little — come,  fit,  .1  fay — fit  down  by  me  a  lit- 

*  tie,  ray  Nicky  Nacky. \_Siis  do-Mti.l  Hurry  durry— 

*  good  for  nothing — 

'  Aqui.  No,  fir,  if  you  plcafe,  I  can  know  my  ditlance, 

*  and  ftand. 

'  Ant.  Stand!  how,  Nacky  up,   and   I  down?    Nay 

*  then,  let  me  exclaim  with  the  po<:t, 

*  Shew  me  a  cafe  more  pitiful  who  can, 

*  A  {landing  woman  and  a  falling  man. 

*  Hurry  durry     not  fit  down — fee  this,  ye  gcds  ! 

*  You  won't  fit  down  ? 

'  A^ui.  No,  fir. 

*  ylnt.  Then  look  yo'u,  now ;    fuppofe   me  a  bull,  a 

*  bafan-bull,  the  bull  of  bulls,  or  any  bull.     Thus  upl 

*  get,  and  with   my  brows,  thus  bent — I  broo,   1  fay, 

*  1  broc,  1  broo,  I  broo.     You  won  t  fit  down,  will  you  ? 
* I  broo 

'  [BiHonvs  lih  a  iuU,  ar.d  dri-ves  her  ahovt, 

*  Aqui.  Well,  fir,  I  mull  endure  this.  \_Shv  Jus  (io^un.] 

*  Nov.-  your  honour  has  been  a  bull,  pray  what  beail  uill 

*  your  worlhip  pleafe  to  be  next : 

'  Ant,  New   1"11  be  a  fenator  again,    and  thy  lover, 
Mittie  Nicky  Nacky.   [He  fjs  by  ler.']  Ah!  toad,  toad, 

*  toad,  toad  !   fpit  in  my  face  a  little,  Nacky,   fpit  in 

*  my  face,  prithee,  fpit  in  my  face  never  fo  little:  fpit 
'  but  a  lictle  bit—- —  fpir,  fpit,  fpit,  fpit,  when  you  are 

B  2  «  bid. 
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*  bid,  I  Tiy ;  do  prithee  fpit—— now,  now,  now,  fplt ; 

*  what,  you  won't  fpit,  will  you  ?  then  I'll  be  a  dog. 

*  Jiqui.  A  doj^,  my  lord  ! 

*  /?/;/.  Ay  a  dog — and  Ell  give  thee  this  t'other  purfe, 

*  to  let  me  bs  a  dog  —  and  u'c  me  like  a  dog  a  liu'e, 

*  Hurry  darry — I  will  — herij  "tis —  S_(^ivfs  the  purfe. 

*  Ajui.  Well,  with  all  my  heart.     But  let  me  befeech 

*  your  dogdiip,  to  play  your  tricks  over  as  fait  as  you  can, 

*  that  you  may  come  to  iliiiking  the  fooiier,  and  be  turn'd 
'  out  of  doors,  as  you  dtfcrve. 

'  //fit.  Ay,  ay— no  matter  for  that — that  ftian't  move— 

*  [fie  gffs  under  the  tabUf^    Now,  bough,  waugh,  waugh, 

*  bough,  waugh. —  \_Barks  liki  a  i^og. 

'  Jqui.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  fir,  I  befeech  you  :  what  is't 
'  you  do  ?  If  curs  bite,  they  muft  be  kick'd,  fir  :  Do  you 
'  fee,  kick'd  thus. 

*  Ant.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart  :  do,  k'ck,  kick  on ; 
'  now  I  am  ynder  the  table,  kick  again,  kick  harder— 

*  bnrder  yet',  bough,  waugh,  waugh,  waugh,  bough.  Odd, 
-  I'll   have  a  fnap  at  thy  fhins  —  bough,  waugh  waugh 

*  waugh,  bough odds,  Oie  kicks  bravely 

'  ylqui.  Nay,  then   l'"ll  go  another  way  to  work  wiih 

*  you  ;  and  I  think  hcue's  an  inftrument  fit  for  the  pur- 
'  pofe.  [Fitches  a  ^(h'tp  cine/  a  hAJ. 
'  What,  bite  your  miftiefs,  fivrah  ?  out  of  doori  you  dog, 
'  io  kennel,  and  be  hang'd bite  your  miltrels  by  the 

*  legs,  you  rogue—  \fhe  ixhips  him. 

'  Jnt.  Nay,  prithee  Nacky,  now  thou  art  too  loving  : 
'  Hurry  durry,  odd,  I'll  be  a  dog  no  longer. 

'  /I'ji^i.  Nay,  none  cf  your  fawnirig  and  grinning:  but 
'  be  gone,    or  here's    the  diicipline.     VVhiit,   biie  your 

*  miilrefs  by  the  leg^  you  mungrtl  x  Out  of  doors — hout, 
'  hout,  to  kennel,  firiah,  go. 

'  Jnt.  This  is  very  barbarous  ufage,  Nacky,  very  bar- 

*  'oarous ;  look  you,  I  will  not  go  —  1  will  not  ilir  horn 

*  the  ctoor,  that  I  rcfolve hurry  durry,  what  fliut  me 

*  out  ?  [She  ivhips  him  out, 

*  Jqu'\  Ay,  if  you  come  here  any  more  to-night,  I'll 

*  have  my  footman  lug  you,  you  cur  !   What,  bite  your 

*  poor  milrrefs  Nacky,  fnrah? 

'  Enfer  Maid. 

*  Maid.   Heav'ns  !   madam,  what's  the  ma'ter  ? 

[He  ho -wis  at  the  dear  li<e  a  dcg. 

*  J^ai.  Call  my  footmen  hither  prcfcncly. 

s  '  Enter 
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•  Etitertiuo  Foolmcn. 

*  Maid.  They're  here  already,  madam  ;  all  the  houfe 

*  is  alarm'd  with  a  Itrange  noife,    that  no-body  knows 
'  v.'hat  to  iDc-ke  of. 

'  Aqui,  Go,  all  of  you,    and   turn   that  troublefome 

*  beali  in  the  next  room  out  of  my  houfe — It  evier  1  fee 

*  him  within  thefe  walls  again,  without  my  leave  for  his 

*  admittance,  you  fne.iking  roguts — I'll  have  you  poi- 

*  fon'd,  all  poiibn'd  like  rats:  every  corner  of  the  houfe 

*  fball  {link  of  one  of  you  j   go,  and  learn  hereafter  to 
'  know  my  plcarurc.     So;   now  for  my  Purre. 

*  Thus,  when  the  gcd-Iike  lover  is  diiplfeas'd, 

*  We  facrifice  our  Jooi,  and  he's  appea^'d.     \_Exe:ini.'' 

SCENE    a  chamber.     Enter  Eeividera. 
Ell.  I'm  facrific'd  I  I'm  fold  1   betray'd  to  ihamc  I 
Inevitable  ruin  hr^s  inclos'd  me  ! 

*  No  Iboner  was  I  to, my  bed  repair^, 

'  To  weigh  and  (weeping)  ponder  w.y  condition  j 
'  But  the  old  hoary  v>'retch,  :o  whcfe  falfe  care 

*  My  peace  and  ivonour  was  entrufted,  came, 
'  (Like  Tarauin)  ghaOly,  with  infsrnal  lulL 
'  O  thou  Rsmiift  Ltcnce^ 

*  Thou  C->  lic'ft  find  fiiendr.,  to  vindicate  thy  wrong? 

*  I  never  had  but  one,  and  he's  piov'd  fali'e  :' 
He  that  ft^ould  guard  my  virtue,  has  betray'd  it; 
Left  me  !   utidone  me  I  Ch,  that  I  could  hate  him  ! 
V\  here  fnail  I  go  r  On,  whither,  -whiiher  wander? 

Emer  jaffier. 
yio''  ^'''"  EelvUira  want  a  refting-flace, 
When  thef^  poor  arms  are  ready  to  receive  her? 

*  Oh  !   'tis  in  vain  to  iiruggle  with  de(ires. 

'  Strong-  is  my  lov«  to  thee  ;  for,  every  moment 

*  I'm  from  thy  fight,  the  heart  within  my  bofom 
'  AiOurns  like  a  tender  infant  in  its  cradle, 

*  Whofe  nurfe  has  left  it.     Come,  and  with  the  fon^s 

*  Of  gentle  love,  perfuade  it  to  its  peace. 

*  Bel.  i  fear  the  ftubborn  wanderer  v.ill  not  own  inc  t 

*  'Tis  grown  a  rebel,  to  be  rul'd  no  longer ; 

*  Scorns  the  indulgent  bojbm,  that  firft  luli'd  it; 

*  And,  like  a  difobedient  child,  difdains 

*  1  he  foft  authority  of  Bclvidera. 

'  7^Jl'^  There  was  a  time 

Bel.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  a  time, 
"When  Bilvidera\  tears,  her  cries,  and  fcrrow."^ 

i!  ;  VS'ere 
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Were  not  defpis'd  ;  when,  if  (he  chanc'd  to  figh, 

Or  look  but  fad- there  was  indeed  a  time, 

Whi-ii  Jajjier  wculd  have  ta'en  hor  in  liis  arms, 
Fai'd  her  declining  head  upon  his  bread. 
And  never  Kft  her,  ti^  he  found  the  caufe. 

•  But  let  her  now  weep  feas;  , 

•  Cry,  till  (he  rend  the  earth  ;  figh,  till  (he  burft 

•  Mer  heart  afundcr;  Aill  he  bears  it  all, 

.'  Deaf  as  the  wind,  and  as  the  rocks  unfhaken. 

*  Jaff,  Have  I  been  deaf?  Am  I  that  rock  unmov'd, 

•  Againll  whofe  root  tears  beat,  and  fighs  are  fent 
'  Jn  vain  ?  Have  I  beheld  thy  forrows  calmly  ! 

•  Witnefs  againft  me.  Heavens,  have  I  done  this  ? 

•  Then  bear  me  in  a  whirlwind  back  again, 

'  And  let  that  angry  dear  one  ne'er  forgive  me. 

•  Oh  !   thou  too  rafhly  cenfareft  of  my  love; 

•  Couldil  thou  but  thii'ik  how  I  have  fpent  this  night, 

•  Dark,  and  alone,  no  pillow  to  my  head, 

•  Reft  in  my  eyes,  nor  quiet  in  my  heart, 

•  Thou  wouldft  not,  Belvidera,  fure  thou  wouldll  not 

•  Talk  to  me  thus ;  but  like  a  pitying  angsl, 

•  Spreading  thy  wings,  come  fettle  en  my  hrcaO, 

•  And  hatch  warm  comforts  there,  ere  forrows  fir^-ze  it. 

*  Bel.  Why  then,  poor  mourner,  in  what  baleful  corner 

•  Hall  thou  been  talking  with  that  witch,  the  night  ? 

•  On  what  cold  f^one  hall  thou  been  ftretchd  along, 

•  Gathering  the  grumbling  winds  about  thy  h^'ad, 

•  To  mix  with  theirs  the  accent  of  my  woes  ? 

'  Oh  !  now  I  find  the  caufe  my  love  forfakes  me: 

•  I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  (hare 

•  In  his  concernments.     My  weak  female  virtue 

•  Muft  not  be  trufted  :  'Tis  too  frail  and  tender.' 

Joff.   O  Portia,  Portia  !  What  a  foul  was  ihine  ! 

Bel.  That  Portia  was  a  woman  ;  and  wh^n  Brutus, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Romcy  (Heav'n  guard  thy  fafety  !) 
Concenl'd  from  her  the  labours  of  his  mind  ; 
lihe  let  him  fee  her  blood  was  great  as  his, 
Fiow'd  from  a  fpring  as  noble,  and  a  heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  troubles  as  his  love. 
Fetch,  fetch  that  dagger  back,  the  dreadful  dower 
Thou  gav'ft  laft  night  in  parting  with  me;  llrikc  it 
Here  to  my  heart;  and,  as  the  blood  flows  from  it, 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato's  daughter'?. 

^  'J^ff.  Thou  art  too  good,  and  I  indeed  unworthy,  . 

'  Unworthy 
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*  Unworthy  fo  much  virtue.     Teach  me  how 

*  I  may  delerve  fuch  matchlefs  love  as  thine, 

*  And  lee  wiih  what  attention  I'll  obey  thee. 

'  Be/.  Do  not  defpife  me  :  that's  the  all  I  afk, 

*  Jaff.  Defpife  thee  !  Hear  me 

'  Bd.  Oh  !  thy  charming  tongi>c 

*  Is  but  too  well  acquainted  with  my  weaknefs ; 

*  Knows,  let  it  name  but  love,  my  melting  heart 

*  Difiblv  s  within  mybreafl;  till  with  clos'd  eyes 

*  I  reel  into  thy  arms,  and  all's  forgotten. 

'  J»I-  What  fhall  I  do? 

•  Bel.  Tell  me  ;  be  juft,  and  tell  me, 

*  Why  dwells  that  bafy  cloud  upon  thy  face  ? 

*  Why  am  I  made  a  ftranger?  Why  that  figh, 

*  And  I  not  know  the  caufe  ?  Why,  when  the  world 

*  Is  wrapp'd  in  rell,  why  chufes  then  my  love 

*  To  wander  up  and  down  in  horrid  darknefs, 
'  Loathing  his  bed,  and  thefe  defiring  arms  ? 

'  Why  are  thefe  eyes  blood-fhot  with  tedious  watching? 

*  Why  flarts  he  now,  and  looks  as  if  he  wilh'd 

*  Mis  fate  were  iinifh'd  ?  Tell  me,  eafe  my  fear; 

*  Left,  when  we  next  time  meet,  I  want  the  power 

*  To  L^a'ch  into  the  ficknefs  of  thy  mind, 

*  But  talk  as  wildly  then,  as  thou  lock'ft  now.' 

7^/:   O  Beh'idera  ! 

Bel.  Why  was  I  laft  night  delivered  to  a  villain  .^ 
Jaff.  Ha!  avitlain? 

Bel.  Yes,  to  a  villain!  Why  at  fuch  an  hour 
Meets  that  avTembly,  ail  mSde  up  of  vvretches, 

*  That  look  as  hell  had  drawn  them  into  league  ?* 
Why,  I  in  this  hand,  and  in  that  a  dagger. 
Was  I  deliver'd  with  dreadful  ceremonies  ? 

To  you,  fir,  and  to  your  hcitour  I  bequeath  her, 

And  ivitb  her  this  :  Whenever  I  prove  unworthy—^ 

7'ou  knoiv  the  reji — then  Jlrike  it  to  her  heart. 

Oh  1  why's  that  reft  conceal'd  from  me  ?  Muft  I 

Be  made  the  hoftage  of  a  hellifn  truft  ? 

For  fuch  I  know  I  am  ;  that's  all  m.y  value. 

But,  by  the  love  and  loyalty  I  owe  chee, 

I'll  free  thee  from  the  bond^age  of  thefe  fiaves; 

Straight  to  the  fenate,  tell  'em  all  I  know, 

All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  fears  inform  me. 

Jaff.  Is  this  the  Roman  virtue;  this  the  bleed 
That  boafts  its  purity  with  Cato%  daughter  ? 
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Would  (he  have  e'er  betrav'd  her  Brutus? 

Be/.  No: 
For  Briiruj  trufled  her      Wert  thou  fo  kind, 
W^3t  would  not  BelnjiJira  fuffcr  for  thee  ? 

y.'ulf.  I  ihdi  undo  iTiyfelf,  and  tell  thee  all. 

•  Be'..  Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am,  a  woman, 

*  But  as  a  bone,  thy  wife,  thy  fiiend  ;  who  long 
'  Kas  had  admiffion  to  thy  heart,  and  there 

*  Study'd  the  virtues  of  thy  gallant  nature. 

*  Thy  conilancy,  thy  courage,  and  thy  truth, 

*  Have  been  my  daily  leflbn  :   1  have  learn'd  'em, 

*  And,  boid  as  thou,  can  fuft^r  or  defpife 

*  The  v.'oift  of  faces  for  thee,  and  with  thee  Ihare 'em. 

'  J'if-   ^»  '''°Li  divincrt  power!  look  down,  and  hcsr 
'  I^ly  prayers  1  inilruiJl  me  to  reward  this  virtue." 
Yet  think  a  little,  ere  thou  tempt  me  further; 
Thii  k  I've  a  tale  to  tell  will  fhake  thy  nature, 
Melt  all  this  boafled  conftancy  thou  talk'll  ofj 
Into  vile  tears  and  dcfpicable  forrov\s : 
Then,  if  tliou  fliould'it  betray  me  I 

^.V.Shalllfwear? 

Jaf^  No,  do  not  fwear :  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  nature  with  fo  rude  a  bond ; 
But  as  thou  hop'H  to  fee  nie  live  my  days, 
And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  breaft  : 
I've  bound  inyfelf,  by  all  tlie  ftriitell  facraments, 
Divine  and  human—— 

Bd.  Speak  ! 

Joif.  To  kill  thy  father- — 

Be!.  My  father  ! 

J^'^ff'  Nay,  the  throats  of  the  whole  fcnatc 
Shall  bleed,  my  Belvidera.     He  amongil  us. 
That  fpares  bis  father,  brother,  or  his  friend, 
Is  damn'd,     *  How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  face 

*  Of  ruin  look,  when  thefe  wide  ftreets  run  blood ! 

*  I,  and  the  glorious  partners  of  my  fortune, 

'  Shouting,  and  ftiiding  o'er  the  proflrate  dead, 
'  Siill  to  new  wafte  ;  whilil  thou,  far  off  in  fafety, 

*  Smiling,  fhalt  fee  the  wonders  of  our  daring ; 

*  And,  when  night  comes,  with  praifc  and  love  receive 

♦  me.' 
Bel.  Oh! 
Jaff.  Have  a  care,  and  fhfink  not  even  in  thought : 

For  if  thou  do'ft »-» 

Bd, 
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StI.   I  know  it;  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do,  ilrike  this  iword  into  this  borom  :  lay  me 
Dead  on  the  earth,  then  thou  will  be  fafe. 
Mui-d'er  my  fat/icr  i  Tho'  his  cruc^l  nature 
Has  perlecuted  me  to  my  undoing ; 
Driven  me  to  bafeft  wants;  can  I  behold  him, 
Wich  fmiles  of  vengeance,  butcher'd  in  his  age  ? 
The  facred  fountain  of  my  life  deilroy'd  ? 
And  canft  thou  fhed  the  blood  that  gave  me  being? 
Nay,  be  a  traitor  too,  and  fell  thy  country? 
Can  thy  great  heart  defcend  fo  vilely  low, 
Mix  with  hir'd  Haves,  bravoes,  and  common  ftabbers, 
*  Nofe-flitters,  alley-lurking  villains !'  join 
With  fuch  a  crew,  and  take  a  ruffian's  wages, 
lb  cut  the  threats  of  wretches  as  they  fleep? 

Jaf.  Thou  wrong'il  me,  Belvidtra!  I've  engag'dir^ 
With  men  of  fouls  ;  fit  to  reform  the  ills  * 

Of  all  mankind  ;  there's  nor  a  heart  amongft  them 
But's  flout  as  death,  yet  honeft  as  the  nature 
Of  man  firft  made,  ere  fraud  and  vice  were  fafliions. 
Bel.  What's  he,  to  whofe  curs'd  hands  laft  night  thoa 
gav'ft  me  ? 
'•Vas  that  well  done  !  Oh  !  I  could  tell  a  ftory, 
V.ould  rouze  thy  lion  heart  out  of  its  den. 
And  make  it  rage  v\ith  terrifying  fury. 
"Jaff.  Speak  on,  I  charge  thee. 
Bel.  O  my  love  !  if  e'er 
Thy  Bd'viderd%  peace  deferv'd  thy  care, 
liemove  me  from  this  place.     Laft  night !  laft  night ! 
J^ff.  DiftvaQ  me  not,  but  give  me  all  the  truih. 
BkI.  No  fooner  wert.thcu  gone,  and  I  alone, 
■   I  eft  in  the  power  of  that  old  fon  of  mifchief ; 
No  fooner  was  I  laid  on  my  fad  bed, 
But  that  vileNvfetch  approach'd  me,  loofe,  '  unbutton'd, 
*  Rcsdy  for  violation  :'  Then  my  heart 
Throbb'd  with  its  fears :  Oh,  how  I  wept  and  figh'd  ! 
And  fhrunk  and  trembled  1  v,'i(h'd  in  vain  for  him 
'J'hat  ftiould  protedt  me !  Thou,  alas !  wert  gone. 

''joff.  i'atitnce,  fweet  Heav'n,  till  I  make  vengeance 

Aire. 
Bel.  He  drew  the  hideous  dagger  forth,  thou  gav'ft  him, 
And,  with  upbraiding  fmiles,  he  faid.  Behold  it : 
This  is  the  pledge  cf  a  faljc  hnjhand^s  lo-ue: 
And  in  mv  ar.nis  then  prcfs'd,  and  wouW  have  clafo'd  me; 
B  5  ^      But 
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Biy  with  my  cries,  I  fcar'd  his  coward  heart, 

Till  he  withdrew,  aud  muttcr'd  vows  to  hell. 

1  hefe  are  thy  friends  I  with  thefe  thy  life,  thy  honour, 

Thy  love,  al  ftak'd.  and  all  will  go  to  ruin. 

T/T^!  No  more  :  1  charge  thee  keep  this  fecret  clofe. 
Ciear  up  tliy  forrovvj ;  look  as  if  thy  wrongs 
V/ere  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  friend, 
As  no  complaint  were  made.     No  more  ;  retire, 
Retire,  my  life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  honour  ; 
I'll  heal  his  failings,  ^v.d  deferve  thy  love. 

Pel.  Oh!  fhould  I  part  with  ihcc,  I  fear  thou  v.ilt 
In  anger  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

y<i^.  Return  no  more !  I  would  not  live  without  thee 
Another  night,  to  purchafe  tiie  creation. 

Bel.  When  fliall  we  meet  again  ? 

J'lf-  Anon,  at  twelve 
I'll  ileal  myfelf  to  thy  expefting  arms : 
Come  like  a  travell'd  dove,  and  bring  tbee  peace. 

£sl.  Indeed! 

y^  Ky  all  our  loves, 

JBei.  'Tis  hard  to  part : 
But  fure  no  falftiood  ever  look'd  fo  fairly* 
Farertel!  ;  remember  tweh'e.  {f A;V. 

JrJ^.  Let  Heav'n  forget  me, 
Whcij  I  remember  net  thy  truth,  thy  love, 
■*  How  curs'd  is  my  condition,  tofs'd  and  joilled 
'  From  every  comer!  Fortune's  common  fool, 

*  The  jeft  of  rogues,  an  inftrumental  afs, 

*  Foi*  villains  to  lay  loads  of  (hame  upon, 

*  And  drive  about  juft  for  their  eafe  and  fcorn.* 

En/er  Pierre. 

Pier.   jaSier» 

y^;J/'.  Who  calls  ? 

•Pier.  A  friend,  that  could  have  wiih'd 
T'have  found  thee  otherwife  cmploy'd.     What,  hunt 
A  wife  on  the  dull  foil !  Sure  a  I'aunch  hufband 
Of  ail  hoands  is  the  dulleft-.     Wilt  thou  never. 
Never  be  wean'd  from  caudles  and  confeftioiis  f 
What  feminine  t-ales  hafl  thca  been  lift'ning  to. 
Of  unair'd  fhirts,  catarrh=,  and  tooth-ach,   t^at 
}<y  shin-foi'd 'fh^es?  l^amnat-ion  1  that  a  fellow^ 
Chofen  to  he  a  (harer  in  the  deflruftion 
■Of  a  whole  people,  Oioulid  fneak  thus  into  corners 
To  vvaite  hia  dnae.,  and  fool  his  mind  with  love. 
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^off.  May  not  a  man  then  trifle  out  an  hour 
With  a  kind  w/oman,  and  not  wrong  his  calling  ? 

fur.  Not  in  a  caufe  like  ours. 

"joj'.  Then,  friend,  our  caulc 
Is  in  a  damn'd  condition  :  for  I'll  tell  thee, 
That  canker-worm,  call'd  lechery,  has  touch'd  it; 
'lis  tainted  vilely.     Would'Il  thou  think  it?  Renault 
(That  mortify'd  old  wither'd  winter  rogue) 
Loves  fimple  fornication  like  a  prieftj 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  wife; 
He  vifited^her  laft  night,  like  a  kind  guardian  : 
Faith,  flie  has  fome  temptation,  that's  the  trat^xin't. 

Pier,  He  durfl  not  wrong  his  truft. 

Joff.  'Twas  fomething  late  though, 
To  take  the  freedom  of  a  lady's  chamber.  > 

Pier.  Was  fhe  in  bed  ? 

J'^ff.  Yes,  faith  !  in  virgin  (heets, 
White  as  her  bofom,  Pierre,  difh'd  neatly  up. 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  appetite  to  taile. 
Oh!  how  the  old  fox  ftunk,  I  warrant  thee. 
When  the  rank  fit  was  on  him. 

Pier.  Patience  guide  me  ! 
lie's  us'd  no  violence? 

Ji^Jf.  No,  no ;  out  on'f,  violence  ! 
Play'd  with  her  neck  ;  bru.h'd  her  with  his  grey" beard; 
Struggl'd  and  touz'd  ;  tickl'd  her  till  {he  fqueak'd  a  lillie. 
May  be,  or  fo — but  not  a  jot  of  violence— 

Pier.  Damn  him. 

JcJ'.  Ay,  fo  f.y  I :  but  hufh,  no  raore  on'j. 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  I  believe 
Myielf  no  monlkr  yet :  '  tho'  no  man  knows 

*  What  fate  he's  born  to.'     Sure  it  is  near  the  hour 
Vv^e  all  iliould  meet  for  our  concluding  orders : 
Will  the  ambaffador  be  here  in  perfon  ? 

Pier.   No,  he  has  fent  commilFion  to  that  villain  Re- 
To  give  the  executing  charge  :  \nauh, 

I'd  have  thee  be  a  man,  if  poffible. 
And  keep  thy  temper  ;  for  a  brave  revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

JaJ'.  Fear  not,  I  am  as  cool  as  patience. 

*  Had' he  compleated  my  dithonour,  rather 

*  Than  hazard  the  fuccefs  our  hopes  are  ripe  for, 

*  I'd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  virtue.' 

Pier.  He's  yonder,  coming  this  way  thro'  tlte  hall; 

B  6  Kls 


36  VENICE    P  R  E  S  E  R  V  '  D. 

His  thoughts  feem  toll. 

Jnff-  Prithee  retire  and  leave  me 
Wich  hire  alone  ;  1 11  put  him  to  fome  trirJ  ; 
See  how  his  rotten  part  will  bear  the  touching. 
Pter.  Be  careful  then.  [£a:7» 

'^aff.  Nay,  never  doubt,  but  truft  me. 
Wljat,  be  a  devil,  take  a  damning  each 
For  (hedding  native  blood  !  Ccn  there  be  a  fin 
In  merciful  repentance?  Oh,  this  \illair.  1 
Enter  Rennuit. 
Rtf:.  Perverfe  and  pcevilli :  What  a  flave  is  man 
To  kt  his  itching  fiefh  thus  get  the  better  of  him  \ 
Difpatch  the  fool  her  hulband — tiiat  were  well. 
Who's  there  ? 
J  off.  A  man. 

Ren.  Tvly  friend,  my  near  ally, 
The  hofiage  of  your  faith,  my  beauteous  charge,  is  very 
7c^-  Sir,  ^are  you  fure  of  that  r  [well. 

Stanas  {he  in  perfedl  health?  Beats  her  pulfc  even  ; 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  ? 

Ren.  What  means  that  qucilion? 
Jfiff.  Oh  \  women  have  fantallic  cor.lfitutions, 
Inconilant  in  their  wiihes,  always  wavering, 
.'^rtd  never  fixt.     Was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  firu  fight,  to  truR  the  thing  [  lov'J 
(A  tempting  treafure  too)  with  youth  fo  f.erce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  ?  but  thou  art  honcrt. 
R.en.  Who  dare  accufe  me  ? 
Jff-  Curs'd  be  ^  Mhat  doubts 
Thy  virtue!  I  havetiy'd  it,  and  declare. 
Were  I  to  chufe  a  guardian  of  my  honour, 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping  ;  for  I  know  thee. 
jRcn.  Know  me  ! 

y..jf.  Ay,  know  thee.     There's  no  falHiood  in  thee; 
Thou  Icok'ii  juft  as  thou  art.     Let  us  embrace. 
Now  would'Il  thou  cut  my  throat,  or  i  cut  thiue. 
Ren.  You  dare  net  do't.  ,  ' 

Jciff.  You  lie,  fir. 
R,n.  How!  ' 
Jaff  No  more, 
'T;s  a  bafe  world,  and  muft  refoiTO,  that's  all. 
Evter  Spincfa,  Theodore,  Elliot,  RevilJido,  Dur.irJ, 

Bramvtil,  and  the  nji  of  the  ecnJpiruLors, 
Ren.   Spincfa,  Theodore,  ycu  are  wckome. 
■  Spin.  You  are  trembling,  fir.  Rin. 
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Ren.  'Tis  a  cold  night,  indeed  ;  I  am  aged  ; 
Full  of  decay  and  natural  infirmities.  [V'ier.  re  enters. 

We  n.all  be  warm,  iny  friends,  I  hope,  to-morrow. 

P.dr.  'Twas  liot  well  done  ;  thou  (liould'll  have  ilro„k'd 
And  not  have  gali'd  him,  [h.m, 

Jaff.  Damn  him,   let  him  chew  on't. 
Heav'u,!   Where  am  I  ?  befet  with  curTed  fiends. 
That  wait  to  damn  me  !  What  a  devil's  nan, 
When  he  forgets  his  nature hufn,  my  heart. 

P.£n.  My  .friends,  'tis  late  ;  are  we  afierabled  all  ? 
*  Where's  Theodore  P 

'  Thcod,  At  hand. 

*  Ren,  Spino/a. 

*  Spin.  Kereu 
'■Ren.   Bram-oeil. 

*  Bram.  I  am  ready. 

'  Ren.  Durand  zx^di  Brabe, 

*  Bar.  Command  us. 

'  We  are  both  prepar'd.'  "^ 

Omnes.  All;  all. 

Ren.  '  Mezzana,   Reroilhdo. 
'  Ternon,  Reiroji :'  Oh  !  you're  brave  men,  I  find 
Fit  to  behold  your  fate,  and  meet  her  fummons. 
To-morrow's  rifing  fun  mull  fee  you  all 
Deck'd  in  your,  honours.     Are  the  foldiers  ready  ? 

Pter.  All;  all.  . 

Ren,  You,   Durand,  with  your  thoufand,  muft  polTds 
St.  Mark's  ;  you,  captain,  know  your  charge  already  ; 
'Tis  to  fecure  the  ducal  palace  :   '  You, 
'  Brake,  with  an  hundred  more,  mult  gain  the  Secque : 
*  With  the  like  number,  Bramuezl,  to  the  ProcuraU,' 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  IcaR  tumult  poflible. 
Till  in  each  place  you  polt  fufficient  guards  : 
Then  flieathe  your  fwcrds  in  every  breali  you  meer, 

-Joff.  Ch,  reverend  cruelty  !  damn'd  bloody  villain. 

Ren.  During  this  execution,  Durand,  you 
Mull  in  the  miiii  keep  ycur  battalia  fail ; 
And,  T'heodore,  be  fure  to  plant  the  cannon 
That  may  command  th«  flreet ;   '  whilir  Re-villidot 
'  Mtzzana,   Ternon,   and  Retroji  ou^rd  you.' 
This  done,  we'll  give  the  general  alarm. 
Apply  petards,  and  force  the  ars'nal  gates ; 
Then  fi.'^  the  city  round  in  fcveral  places. 
Or  with  our  cannon  (if  it  dare  refill) 

Bat;er 
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Batter  to  mln.     But  above  all,  I  charge  you 
Shed  blood  enough  ;   fparc  neither  ilx  nor  age. 
Name  nor  condition  :  it  there  livts  a  fenator 
After-to  morrow,  though  the  dullcft  rogue 
1'hat  e'er  faid  nothine:,  we  have  loft  our  ends. 
If  poflible,  let':-  kill  the  very  name 
Of  fcnator,  and  bury  it  in  blood. 

JaJ'.  Mercilefs,   horrid  Have — Ay,  blood  enough ! 
Shed  blood  enough,  o\<l  Rcnuuli !  how  thou  charm'ft  me  ! 

Ren.  But  one  thing  more  and  then  farewel,  till  fate 
Join  us  again,  or  fep'rate  us  lor  ever : 
Firft  let's  embrace.     Heav'n  knows  who  next  fhall  thus 
Wing  ye  together  :  but  let  us  all  remember, 
We  wear  no  con.nion  caufe  upon  our  fword. 
Let  each  jnan  think,    that  on  his  fingle  virtue 
Depends  the  good  and  fame  of  all  the  reft  ; 
Eternal  honour,  or  perpetual  infamy. 

*  Let  us  remember,  through  v.hat  dreadful  hazards 

*  Propitious  fortune  hitherto  has  led  us : 

*  How  often  on  the  brink  of  fome  diicovery 

*  Have  we  ftood  tottering,  yet  ftill  kept  our  ground 
<  So  well,  that  the  bufieft  fearcher  ne'er  could  follow 

*  Thofe  fubtle  tracks,  which  puzzled  all  fufpicion  r' 
You  droop,  fir, 

Jojf.  No  ;  with  molt  profound  attention 
I've  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  virtue. 

Ren.  *  Tho'  there  be  yet  few  hours  'twixt  them  and 
^  Are  not  the  fenate  iuiPd  in  full  fecurity,  [ruin, 

*  Quiet  ar.d  fatisfy'd,  as  fools  are  always  I 
'  Never  did  fo  profound  repofe  fore-ran 

*  Calamity  fo  great.     Nay,  our  good  fortune 

*  Has  blinded  the  mod  piercing  of  mankind, 

*  Strengthen'd  the  fcarfulleft,  chariTi'd  the  mftft  fufpefl- 
'  Confounded  the  moft  fubtle  ;  for  we  live,  [tul^ 

*  We  live,  my  friends,  and  quickly  fhall  our  lives 

*  Prove  fatal  to  thefe  tyrants.'     Let's  conlider. 
That  we  deftroy  oppreilion,  avarice, 

A  people  nurs'd  up  equally  with  vices 

And  loathfome  lulls,  which  nature  mofl  abhors. 

And  fuch  as  without  fhame  Hie  cannot  futier. 

y<7^.  O  Btlviaera  I   take  me  to  thy  arms. 
And  Ihew  me  where's  my  peace,  for  1  have  loft  it.    \_Exit^ 

Ren.  Without  the  leaft  remorfc  then,  let's  refolve 
With  fixe  aud  fword  t'extermijiatc  ihefe  tyrants ; 

*  And 
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*  And  when  we  fiiail  behold  thefe  curs'd  tribunals 

'  Stain'd  by  the  tears  and  ftifierings  of  the  innocent, 

*  Burning  with  flames- rather  from  Htav'n  than  ours, 

*  The  raging,- furious,  and  unpitying  foldiei- 

*  Pulling  his  reeking  dagger  from  the  bofonis 

'  Of  gafping  wretches ;  death  in  every  quarier  j 

*  With  all  that  fad  diforder  can  produce 

*  To  make  afpedacle  of  horror^  then, 

*  Then  let  us  call  to  mind,  my  dearefl  friends, 

*  That  there  is  nothing  pare  upon  the  earth ; 

*  That  the  moft  vaUi'd  things  have  moft  alloys, 

'  And  that  in  change  of  all  thofe  vile  enormities,*  / 

Under  whofe  weight  this  wretched  country  labours, 
The  means  are  only  in  our  hands  to  crown  thcni. 

Pier.  And  may  thofe  powers  above,  that  are  propitious 
To  gallant  minds  record  this  caufe,  and  blefs  it  ! 

Ren.  Thus  happy,  thus  fecure  of  all  we  with  for, 
should  there,  my  friends,   be  found  among  us  one 
Falie  to  this  glorious  enterprize,  what  fate. 
What  vengeance,  were  enough  for  fuch  a  villain  ? 

Ell.  Death  here  without  repentance,  hell  hereafter, 

R<n.  Let  that  be  my  let,  if  as  here  I  Hand, 
Lilted  by  fate  among  her  darling  fons, 
Tho'  I  had  one  only  brother,  dear  by  all 
The  flriifteft  ties  of  nature  ;   '  tho'  one  hour 

*  Had  given  ns  birth,  one  fortune  fed  our  wantS^ 

*  One  only  love,  and  that  but  of  each  other, 

*  Siiil  fill  d  our  minds  ;'  could  I  have  fuch  a  friend 
Join'd  in  this  caufe,  and  had  but  ground  for  fear 

He  meant  foul  play  ;  may  thi5  right  hand  drop  from  me, 

Jf  I'd  not  hazard  all  my  future  peace. 

And  ilabhim  to  the  heart  before  you.     '^■liO, 

Who  would  do  Icfs  ?  Would'lt  thou  not,  Pierre,  the  fame? 

Pier,  You've  fingled  me,  ■fir,  out  for  this  hard  quellicn. 
As  if  'twere  ilarted  only  for  my  fake  ? 
Am  I  the  thing  you  fear?  Here,  here's  my  bofora, 
■Search  it  with  ail  \our  fwords.     Am  I  a  traitor  ? 

Ren.   No:  but  I  fear  your  late  commended  friend 
Is  little  lefs.     Come,  fjrs,  *tis  now  no  time 
To  trifle  with  ovir  fafeiy,     Where's  this  JafferF 

Spin,   He  left  the  room  jiaif  now,  in  lirangc  diforder* 

km.   l\i.y  there  is  danger  in  hioi  ;  I  obferv  d  him  ; 
During  the  time  Ttook  for  explanation, 
lie  was  iranfporteJ  from  moH  deep  auentioa 

4  To 
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I'f)  3  confuhon  which  he  could  not  {"mother. 

*  Hi^  looks  wrew  full  of  fadiieis  and  furprize, 

*  AH  kvhich  betray'd  a  wavering  fpirit  in  him,, 

*  That  labom'd  with  reludajicy  and  forrow.' 
What's  requifite  for  fatety  mull  be  done 
With  fpeedy  execuiioa  ;  he  remains 

Yet  in  our  power  :  ly  for  my  own  part,  wear 
A  dagger • 

Fur.  Well.       ,      ^ 

Ren.   And  I  could  w'lih  it  — 

Pier.  Where  ? 

Ren.  Eury'd  in  his  heart. 

Pier.  Away  !  we're  yet  all  friends, 
No  more  of  this  !  'twill  breed  ill  blood  among  us. 

Spin^  Let  us  all  draw  our  fwords,  and  fcarch  the  houfes 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  hole  where  he  fits  brooding 
Oer  his  cold  fears,  and  each  man  kill  his  fiiarc  of  him. 

Pier.  Who  talks  of  killing  ?   Who's  he'll  fned  the  blood 
That's  dear  to  me  ?  Is't  you  ?  or  you,  fir  ? 
What,  not  one  fpeak  I  how  you  {land  gaping  all 
On  your  grave  oriicle,  your  wooden  god  there  ! 
Yet  not  a  word  1   then,  fir,  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret; 
Sufpicion's  but  at  beft  a  coward's  virtue.  [To  Ren. 

Aen.  A  coward [Handles  his  fiuord. 

Pier.  Put  up  thy  fword,  old  man  ; 
Thy  hand  (hakes  at  it.     Come,  lets  heal  this  breach; 
1  am  too  hot :  we  yet  may  all  live  fiiends. 

Sf^n,  Till  we  are  fafe,  our  friendihip  cannot  be  fo. 

Pier.  Again!  Who's  that? 
,  Spin.  'Twas  I. 

need.  And  r. 

Ren.  And  I. 

Ow.  And  all. 
.   *  Rei.  Who  srd  on  my  fide  ? 

Spni.  '  Every  honell  fword.' 
Let's  die  like  :.nen,  and  not  be  fold  like  flavep. 

P/er.  Onelurh  word  more,  by  Heav'n,  111  to  the  fen.'ite. 
And  hang  yc  al;,  1  ke  dogs,  in  cluilcrs. 
Why  weep  your  coward  fwords  half  out  their  fliells  f 
Why  do  you  not  a  1  brandifh  them  like  mine  ? 
You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing. 

Re?i.  Go  to  the  fenate,  and  betray  us,  halle  ! 
Secure  thy  wi etched  life ;  we  fear  to  die 
Lcfs  than  thou  dar'li  be  hone{l. 

Pier. 
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Pier.  Thai's  rank  falfliood. 
Fear'll  thou  not  death  ?  Fie,  there's  a  knavilh  itch 
In  that  fait  blood,  an  utter  foe  to  fmartincj. 
Had  Jt'J/ier's  wife  prov'd  kind,  lie'd  Uili  been  true. 
}-"augh — how  that  ilinks ! 
1  l.ou  die  !  thou  kill  my  friend  !  or  thou  '   or  thou  ! 

*  With  that  lean  vvither'd  fare  I' 

Away,  dsfperfe  all  to  your  feveral  charges. 

And  meet  to-morrow  where  your  honour  calls  you. 

I'll  bring  the  man,  whofe  blood  yon  fo  much  thirit  for, 

Ai.d  you  (hall  fee  him  venture  for  you  fairly — 

iiciice  !   hence,  I  fay.  [Exit  Renault  angrily. 

S/)i>!.  !  fear  we  have  been  to  blame, 
■*  nd  done  M>o  much. 
'  Tleci/.  'Twas  too  fr.r  urg'd  againft  the  man  you  lov'd, 
'  Rev.  Here  take  our  fwords,  and  cruih  them  with  your 
Sf:in.   Forgive  us,  gallant  fr.end.  L^*^*^* 

Fnr.  Nay,  now  you've  found 
The  way  to  melt,  and  caft  me  as  vou  will. 

*  I  il  fetch  this  friend,  and  give  him  to  your  mercy: 
'  Nay,  he  Ihall  die,  if  yo«  will  take  him  from  me. 

'  For  your  repofe,  111  quit  my  heart's  hell  jewel  j 
'  But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  vilkLn^, 
'  A  fpiteful  villainy. 

•  Sj>ift.  No,  may  you  both 

*  for  ever  live,  and  fill  the  world  with  fame.' 

J^ier.  '  Now  yc're  too  kind.'    Whence  arofe  all  ihi« 
difccrd  ? 
Oh,  what  a  dangerous  precipice  have  we  'fcap'd  ! 
How  near  a  fall  was  all  we'd  long  been  building  I 
What  an  eternal  blot  had  llaia'd  our  glories. 
If  one,  the  bravefl:  and  the  bell:  of  men. 
Had  fall'n  a  facrifice.to  rafh  lufpicion, 
Butcher'd  by  thofe,  whofe  caufe  he  came  to  cherifh  ! 
'  Oh  !  could  you  know  him  all,  as  I  have  known  him  r 

*  How  good  he  is,  how  jufl>  how  true,-  how  brave, 

'  You  would  not  leave  this  place  till  you  had  feen  him; 

*  Mumbled  yourfelvcs  before  him,   kifs'd  his  feet, 
'  And  gain'd  remiffion  for  the  worft  of  follies.' 

Come  but  to-morrow,  all  your  doubts  fliall  end,  1 

And  to  your  loves  me  better  recommend,  > 

That  I've  preferv'd  your  fame,  and  fav'd  my  friend.      ) 

\_Exen?if, 

A  C  1' 
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ACT      IV. 

SCElSiE  the  Rialto. 
Infer  JafEer  anJ  Belvidera. 

y^j:  XT  THERE  doft  thou  lead  me ?  Ev'ry  ftep I  mbvff» 
VV     Methinks  I  tread  upon  feme  mangled  limb 
Of  a  r.ick'd  friend.     O,  my  charming  ruin  ! 
Where  are  we  wandering  ? 

Be/.  To  eternal  honour. 
You  do  a  deed  (hall  chronicle  thy  name 
Among  the  glorious  legends  of  thofe  few 
■"1  hat  have  fav'd  finking  nations.     Thy  renown 
SliaU  be  the  future  fong  of  all  the  virgins, 
Who  by  thy  piety  have  been  preferv'd 
From  horrid  violation.     Every  llreet 
Shall  be  adorn'd  with  Aatues  to  thy  honour  t 
And  at  thy  feet  this  great  infcripticn  written, 
Hemember  him  that  propp"  d  the  fall  of  \'  tx\\Q.t, 

yajf'.  Rather,  remember  him,  who,  after  all 
The  facred  bonds  of  oaths,  aud  holier  fiiendlhip. 
In  fond  companion  to  a  woman's  tears, 
Forgot  his  manhood,  virtue,  truth,  and  horiOur, 
To  (acrifice  the  bofom  thatreliev'd  him. 
Why  wjlt  thou  damn  me? 

Bel.  O  inconftant  man  ! 
How  will  you  promife  ;  how  will  you  deceive  ! 
Do,  return  back,  replace  me  in  my  bondage, 
Tell  all  thy  friends  how  dangeroully  thou  lov'ft  me, 
And  let  thy  dagger  do  its  bloody  office. 

*  O  !   that  kind  dagger.  Jafier,  how't  will  look 

*  Struck  thro'  my  heart,  drench'd  in  my  blood  to  th'hilt; 
'  Whilil  thefe  poor  dying  eyes,  lliall  wiih  their  tears 

'  No  more  torment  thee ;  then  thou  wilt  be  free ;' 

Or,  if  thou  think'll;  it  nobler,  let  me  live, 

Till  i'm  a  vi(Sim  to  the  hateful  lult 

Of  that  infernal  devil,  '  that  old  fiend, 

'  That's  damn'd  himfelf,  and  would  undo  mankind.* 

Latl  night,  my  love  ! 

Jajf.  Name  it  not  again  : 
It  fhews  a  beallly  image  to  my  fancy, 
Will  wake  me  into  madnefs.     '  Oh,  the  villain  ! 

*  That  durft  approach  fuch  purity  as  thine 

*  Orr 
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*  On  terms  (o  vile  :'  Deftruftion,  Avift  deftruftion. 
Fall  on  my  coward  head,  '  and  make  my  name 

*  The  common  fcorn  of  fools,  if  I  forgive  him  : 
'  If  I  forgive  him  !  If  not  revenge 

'  With  utmofi  rage,  and  moft  unftaying  fury, 
'  Thy  fufferings,  thou  dear  darling  of  my  life.* 
Be/.  Delay  no  longer  then,  but  to  the  fenate. 
And  tell  the  difmal'il  ftory  ever  utter'd  : 
Tell  'em  what  bloodilied,  rapine?,  defolations, 
Have  been  prepar'd  :  how  near's  the  fatal  hour. 
Save  thy  poor  country,  fave  the  reverend  blood 
Of  all  its  noble?,  which  to  morrow's  dawn 
Muft  elfe  fee  dead.     '  Save  thi;  poor  tender  lives 

*  Of  all  thofe  little  infants,  w'rich  the  uvords 

'*  Of  murderers  are  whetting  for,  this  moment. 
'  Think  thou  already  hear'it  their  dying  fcreams ; 
'  Think  that  thou  fee'A  their  fad  diftraded  mothers, 

*  Kneeling  before  thy  feet,  and  begging  pity  : 

*  With  torn  diihevel'd  hair  and  dreaming  eyes, 

'  Their  naked  mangltd  breafts  befmear'd  with  blood  ; 
'  And  even  the  milk,  with  which  their  fondled  babes 

*  So!t!y  they  huih'd,  dropping  in  anguifn  from  'em  : 

*  Think  thou  feell  this,  and  then  confuit  thy  heart. 

*  7<#  Oh  ! 

'  BiL  Think  too,  if  you  lofe  this  prefent  minute, 

*  VVhat  miferies  the  next  day  brings  upon  thee: 

*  Imagine  all  the  horror  of  that  night ; 

*  Murder  and  rapine,  vvafte  and  defolation, 

*  Confus'dly  raging  :'  Think  what  then  may  prove 
My  lot ;  the  ravifher  may  then  come  fafe, 

And,  'midrt  the  terror  of  the  public  ruin, 
Do  'a  damn'd  deed  ;  '  perhaps  may  lay  a  train 

*  To  catch  thy  life  :   then  where  will  be  revenge, 
'  The  dear  revenge  that's  due  to  fuch  a  wrong  :' 

J'lff'.  By  all  Heav'n's  powers,  prophetic  truth  dwells 
in  thee ; 
For  every  word  thou  fpeak'il  firikes  thro'  my  heart, 

*  Like  a  new  light,  and  ihews  it,  hovv't  has  wander'd.' 
jull  what  thou'il  made  me,  take  me,  BdviJtra, 

And  lead  n.e  to  the  place  where  I'm  to  fay 
This  bitter  leflbn  ;   where  I  muft  betray 
My  truth,  my  virtue,  conftancy,  and  friends. 
Muft  I  betray  my  friend?  Ah  !  take  me  quickly  5 
Secure  nie  well  before  that  thought's  renew'di 

IT 
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If  I  relapfe  once  more,  all's  loH  for  ever. 

Bel.  Hail  thou  ;i  Triend  more  clear  thnn  BelciJura  ? 

y^jf.  No  ;  thou'rt  my  foul  itfclf  j  wealth,  fiiendlhip, 
■honour  ; 
All  prefentjoys,  anu  earned  of  all  future. 
Are  fummM  in  rhce.     '  Nkthinks  when  in  thy  arms, 

*  Thus  leaning  on  thy  brcaft,  one  minute's  more 
'  Than  a  long  thoufand  years  of  vulgar  hours. 

*  Why  was  futh  happire/s  not  given  me  pure  ? 

'  Why  daOi'd  with  eiuel  wrongs,  and  bitter  warnings ;' 
Come,  lead  me  forsvird,  now,  like  a  tan-.c  lamb 
To  Aicrlfice.     Thus,  in  his  fatal  garlands 
Dcck'd  fine  and  plcas'd,  tnc  wanton  fiiipa  and  plays, 
Trots  by  th'  enticmg  flatt'ring  prieilefs'  Hde, 
And  much  tranfported  with  it^  l;ttle  pride, 
Forj-ecs  his  dear  companions  of  the  plain  ; 
Till,  by  her  boutid,   he's  on  the  altar  lain. 
Yet  then  too  har3iy  bleats,  fuch  pleafure's  in  the  pain. 

Enter  Ojf.cf.r  and  fix  Guards. 
OJi.  Stand !  who  gots  there  i 
A/. -Friends. 
'  Jiff'  Friend?,  Behidtra!  FU^e  me  from  my  friends: 

*  By  Hiav'n,  I'd  raUier  fee  the  fnce  oi^  heli, 
'  Thnn  meet  the  man  \  love.' 

OJi,  B'Jt  what  frifnds  aru  you  ? 

Pid.  Friends  to  the  icnate,  and  the  ftotc  of  VcnUe, 

Offi.  My  orders  are  to.ft-iae  on  nil  .[  find 
At  this  late  boor,  and  bring  'eni  to  tlie  council, 
Who  are  now  fitting. 

J^Jf-  Sir,  you  fliall  be  obey'd. 

*  Hold,  brute,  {land  off!  none  of  your  paw:  upon  me.* 
Now  tlie  lot's  cart,   and,  fate,  do  what  thou  wilt. 

\Exeunt  guarded, 
SCENE,  the  Senate  hoii/e. 
Where  appear  fining  the  DAe  ^Venice,  Friuli, 
Antonio,  and  tii^ht  vther  Se>:o!ois, 
Duke.   Antony,    Priuli,   fenators  of  Venice^ 
Speak,  why  are  we  aficmbied  here  this  night  ? 
What  have  you  to  inform  us  Gf,  concerns 
1  he  ftate  of /'«;/>/  honoiir,  or  its  fafetv  ? 

Prt.  Could  words  exprefs  tlis  llory  I've  to  tell  you. 
Fathers,  thefe  tears  were  ufelef;,  thtle  fad  tears 
That  full  from  my  old  eyes ;  but  there  is  caufe 
Wo  all  fhould  weep,  tear  off  thefe  purple  robes. 

And 
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And  wrap  ourreWes  in  fackcloth,  fitting  down 
On  the  fad  earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heav'n  : 
Heav'n  knows,  if  yet  there  be  an  hour  to  come 
Ere  Venice  be  no  more. 
All  Sen.  How! 
Pri.  Nay,  we  ftand 
Upon  the  very  brink  of  t;apirg  ruin. 
Within  this  city's  fo'inM  a  dark  coi.fpiracy 
To  rnailacre  us  all,  our  wi'/es  and  children. 
Kindred  and  friends,  our  palaces  and  temples 
To  lay  in  alhes  :  nay,  the  hour  too  fix'd  ;  [ment. 

The  ("words,  for  aught  I   know,  draWn  e'en  this  mo- 
And  the  wild  waile  begun.     From  unknown  hands 
1  had  this  warning  ;  but,  if  we  aie  men, 
Let's  not  be  tamely  buicher'd,  but  do  fomething 
That  may  inform  the  world,  in  after-ages. 
Our  virtue  was  not  ruin'd,  tho'  we  were.  \^A ncifi  vjithcut ^ 

Room,  room,  make  room  for  foms  prifoners 

*  6tK.  Let's  raife  the  city.' 

Enier  Officer  and  Guard- . 
"Duke.  Spesk  there.     What  diibjrbance? 
Offi.  Two  prifoners  have  the  guards  feiz'd  in  the  ftreet, 
•  w  1:0  fay,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend  fenate 
About  the  prefent  danger. 

Enter  Jaffier  arid  Officer. 
All.  Give  'em  entrance — Weil,  who  are  yoa  ? 
-Jnff.  A  villian. 
Am.  *  Short  and  pithy  :' 
'^ '-.e  man  fpeaks  well. 

Jaff'.  Would  every  man,  that  hears  me, 
^Vl;uld  deal  fo  honeilly,  and  own  his  title. 

Duke.  'Tis  rumour'd,  that  a  plot  has  been  contriv'd 
Againft  the  ftate  ;  and  you've  a  Ihare  in't  too. 
If  you  are  a  villain,  to  redeem  your  honour 
L  ;)fold  the  truth,  and  be  reltor'd  with  m.ercy. 

y'tf/f'.  Think  nor,  that  I  to  fave  my  life  came  hither  ; 
I  know  its  value  better;   but  in  pity 
To  all  thofe  wretches,  whofe  unhappy  dooms 
Are  fix'd  and  feal'd.     You  fee  me  here  befoi'e  j  ou, 
The  fworn  and  covenanted  foe  ci  Venice : 
}jut  ufe  me  as  my  dealings  may  deferve. 
And  I  may  prove  a  friend. 

Duke.  The  flaves  capitulates  j 
Che  him  the  tortures. 
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Jaff.  That  you  dare  not  do  : 
Your  fear  won't  let  you,  nor  the  longing  itch 
To  hear  a  ftory  which  you  dreaJthe  truth  of: 
Truth,  which  the  fear  of  fmart  Oiall  ne'er  get  from  me, 
Cowards  are  fcar'd  with  threat'ning ;  boys  are  vvhipt 
Into  coiifeffions  :  but  a  lleady  mind 
Adls  of  itfelf,  ne'er  aflcs  the  body  counlel. 
Giv'c  him  the  tortures  ! — name  but  fuch  a  thing 
Again,  by  Heav'n  I'll  Ihut  thefe  lips  for  ever. 
.Not  all  your  racks,  your  engines,  or  your  wheels, 
Shall  force  a  groan  away,  that  you  may  guefs  at. 

'  Ant.  A  bloody-minded  fellow,  I'll  warrant ; 

*  A  damn'd  bloody-minded  fellow.' 

Duke.  Name  your  conditions. 

Jaff-  For  myfelf  full  pardon, 
Berides  the  lives  of  two  and  twenty  friend?, 
Whofe  names  are  here  enroll'd— Nay,  let  their  crimes 
Be  ne'er  fo  monftrous,  I  mud  have  the  oaths 
And  facred  promife  of  this  reverend  gDuncil, 
That  in  a  full  aflembly  of  the  fenate 
The  thing  1  fvvear  be  ratify'd.     Swear  this, 
And  I'll  unfold  the  fecretof  your  danger. 

*  A.I.  We'll  fwear.' 
Duke.  Propofe  the  oath. 
Jaff.   By  all  the  hopes 

Yoj  have  of  peace  and  happinefs  hereafter, 
Swear. 

*  M.  We  all  fwear. 

*  Joff.  To  grant  me  what  I've  alk'd, 

*  Ye  fwear  ?' 

All.  We  fwear. 

Ja^'.  And,  as  ye  k?ep  the  oath, 
^^l.y  you,  and  your  pnftcrity  be  blefs'd. 
Or  curs'd  for  ever. 

All.  Elfe  be  curs'd  for  ever. 

Jaff.  Then  here's  the  liit,  aod  with't  the  full  difclofe 
Of  all  that  threatens  you.  [^Delivers  a  paper. 

Now,  fate,  thou  haft  caught  me. 

'  4>!t.  Why,  what  a  dreadful  catalogue  of  cut-throats 
'  is  here  !   I'll  warrant  you,  not  one  oi"  chefe  fellows  but 

*  has  a   face  like  a  lion.     I  dare  not  io  much   as  read 

*  their  names  over.' 

Duke.    Give  order  that  all  diligent  fearch   be  made 
To  leizc  thefe  men,  their  ciiaraiters  are  public. 

The 
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The  paper  intimates  their  rendezvous 

To  be  at  the  houfe  of  the  fam'd  Grecian  courtezan, 

Call'd  J^jU'/ina;  fee  the  place  fecur'd. 

*  J'it.  What,  my  Nicky  Nacky !   harry  durry  ! 

*  NickyNacky,  in  the  plot — I'll  make  a  fpeech, 

*  Moll  noble  ienators, 

*  What  headlong  apprehenfions  drive  you  on, 

*  Right  noble,  wife,  and  truly  folid  fcnators, 
'  To  violate  the  laws  and  rights  of  nations? 

*  The  lady  is  a  lady  of  renown; 

'  'Tis  true,  fhe  holds  a  houfe  of  fair  reception, 

*  And,  tho'  I  fay't  nivftlf,  as  many  moie 
'  Can  fay,  as  well  as  I 

*  2  Sen.  My  lord,  long  fpeeches 

'  A+e  fiivoloas  here,  when  dangers  are  fo  near  us. 
'  We  all  well  know  your  interell  in  that  lady  ; 
'  The  world  talks  loud  on't. 
'  -Jnf.  Verily  I  have  done  ; 

*  I  fay  no  more. 

■*  Duke.  But,  fince  he  has  declar'd 

*  Himfelf  concern'd,  pray,  captain,  take  great  cauilon 

*  To  treat  the  fair  one  as  becomes  her  charafter; 

'  And  let  her  bed-chamber  be  fearch'd  with  decency,' 
You,  yajier,  muft  with  patience  bear  till  morning 
To  be  our  prifoner. 

JaJ^.   Would  the  chains  of  death 
Had  bound  me  fafe,  ere  I  had  known  this  minute. 

*  I've  done  a  deed  will  make  my  flory  hereafter 

*  Quoted  in  competition  with  all  ill  ones : 
'  The  llory  of  my  wickedncfs  Ihall  run 

*  Down  thro'  the  low  traditions  of  the  vulgar, 

*  And  boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  tale  of  Jojier.* 

Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  your  prifoner. 

Jrff.  Sir,  if  poffible. 
Lead  me  where  my  own  thoughts  themfelves  m.ay  lofe  me ; 
Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  life. 
Forget  myfelf,  and  this  day's  guilt  and  fal  chood. 
Cruel  remembrance,  how  {hall  I  appeafe  thee  ? 

\Exit  guarded. 

Off..   \fwtthoutA,    More   traitors;    room,    room,    rake 

Dt'ke,  How's  this,  guards?  [room  there. 

Where  are  our  guards  ?  Shut  up  the  gates,  tlie  treafon's 
Already  at  the  doors. 

Enttr  Officer. 

Off.  My  lords,  more  iraiiors,  Selz'3 
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Seiz'd  in  the  very  aft  of  confultation  ; 
FiirnilTi'd  wiih  arms  and  inllruracnts  of  mifchief. 
Bring  in  the  prifoners. 
Enter  Pierre,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eil.ot,  Rcvellido, 

and  other  ccujpirators,    in  fetters. 
Pier.  You,  my  lords  and  fathers, 
(As  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  \ourf;.lves)  of  Venice ; 
If  you  fit  hero  to  guide  the  courfe  of  jullice, 
Why  thefc  difgraceful  chains  upon  the  limbs 
That  have  fo  oiten  labour'd  in  your  fervice  ? 
Are  thefe  the  wreaths  of  triumph  ye  beftow 
On  thofe,  that  bring^ou  conquelt  home,  and  honours? 
D:i/:e.  Go  on  ;  you  ftall  be  heard,  fir. 
*  Ant.  And  be  hang'd  too,  I  hope.' 
Pier.  Are  thefe  the  trophies  I've  deferv'd,  for  figluirig 
Your  battles. with  confederated  powers? 
When  winds  and  leas  confpir'd  to  overthrow  you. 
And  brought  the  fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  harbours; 
And  you,  great  Duke,  flirunk  trembling  in  your  palace, 
And  faw  your  wife,  theAir/atiCy  plough'd, 
Like  a  lewd  whore,  by  bolder  prows  than  yours ; 
Stepp'd  not  I  forth,  and  taui^ht  your  Icofe  FeKeiians 
The  talk  of  honour,  and  the  way  of  greatneis  ? 
Rais'd  you  from  your  capitulating  fears 
To  fiipulate  the  terms  of  fu  d-for  peace  ? 
And  this  my  recompence  !  If  I'm  a  traitor. 
Produce  my  charge;  or  fhew  the  wretch  that's  bafe 
And  brave  enough  to  tell  me  I'm  a  trailer. 

Duke.   llnQvj  you  QViQ  Jo ffur  F  \_Cc>!j'p.  intirmur. 

Pier.  Yes,  and  know  lui  virtue 
His  juitice,  truth,- his  general  worth,  and  fufreiing; 
From  a  hard  father,  taught  me  firlt  to  love  him. 
Duke,  vice  him  brought  forth. 

Enter  Joffier  guarded. 
Pier.  My  friend  too  bound  !  nay  then 
Cur  fate  has  conquei'd  n-,  and  we  mult  fall. 
V.'hy  droops  the  man  whofe  welfare's  fo  much  mne. 
They're  but  one  thing?  Thcfe  reverend  tyrant.-,  j'"jf>sr^ 
•Call  us  traitors.     Art  thou  one,   my  brother  ? 

Joff.  To  thee  I  am  the  falfell,  verieft  flavc. 
That  e'er  betray'd  a  generous,  trulling  friend. 
And  gave  up  honour  to  be  fure  of  rum. 
All  O'.ir  fair  hopes,  which  morning  was  t'  iiavo  crown'd. 
Has  this  curs'd  tongue  o'crthrown. 

Pier, 
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Tier.  So,  then  all's  over : 
I'enice  haft  loft  her  freedom,  I  my  life. 
No  more ! 

Duke.  Say;  will  you  make  confeffion 
Of  your  vile  deeds,  and  truft  the  ienate's  mercy  ? 

Pier.  Curs'd  be  your  fenate  :  curs'd  your  conftitution: 
The  curfe  of  growing  faftions  and  divifions. 
Still  vex  your  councils,  fliake  your  public  fafety. 
And  make  the  robes  of  government  you  wear 
Hateful  to  you,  as  thefe  bafe  chains  to  me. 

Duke.   Pardon,  of  death  ? 

Pier.  Death  !  honourable  death  ! 

Ren.  Death's  the  beft  thing  we  aflc,  or  you  can  give. 
No  (hameful  bonds,  but  honourable  death. 

Duke.   Break  up    the  council.     Captain,  guard  your 
prifoners. 
Jaffier,  you're  free,  but  thefe  muft  wait  for  judgment. 

Ex.  all  the  fenaiors. 

Pier.  Come,  where's  my  dungeon  ?   Lead  me  to  my 
It  will  not  be  the  firft  time  I've  Icdg'd  hard  [ilraw: 

To  do  the  fena;e  fervice. 

yaff'.  Hold  one  moment. 

Pier.  Who's  he  difputes  the  judgment  of  the  fenate? 
Jrefumptuous  reb:l — on —  \SiriUi  jaiT. 

'Jaff.  By  Heaven,  youftirnotl 
I  muft  be  heard  ;  I  muft  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
Thou  haft  difgraced  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  blow: 
Had  not  a  dagger  done  thee  nobler  juftice  ? 
But  ufe  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  canft  n;  t  wrong  me. 
For  I  am  fallen  beneath  the  bafeft  injuries: 
Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  eye  of  merc\'. 
With  pity  and  with  charity  behold  me ; 

*  Shut  not  thy  heart  againft  a  friend's  repentance:* 
But,  as  there  dwells  a  godlike  nature  in  thee, 
Liften  with  mildnefs  to  jny  fupplications. 

Pier.   What  whining  monk  ait  thou?  what  holy  chc&t> 
That  would  ft  incroach  upon  my  credulous  ears, 
And  cant'ft  thus  vilely?  Hencel  1  know  thee  not; 

*  Diftemble  and  be  nafty.'     Leave,  hypocrite. 

'Jo§\  Not  know  ine,  Pierre  ! 
Pier.  No,  know  thee  not!  What  art  thou? 
J'iff-  J^ffi^^y  thy  friend,  thy  once-lov'd  valu'd  friend! 
Tho'  now  defervedly  fcorn'd,  and  us'd  moft  hardly. 
Pier.  Thou,  Jajierl  thou,  my  once-lov'd  valu'd  friend! 
C  Cv 
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By  Heav'ns,  thou  ly'ft;  the  man  fa  call'd,  my  friend. 
Was  generous,  honell,  faithfuJ,  jull,  and  valiant  j 
Noble  in  mind,  and  in  his  perfon  lovely; 
Dear  to  my  eyes,  and  tender  to  my  heart : 
But  thou,  a  wretched,  bale,  falfe,  worthlefs  coward. 
Poor,  even  in  foul,  and  loathfome  in  thy  afpedl ; 
All  eyes  muit  ftiun  thee,  and  all  hearts  deteil  thee. 
Prithee  avoid;  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  mc, 
Like  f  )meching  baneful,  that  my  nature's  chill'd  at. 
"Jaf'.  1  have  not  vvrong'd  thee,  by  thefe  tears  I  have  not. 

*  But  iUU  am  honcit,  true,  and,  hope  too,  valiant  j 

*  My  mind  llill  full  of  thee,  therefore  ftill  noble. 
'  Let  not  thy  eyes  then  (htin  me,  nor  thy  heart 

*  Deteft  me  utterly.     Oh  !  look  upon  me, 

*  Look  back,  and  fee  my  fad,  finccre  fubmifficn  ! 

*  How  my  heart  fwells,  as  e'en  'twould  burft  my  bofom ; 

*  Fond  of  its  goal,  and  labouring  to  be  at  thee. 

*  What  (hall  1  do  ?  what  fay,  to  make  thee  hear  me  r' 

Pier,   Hale   thou  not  wiong'd   me?    Dai'il  thou  call 
That  cnce-lov'd,  valu'd  friend  of  mine,  [thyfelf 

And  fvvear  thou  haft  r.ot  wrong'd  me  ?  Whence  thefe 

chains  ? 
Whence  the  vile  death  which  I  may  meet  this  moment  ? 
Whence  this  dilhonour,  but  from  thee,  thou  falfe  one? 

ynjf.  All's  truf ;  yet  grant  one  thing,  and  I've  doiiC 

Pier.  What's  that  ?  [afking. 

"Jiilf.  To  take  thy  life,  on  fuch  conditions 
The  (.ouncil  have  propos'd  :  thou,  and  thy  friends, 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

P/er.  Life  !  afk  my  life  1  confefs !  record  myfelf 
A  villain,  for  the  piivilege  to  breathe. 
And  carry  up  and  down  this  curfed  city, 
A  difcontented  and  repining  fpirit, 
IJuithciifomC  to  itfelf,  a  few  years  longer; 
To  loie  it,  may  be,  at  laft,  in  a  lewd  quarrel 
For  fome  new  friend,  treacherous  and  falfe  as  thou  art  I 
No,  this  vile  world  and  I  have  long  been  jangling, 
And  cannot  part  on  better  terms  than  now. 
When  o.ily  men,  like  thee',  are  fit  to  live  in't. 

Jcjj:  By  all  that's  juft 

Pier.  Swear  by  fome  other  power, 
For  thbu  haft  broke  that  facrcd  oath  too  lately. 

Jaff.  Then,   by  that  hell  I  meiit,  I'll  not  leave  thee. 
Till,    to  thyfelf  at  Icaft,  luou'rt  leconcil'd, 

However 
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However  thy  refenfment  deal  with  me. 

Pier.  Not  leave  me  ! 

Jciff.  No;  thou  fhalt  not  force  me  from  thee. 
Ufe  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  flave ; 
Tread  on  me,  buffet  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head  ;  I'll  bear  it  all  with  patience 
Shall  weary  out  thy  moft  unfriendly  cruelty: 
Lie  at  thy  feet,  and  kifs  'em,  tho'  they  fpurn  mej 
Till  w  ounded  by  my  fufferings,  thou  relent, 
And  raife  me  to  thy  arms,  with  dear  forgivenels. 

Pier.   Art  ihou  not 

7./;  What? 

Pier.  A  traitor? 

Jaff.  Yes. 

Pier.  A  villain  ? 

y^ff.    Granted. 
.    Pnr.  A  coward,  a  moft  fcandalous  coward ; 
Spiritlefs,  void  of  honour ;  one  who  has  fold 
Thy  everlafting  fame  for  faamelcfs  life  ! 

jaff'.  All,  all,  and  more,  much  more  :  my  fault;  a-e 
numberlefs. 

Pier.    And  would'ft  thou  have  me  live  on  terms  like 
Bafe,  as  thou'rt  faife [thine? 

Jaff.  No  ;   'tis  to  me  that's  granted ; 
The  fafety  of  thy  life  was  all  1  aini'd  at. 
In  recomper.ce  for  faith  and  truft  fo  broken. 

Pier.  I  icorn  it  more,  becaufe  prcferv'd  by  thee  j 
And,  as  when  lirft  my  foolifh  heart  took  pity 
On  thy  misfortunes,  fought  thee  in  thy  miferies, 
Rdiev'd  thy  wants,  and  rais'd  thee  from  the  ftate 
Of  wretchednefs,  in  which  thy  fate  had  plung'd  thee. 
To  rank  thee  in  my  lift  of  noble  friends; 
All  I  received,  in  lurety  for  thy  truth. 
Were  unregarded  oaths,  and  this,  this  dagger. 
Given  with  a  worthlefs  pledge,  thou  fmce  haft  ftol'n  : 
So  I  reftore  it  back  to  thee  again; 

Swearing  by  all  thofe  powers  which  thou  haft  violated. 
Never  from  this  curs'd  hour,  to  hold  communion, 
Friendfliip,  or  intereft,  with  thee,  tho'  our  years 
Were  to  exceed  thofe  limited  the  world. 
Take  it — farcwcl — for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 

"Jaff.  Say,  thou  wilt  live  then. 

Pt3r,  For  my  life,  difpofe  it 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  becaufe  'tis  what  I'm  tir'd  with. 
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jAff.   O  Pierre! 

Pur.  No  more. 

Jajf.   My  eyes  won't  lofe  the  fight  of  thee, 
Bu"  lariguiih  after  thine,  and  ake  with  gazing. 

i'/f/-.  Leave  n.e  —  Nay,  then  thus,  thus  1  throw  thee 
fr.jm  me ; 
And  curfes,  great  as  is  thy  falfhood,  catch  thee.       \^Ex, 

Jaff.  Amen. 
He'i  gone,  my  father,  frienu,  preferver; 
And  liere's  the  portion  he  has  left  me: 

\_h'.olds  the  dagger  up. 
This  dagger.     Well  remember'd  !  with  this  dagger, 
1  gave  a  folemn  vow  of  dire  inportancc; 
Parted  wiih  tliis,   and  Btluldera  together. 
Have  a  care,  nicm'ry,  drive  that  thought  no  farther: 
iVo,  I'll  efteem  k.  as  a  friend's  lalt  legacy  ; 
Tieafure  it  up,  within  this  wretched  bofonn, 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
'1  iiat,  when  they  meet,  they  Hart  rot  from  each  other, 
lio,  now  for  thinking— A  blow,  call'd  traitor,  villain. 
Coward,  difhonourable  co-Aard  ;  fough  ! 

•  Oh  !  for  a  long  found  flecp,  and  fo  forget  it.' 
Down,  biify  devil. 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel.    Whither  fhall  1  fly? 
Where  hide  me  and  my  miferies  together? 
Vv  here's  now  the  Roman  conllancy  1  boalled? 
Slink  into  trembling  fears  and  dcfperation. 
Not.  daring  to  look  up  to  that  dear  face 
Vv'hich  ub'd  to  fmilc,  even  on  my  faults ;  but,  down, 
?>ending  thefe  miferable  eyes  to  earth, 
Mufl  move  in  penance,  and  implore  much  mercy. 

'jaff.   Mercy!  kind  Heav'n  has  furely  endlcfs  ftores 
Hoarded  for  thee,  of  blefiings  yet  untalled  : 

•  let  wretches,  loaded  haid  wiih  guilt,  a-.  I  am, 

•  Bow  with  the  weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  burthen, 

•  Creep  with  a  remnant  of  that  ftrongth  they've  left 

'  Before  the  footi'.ool  of  that  Heav'n  they've  injur'd.' 
O,  Belvidera!  I  am  the  wretched''^  creature  [nie; 

h"er  crawl'd  on  earth.     '   Now,    if  thou'll  virtue,  help 

•  Take  me  into  thy  arm'^,  and  fpeak  the  words  of  peace 
'  To  my  divided  Ifuil,  that  wais  w'vlwsx  mc, 

•  And  raifes  every  icnfe  to  my  confufion  : 

'  li,'  Ilea. 'r,  I'iii  tottcrnng  on  the  very  brink 

♦Of 
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'  Of  peace;  and  thou  art  all  the  hold  I've  left. 

•  BiL  Alas!  I  know  thy  forrows  are  molt  mighty: 

*  I  know  thou'It  caufe  to  mourn,  to  mourn,  my  Jaffer, 

*  With  endlefs  cries,  and  nevcr-ceafing  wailing: 

*  Thou' ft  loft 

•  Jaff.  Oh!  I  have  loft  what  can't  be  counted;' 
My  friend  too,   I'elt'iciera,  that  dear  friend, 
Who,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  health  rejoic'd  in. 
Has  us'd  me  like  a  (lave,  fhamehTlly  us'd  me: 

'T would  brenk  thy  pitying  heart  to  hear  the  ftory. 

*  What  fhall  I  do  ?  Refentrrient,  indignation, 

*  1  ove,  pity,  fear,  and  mem'ry  how  I've  wrong'd  him^, 

*  Diftradl  my  quiec,  with  the  very  tliought  on't, 

*  And  tear  my  heart  to  pieces  in  my  bolom.' 

BeL  What  has  he  done? 

•  'Jnjf.  Thou'dll  hate  me,  fhould  I  tell  thee. 

•  A/.  Why?  [bear  it; 
f  Jaff.  Oh!    he  has   us'd  n;e !    yet,    by  Heav'n,    I 

*  He  has  us'd  me,  Bdvidtra!  but  firft  fwear,  [terly, 

*  That  when  I've  told  thee,  thou  wilt  not  loath  me  ut- 

*  Tho'  vileft  blots  and  llains  appear  upon  me ; 
'  But  ftill,  at  leaft  with  charitable  goodnefs, 

'  Be  near  me,  in  the  pangs  of  my  affliftion ; 

*  Nor  fcorn  me,  Bel-vtdera,  as  he  has  done. 

•  Bit.    Have  I   then   e'er  been  falfe,    that  now  I'm 

*  doubted  ? 

*  Speak,  what's  the  caufe  I'm  grown  into  diftruft? 

'  Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  love's  complaining? 

•  -Joff.  Oh  I 

•  BeL  Tell  me. 

•  J^'ff'  Bear  my  failings,  for  they're  many. 
'  O  my  dear  angel !  in  that  friend,  I've  loft 

*  All  my  foul's  peace;  for  every  thought  of  him, 

'  Strikes  my  I'enfe  hard,  and  deads  it  in  m)  biain^l 

*  Would'ft  thou  believe  it? 

•  Bel  Speak.' 

J  off.  Before  we  parted, 
Ere  yet  his  guards  had  led  him  to  his  prifon, 
Full  of  fevereit  forrows  for  his  fufferings. 
With  eyes  o'erflowing,  and  a  bleeding  heait, 

*  Humbling  myfelf,  almoft  beneath  my  nature.' 
As  at  his  feet  I  kneel'd,  and  fued  for  mercy, 

'  Forgetting  all  our  friendfhip,  all  the  dearnefs, 

*  In  which  we've  liv'd  fo  many  years  together,' 

C  3  With 
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Wich  a  reproachful  hand,  he  dadi'd  a  blow: 

He  Ibuck  me.  Belviaera  !  by  lieav'n,  lie  ilruck  mc! 

Ijufieted,  call'd  me  traitor,  villain,  coward. 

Am  I  a  coward  i  Am  I  villain  ?  Tell  me  : 

'J'liou'rt  the  bell  judge,  and  mad'll  me,  if  I  am  ib  ? 

Damnation!  coward! 

kil.  Oh!  forgive  him,  Jaffier; 
And,  if  his  fuflerings  wound  thy  heart  already, 
Wi-.ai  will  they  do  to-morrow? 

•7:if:,Ah! 

Bel.    I  o-morrow. 
Whin  thou  fhalt  fee  him  ftrctch'd  in  all  the  agonies 
Oi  a  tormenting  and  a  fliameful  death  ; 
His  bleeding  bowels,  and  hib  broken  limbs, 
Jnfa'ted  o'er  by  a  viie  butchering  villain  ; 
What  will  thy  heart  do  then  ?  Oh  !  fare  'twill  ftream, 
Like  niy  eyes  now. 

Jajf.  What  means  thy  dreadful  flory  ? 
Death,  and  tc-mnrrow  ?  broken  limbs  and  bowels! 
'  Infulted  oer  by  a  vile  butchering  villain  ! 
*  By  all  my  fears,  I  (hall  ilart  out  to  madnefs 
'  With  barely  guefTing,  if  the  truth's  hid  longer.' 

Bel.  The  faithlefs  fenators,  'tis  they've  decreed. 
They  fay,  according  to  our  friends'  requell, 
They  ftiall  have  death,  and  no  ignoble  bondage  : 
Declare  their  promis'd  mercy  all  as  forfeited  : 
F.dfe  to  their  oaths,  and  deaf  to  interceCion, 
Warrants  are  pafs'd  for  public  death  to-moirow. 

Jffff.  Death  !    doom'd   to  die  !    condemn'd   unheard  !. 
unpleaded  ! 

Bel.  Nay,  cruel 'A  racks  and  torments  are  preparing 
To  force  confeffion  from  their  dying  pangs. 
Oh  !   do  not  look  fo  terribly  upon  me  ! 
How  your  lips  fliake,  and  all  youi  face  diforder'd  ! 
What  means  my  love? 

Jaff.  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee  leave  me ! Strong 

Wake  in  my  heart.  [temptations 

Bel    For  what  ? 

Jijff'.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 

Bel.  Why? 

Jnff.  Oh !  by  Heav'n,  I  love  thee  with  that  fondnefs, 
I  would  not  have  thee  Hay  a  moment  longer 
I\car  thefe  curs'd  hands;  are  they  not  cold  upon  thee? 

[Pulls  thi  diiggir  half  out  of  kh  bofomi 
and  puts  it  Lack  again% 
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Bel.  No,  everlafting  comfort's  in  thy  arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  breaft,  is  fofter  eafe 
Than  downy  pillows,  deck'd  on  leaves  of  rofe?. 

Jaff.  Alas !   thou  think'H  not  of  the  thorns  'tis  fill'd 
with  : 
Fly  ere  they  gall  thee.     There's  a  lurking  ferpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  fling  thee  to  the  heart : 
Art  thou  not  terrify'd  ? 

Bel.  No. 

Jaff.   Call  to  mind 
What  thou  haft  done,  and  wh:;her  thou  haft  brou9;ht  me. 

Bel.  Hah!  [mTfchief! 

Jaf.   Where's  my  friend  ?    my  friend,    thou  fmiling 
Nay ,  Ihrink  not,  now  'tis  too  late  ;  '  thou  (hould'ft  have  fled 

*  When  thy  guilt  firft  had  caufe;'  for  dire  revenge 
Is  up,   and  raging  for  my  friend.     He  groans  ! 
Hark,  how  he  groans !  his  fcreams  are  in  mv  ears 

.  Already  ;  fee,  they've  fix'd  him  on  the  wheel. 
And  now  they  tear  him — Murder!  perjur'd  fenate! 
Murder — (.^h  ! — Hark  thee,  traitrefs,  thou  haft  done  this  \ 
Thanks  to  thy  tears,  and  falfe  perfuading  love. 
How  her  eyes  fpeak  !  oh,  thou  bewitching  creature  ! 

[Fec/ing  for  his  dagger. 
Madnefs  can't  hurt  thee.     Come,  thou  little  trembler, 
Creep  even  into  my  heart,  and  there  lie  fafe; 
'Tis  thy  own  citadel — Hah — )'et  ftand  oft", 
Heav'n  muft  have  juftice,  '  and  mv  broken  vows 

*  Will  link  me  elfe  beneath  its  reaching  mercy.' 
I'll  wink,  and  then  'tis  done — "^ 

B  I.  What  means  the  lord 
Of  me,  my  life,  and  love?  What's  in  thy  br.fom, 
Thou  grafp'ft  at  ib  ?  '  Nay,  why  am  1  thus  treated  ? 

'  [Jaffier  drawos  the  dagge-,  and  off'ers  to  fiah  her, 

*  What  wilt  ihou  do:'  Ah!  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffier; 

*  Pity  tliefe  panting  breafts,  and  trem.bling  limbs, 

'  That  us'd  to  clafp  thee  when  thy  looks  were  milder, 

*  That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  uipurg'd  foul; 

*  And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  darknefs.' 

jqffi.  Know,  Bel-~oidera,  when  we  parted  laft, 
I  gave  this  dagger  with  thee,  as  in  tru'.l, 
To  be  thy  portion  if  I  e'er  prov'd  falie. 
On  fuch  condition  was  my  truth  believ'd: 
But  now  'tis  forfeited,  and  muU  be  paid  for. 

[O^frj  to  Jiab  her  agdh, 
C  4  B.U 
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Bel.  Oh!  mere-  .  [Kmee/in^. 

Jaff.  Nay,  no  ilrufrRling. 

Bit.  Now,  then,  kill  me. 

[Leaps  on  his  fiec^,  an  J  kiffii  him* 
While  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  neck, 
Kifs  tliy  revengeful  lips,  and  die  in  joys 
Gr^-^atcr  than  any  I  can  guefs  hereafter. 

JoiJ.   I  am,  I  am  a  coward,  witnefs  Heav'n, 
^^'itnefs  it,  earth,  and  ev'ry  being  witnefs : 
'Ti.^  but  one  blow!   yet,  by  immortal  love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  thought  to  harm  thee, 

\_He  thro-ixs  axuny  thv  dagoer^  and  imhracts  her. 
The  fe.il  of  Providence  is  Ture  upon  thee; 
And  thou  wert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  wonders. 
Oh  !   thou  wert  cither  born  to  fave  or  damn  me. 
By  all  the  power  that's  given  thee  o'er  my  foul. 
By  thy  refilllefs  tears  and  conquering  ("miles, 
♦  lay  the  vidorious  love  that  ftiil  waits  on  thee;* 
Fly  to  thy  cruel  father,  fave  my  friend, 
Or  all  Our  future  quiet's  loll  for  ever. 
Fall  at  his  feet,  cling  round  his  rev'rend  limbs. 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes,  and  with  thy  tears, 
Ivlelt  his  hard  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him, 
Crufh  him  in  th'arms,  torture  him  with  thy  foftnefs  ; 
Nor,  till  thy  prayers  are  granted,  fet  him  free, 
Bai  conquer  him,  as  thou  haft  conquered  me.       [Exeunt, 


ACT       V. 

SCENE,   an  apartment  in  Priuli's  heuje. 

Enter  Priuli  /o/us. 
HY,  cruel  Heav'n,  have  my  unhappy  days 
Been  lengthened  to  this  fad  one  ?  Oh  !  dilhonour, 
And  deathlefs  infamy  have  fall'n  upon  me. 
Was  it  ray  fault  ?  Am  I  a  traitor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  child,  my  daughter  wedded  ; 
Tliere  my  beft  blood  runs  foul,  and  a  difeafe 
Jncurable  has  feiz'd  upon  my  memory, 
To  make  it  rot  and  llink  to  after-ages. 
*  Curs'd  be  the  fatal  minute  when  I  got  her  j 
'  Or  wou'd  that  I'd  been  any  thing  but  man, 

♦  And 
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*  And  rais'd  an  iffue  which  would  ne'er  have  wrong'd  me» 

*  The  mifeableft  creatures  (man  excepted) 

*  Are  n.t  the  lefs  elleem'd,  tho'  their  pofterity 

*  Degenerate  from  the  virtues  of  their  fathers : 

*  The  vileft  beafts  are  happy  in  their  offspring, 

*  While  only  man  gets  traitors,  whores,  and  villains, 

*  Curs'd  be  the  name,  and  fome  fwift  blow  from  fate, 

*  Lay  this  head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten.' 

Enter  Belvidera  in  a  long  mourning  'Vtil. 

Bel.  He's  there,  my  father,  my  inhuman  father, 
That  for  thiee  years  has  left  an  only  child, 
Expos'd  to  all  the  outrages  of  fate. 
And  cruel  ruin! — oh 

Pn.  What  child  of  forrow 
Art  thou,  that  com'ft  wrapt  up  in  weeds  of  fadnefs. 
And  mov'ft  as  jf  thy  iteps  were  tow'rds  a  grave? 

Bel.  A  wretch  who,  from  the  very  top  of  happinefs 
Am  fallen  into  the  loweft  depths  of  mifery. 
And  want  your  pitying  hand  to  raii'e  me  up  again. 

'  Pri.  Indeed  thou  talk'll  as  thou  hadll  t..fted  forrows: 

*  Would  I  could  help  thee! 

*  Bel.  'Tis  greatiy  in  your  power  : 

*  The  world  too  fpeaks  you  charitable;  and  T, 

*  Who  ne'er  a(k'd  alms  before,  in  that  dear  hope, 
'  Am  come  a  begging  to  you,  fir. 

'  Pr:.  For  what  ? 

*  Bel.  Oh  !  well  regard  me,  is  this  voice  a  Urange  onei' 

*  Confider  too  wheti  beggars  once  pretend 

*  A  cafe  like  mine^  no  little  will  content  'em.' 

P/:,  What  svouldft  thou  beg  for  " 

Bel.  Pity  and  forgivenefs.  [Throivs  up  her  ^eiL 

By  the  kind  tender  names  of  child  and  father, 
Hear  my  compiaints,  and  t  ke  me  to  your  love. 

Pri.  My  daughter ! 

Bel.  Yes,  your  daughter,  '  by  a  mother 

*  Virtuous  and  noble,  taithful  to  your  honour, 

*  Obeuient  to  your  will,  kind  to  your  wifnes, 

*  Dear  to  your  arms.     )jy  all  the  joys  ihe  gave  you, 

*  When  in  her  blooming  years  (he  was  your  treafure, 

*  Look  kindly  on  me !  In  my  foce  behold 
•The  lineaments  of  her's  you've  kifs'd  fj  ^^fteii, 

*  Pleading  the  caufe  of  ^our  poor  ca:l-oti  child, 

*  Pri.  Thou  ait  my  daughter. 

•  Bil.  Vcs' — and  you've  ott  told  me, 

C  c  With. 
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With  iimiles  of  love  and  cbafte  paternal  kiflcs, 
I'j  much  rel'emblance  of  my  mother. 

'  Prt.  Oh  ! 
"*  f i.dft  thou  inherired  her  matchL-fs  virtues, 
'  I'd  too  been  bltrf^'d. 

'  Btl.   Nay,  do  not  call  to  memory 

*  My  difobcdience ;  but  let  pity  enter 

'  Ir.to  your  heart,  and  quiie  efface  th'  impreflion. 

'  i'cr  CO.  Id  you  think  how  mine's  perp!ex*d  with  fadncfa, 

•  iearj  and  defpairs  diftrad  the  peace  within  me; 

'  Oh  !   you  would  take  me  it.-to  your  dear,  dear  arms, 

'  1-iovcr  v/iih  ftrong  companion  o'er  your  young  one, 

'  To  (helter  me  with  a  prottding  wing 

'  t'rom  the  black  g:ither'd  llorm,  that's  jufl,  jufl  break- 
P>i.  Don't  talk  thus.  ['•"'£•* 

Bdl.  Yes,  I  mull :  and  you  muft  hear  too. 

1  h^ve  a  hulband. 
/•■'/.  Damn  him. 

i?'7.  Oh  !  do  nut  curfe  him, 
}-ie  would  not  fpeak  To  hare  a  word  towards  you 
On  any  terms,  liowe  er  I'.c  deal  uiih  nic. 

Pti.   Ah!   what  mear.s  my  child  ? 

'  B'l.  Oh  !  there's  but  this  (hort  moment 

•  'Twixt  me  and  rate  :  yet  fend  me  not  with  cnrfcs 
'  Do  An  to  my  grave;  atrbid  me  one  kind  blcfling 

•  Bi  fore  we  part:  jull  tai^e  me  into  your  arms, 

*  And  recominend  me  with  a  prayer  to  Heav'n, 

'  1  h:it  1  may  die  in  peace;  and  when  I'm  dead • 

•  Pri.   Hovv  my  foul's  catch'd  I  ' 

*  Bel.  Lay  me,  I  beg  )0u  lay  me 

*  By  the  dear  afhes  of  my  tender  mother. 

'  She  would  have  pity'd  me,  had  fate  yet  fpai'd  her. 

•  Pri.  By  Heav'n,  my  aking  heart  forebodes  much  miC» 

'  cii:ef  \ 

*  Tell  nic  ihy  Jiory,  for  I'm  dill  thy  father. 

*  Bel.  No  :  I'm  Hill  contented, 

*  Pri.  Speak. 

•  Bel.  No  matter. 

♦  Pri.  Tell  me  : 

•  By  yon  blefb'd  Heav'n,  my  heart  runs  o'er  with  fonii- 
■*  Bel.  .Oh  \  [ucfs. 

•  Pn.  Utter  it.' 

*  Bel.   Oh  !   n^y  dear  hafband,  my  dear  hufband, 
Carries  a  dagger  in  his  once  kind  bofbai, 

i  To 
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To  pierce  the  heart  of  your  poor  BehiWcra. 

Pri,  Kill  thee  ! 

Bel.  Yes,  kill  me.     When  he  pafs'd  his  faith 
And  covenant  againft  your  ftate  and  fenate. 
He  gave  me  up  a  hoilage  for  his  truth  : 
With  nie  a  dagger,  and  a  dire  commiflion, 
Whene'er  he  tail'd,  to  plunge  it  thro'  this  bofom. 
I  learnt  the  danger,  chofe  the  hour  of  love 
T'  attempt  his  heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  honour. 
Great  love  prevail'd,  and  blefs'd  me  with  faccefs  ! 
He  came,  confefs'd,  betray'd  his  deareft  friends 
For  promiPd  mercy.     Now  they're  doom'd  to  fufFer, 
Gall'd  with  remembrance  of  what  then  was  fworn,    . 
If  they  are  loft,  he  vows  t'appeaie  the  gods 
With  this  poor  life,  and  make  my  blood  th'  atonement, 

Pri.   Heav'ns  ! 

*  Bel.  Think  you  faw  what  pafs'd  at  our  laft  parting  ; 

*  Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  lion, 

*  Pacing  the  earth,  and  tearing  up  his  Iteps, 

*  Fate  in  his  eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  pain 

*  Of  burning  fury  :  think  you  faw  his  one  hand 

*  Fix'd  on  my  throat,  while  the  extended  other 

*  Grafp'd  a  keen  threat'ning  dagger  :  Oh  !  'tiva'^  thus 

*  We  lait  embrac'd,   when,  trembling  with  revenge, 

*  He  dragg'd  me  to  the  ground,  and  at  my  bofom 

*  Prefented  horrid  death.     Cry'd  out,  my  fncnds, 

*  Where  are  my  friends  ?  fwore,  wept,  rag'd,  threatsnM^ 

lov'd, 

*  For  he  yet  icv'd,  and  that  dear  love  preferv'd  me 

*  To  this  lalt  trial  of  a  father's  pity. 

*  I  fear  not  death  ;  bu:  cannot  bear  a  thought 

*  That  dear  hand  fhould  do  th'  unfriendly  office,* 
If  [  was  ever  then  your  care,  now  hear  me  ; 
Fly  to  the  fenace,  fave  the  promis'd  lives 

Of  his  dear  friends,  ere  mine  be  made  a  facrifice.. 

Pri.  Oh,  my  heart's  comfort  ! 

Bel.  Will  you  not,  my  father? 
Weep  not,  but  anfwer  me. 

Pri.  By  Heav  n,  I  will. 
Not  one  of  them  but  what  (hall  be  immortal. 
Canft  thou  forgive  me  all  my  follies  pall  ? 
I'll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  father  ;  never. 
Never  more  thus  expofe,  but  cheriih  thee, 
Dear  as  the  vital  warmth  that  feeds  my  life. 

C  6  Desr 
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D.ar  as  thcfe  eyes  that  weep  in  fondnefs  o'er  theer 
Pvace  to  thy  heart.     Farewell. 

RJ.  Go,  and  remember, 
"~i'\i  Bel-videra'i  life  her  father  pleads  for.    [Ex  /everalty, 
'  Etitir  AntcrJo. 

*  l!om,  hum,  ha  ! 

'  Signor  Priuli,  my  lord  PriuU,  my  lord,  my  lord,  my 
'  lord.  Now  we  lords  love  to  call  one  another  by  our 
'  tiiles.  My  lord,  my  lord,  my  lorJ,. — Pox  on  him,  I 
'  am  a  ImJ  as  well  as  he.     And  {b  let  hira  fiddle.— I'll 

*  warrant  him   he's   gone   to  the   fenate-hoiife,  and   I'll 

*  be   there  too,    footi    enough    for    fomebody.     Odd — 

*  here's  a   tickling   fpeech    about  the    plot  ;    I'll  prove 

*  there's  a  plot  with  a  vengeance—  would   I  had  it  with- 

*  out  book  ;  let  me  fee 

'  Moll  reverend  fenators, 

*  That  there  is  a  plot,  furcly  by  this  time  no  man  that 

*  hath  eyes  or  underllanding  in  his  head  will  prefume  to 

*  doubt ;  'tis  as  plain  as  the  light  in  the  cucumber — no 
'  — hold   there — ciicamber  does  not  come   in   yet — 'tis 

*  as  plain  as  the  light  in  the  fun,  or  as  the  man  in  ths 

*  moon,  even  at  noon  day.  It  is  indeed  a  pumpkin- 
'  plot,  which  juil  as  it  was  mellovv,  we  have  gather'd, 

*  and  now  we  have  gaiher'd  it,  p:epar'd  and  drefs'd  itj 
*■  ihali  we  throw  it  like  a  pickled  cucumber  out  of  the 
*•  window  ?  No  :  that  it  is  not  only  a  blooJy,  horrid,  ex- 

*  acrable,  damnable,  and  audacious  plot ;  but  it   is  as  I 

*  may  fo  fay,  a  faucy  jdot;  and  we  ali  know,  mcft  reve- 

*  rend  fifther^,  that  what  is  fauce  for  a  goofe  is  fauce  for  a 

*  gander  :  theiefore,  I  fay,  as  thofe  blood- thirfty-ganders 

*  of  the  confpiracy  would  hava  dellroy'd  us  pcefe  of  the 
<-fenate,  let  us  make  haile  to  deftroy  them  ;  fo  I  humbly. 
*move  for  hanging — Hah  !  hurry  durry, — I  thi:^k  this 

*  wjII  do  ;   though  I  was  fomething  out  at  fjrft,  about  the 

*  fun  and  the  cucumber. 

'  Enter  Aquilina. 

*  jiqui.  Good  morrow.,  fenator. 

Ant.  Nacky,   my  dear  Nacky  ;  morrow,  Nacky;  odd 

*  I  am  very  brifk,  very  merry,  very  pert,  very  jovial— 
*■  ha  a  a.  a  a  —  kjfs  me.  Nacky  !.  how  doll  thou  do,  my  lit- 

*  tie  tory  rory  Itrumpet  ?  K;fi  me,  I  fay,  huiTy,  kifs  me. 

*  J^ut.  Kifa   me,    Nacky  !    hang  you,   iir  coxcomb  ;. 
••hang  you,  fir. 

*  Ant,    Haiiy,  taity,   is  it  {o  indeed  }  With  all  my 

I  •  heart,. 
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'  heart,  faith — Eey,  then  up  go  we.     Faith,  hj — :^jett  up- 

*  go  lAje,  dum  duni  derum  dump,  \.fi"^^* 

'  Aqui,  Signer. 

*  Jnt,  Madona. 

*  Jqui.  Do  you  intend  to  die  in  your  bed  ? 

'  Jftt.  About  threefcore   years  hence  much  may  be 

*  done,  my  dear. 

*- Aqui.  You'll  be  hang'd,  Signor, 

*  Ant.  Hang'd,  fweet-heart !  prithee  be  quiet ;  hang'd 

*  quoth-a ;  that's  a  merry  conceit  with  all  my   heart ; 

*  why  thou  jok'll,  Nacky  ;  thou  art  given  to  joking, 
'  I'll  fwear.     Well,  1  proteft,  Nacky,  nay  I  muft  pro- 

*  teft,  and  will  proteft,   that  I  love  joking  dearly,  man. 

*  And  I  love  thee  for  joking,  and  I'll  kifs  thee  for  jo- 
*■  king,  and  tovvfe  thee  for  joking;  and  odd,  1  have  a 
'  devili(h  mind  to  take  thee  afide  about  that  bufinefs 
'  for  joking  too,  odd  I  have ;  and  H(y,  then  up  'tve  go, 

■  *  dum  dam  derum  dump,  [^"g^' 

*  Aqui.  See  you  this,   fir  ?  [D.rai.vs  a  da^ger^. 
*^n^.  Olaud,  a  dagger  !  Oh,  laud!  it  is  natural'/ 

*  my  averfion,  I  cannot  endure  the  fight  on't ;  hide  it,  for 
'  Heaven's  fake  ;  I  cannot  look  that  way  till  it  be  gone 
*• — hide  it,  hide  it,  oh!  oh!   hide  it. 

•  Aqui.  Yes,  in  your  heart  J'L  hide  it. 

•  Ant.  My  heart !   what  hide  a  dagger  in  my  heart's 

*  blood ! 

•  Acini,  Yes,  in  thy  heart,  thy  throat,  thou  pamper'd 

devil ; 

*  Thou  haft  help'd  to  fpoil  my  peace,  and  1*11  liave  ven*^ 

geance 
'  On  thy  curs'd  life,  for  all  the  bloody  fenate, 

*  The  perjur'd  faithltfs  fenate..    Where's  my  lord, 

*  My  happinefs,  my  love,  my  god,  my  hero? 

'  Doom'd  by  thy  :ccurftd  tOii^LC,  among  the  reft, 

*  T'  a  (hameful  rack.     By  all  the  rage  that's  in  me^ 
•■  I'll  be  whole  years  in  murdering  thee. 

•  Ant.  Why,  Nacky, 

*  Wherefore  (o  pailionate  ?  What  have  I  dene  ?  What's 

*  the  matter,  my  dear  Nacky  ?  Ai:i  not  I  thy  love,  thy 

*  liappinefs,  thy  lord,  thy  hero,  thy  fcnatoi,  and  every 

*  thing  in  the  world,   Nueky  ? 

'  ."Iqu).  Thou  !  think'il  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  meet  my 

*  To  bear  the  eager  claip  of  my  embraces  i  [jo/s  J' 

*  Give  me  Pierrty  or— — • 

*-  Ant, 
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*  Ant.  Why,  he's  to  be  hang'd,  little  Nacky  ; 

*  Trufs'd  up  tor  treafon,  and  lo  forth,  child. 

'  Jqui.  'Ihou  ly'ft;  Hop  down  thy  throat  that  helll/h 
'  fentence, 

*  Or  'tis  thy  lad  :  fwear  that  my  love  ftiall  live^ 

*  Or  thou'rt  dead 

'  Jnt.  Ah  !   h  h  h. 

*  Jjui.  Swear  to  recall  his  doom  ; 

*  Swear  at  my  feet,  and  tremble  at  my  fury. 

*  Ant.  I  do  !  Now  if  ftie  would  but  kick  a  little  bit ; 

*  <Mie  kick  now,  Ah!  h  h  h. 

'  Aqui.  Swear,  or — 

*  Ant.  I  do,  by  thefe  dear  fragrant  foots,  and  little 
'  toes,    fweet  as  e  e  e  e,   my  Nacky,    Nacky,    Nacky, 

*  faith  and  tioth. 

*  Aqui.   How  ! 

*  Ant.  Nothing  but  untie  thy  flioe-ftrings  a  little,  that's 

*  all,  that's  all,  as  1  hope  to  live,  Nacky,  that's  all,  all. 

*  Aqui.  Nay,  then  — 

*  Am.  Hold  ;     hold ;    thy  love,   thy  lord,    thy  hero, 

*  ftiall  be  preferv'd  and  fafe. 

*  Aqui.  Or  may  this  poniard 

*  Rull  in  thy  heart. 

*  J/jt.  With  all  my  foul. 

*  Aqui.  Farewel.  [Exit^ 

*  Ant.    Adieu.     Why,   what  a  bloody-minded   inve- 

*  terate,  termagant  ftrumpet  have  i  been  plagued  with  ! 

*  Oh  !  h  h  !  yet  no  more  1  nay  then   I  die,  1  dc —  I'm 

*  dead  already.  \_Stretches  ht  my  If  out.*' 

S  iw  E  IN  E,  changes  io  a  Garden.     Enter  Jaftier. 
"Jaf.  Final  deftruftlm  feize  on  all  the  world. 
Bend  down,  ye  Heav'ns,  and  ihutting  round  this  earth, 
Cruih  the  vile  globe  into  its  firil  confufion  ; 

*  Scorch  it  with  eLniental  flames,  to  one  curs'd  cinder, 

*  And  all  us  litile  creepers  in't,  cr.U'd  men, 

*  Barn,  burn  to  nothing  :  but  let  Venice  burn 

*  hotter  than  all  the  reli :  here  kindle  hell, 

*  Ne'er  to  extinguifli  ;  and  let  foyils  hereafter 

*  Groan  here,  in  all  tbofe  pains  which  mine  feels  now.* 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel.  My  life [Meeting  him» 

'J off.   My  plague [Turning  frcm  her, 

BeL  Nay,    then  I  lee  my  ruin. 
If  I  mull  die! 

*  J"u['  ^^»  "death's  this  day  too  buly  ; 

'  Thy 
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*  Thy  father's  ill-timed  mercy  came  too  late. 

*  I  thank  thee  for  thy  labours  though  ;   and  him  too  : 
'  But  all  my  poor,  betray'd,  unhappy  friends, 

*  Have  fummons  to  prepare  for  fate's  black  hour  ; 

*  And  yet  I  live. 

*  Bel.  Then  be  the  next  my  doom  : 

*  I  fee,  thou  haft  pafs'd  my  fentence  in  thy  heart, 

*  And  I'll  no  longer  v/eep,  or  plead  againlt  it, 

*  But  with  the  humbleft,  moll  obedient  patience, 

*  Meet  thy  dear  hands,  and  kifs  'em  when  they  wound 
'  Indeed  I  am  willing  ;   but  I  beg  thee  do  it  [me, 

*  With  fome  remcrfe ;  and  when  thou  giv'ft  the  blow, 

*  View  me  with  eyes  of  a  relenting  love, 

*  And  fhew  roe  pity,  for  'twill  fweeten  juftice. 

'  J^ff'  Shew  pity  to  thee  ! 

'  8el.  Yes ;  and  when  thy  hands, 

*  Charg'd  with  my  fate,  coree  trembling  to  the  deed, 

*  As  thou  haft  done  a  thoufand  ihoufand  times 

*  To  this  poor  bieaft,  when  kinder  rage  hath  brought  thee, 

*  When  our  ftung  hearts  have  leap'd  to  meet  each  other, 

*  And  melting  kifles  feal'd  our  lips  together: 

*  When  joys  have  left  me  gafping  in  thy  arms : 

*  So  let  my  death  come  now,  and  I'll  not  (hrink  from't.* 

Jaff.  Nay,  Bel'vidtruy  do  not  fear  my  cruelty. 
Nor  let  the  thoughts  of  death  perplex  thy  fancy  j 
But  ani'wer  me  to  what  I  Ihall  demand, 
With  a  firm  temper  and  unfliaken  fpirit. 

Bel.   I  win,  when  I've  done  weeping-— 

''Jeff-    Fie,   no  more  on't 
How  long  is't  fince  that  miferable  day 
We  wedded  fiift  ? 

Btl.  Oh  !  h  h  ! 

Joff.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  tears. 
Left  ihey  un-.r.an  me  too. 

Bd    Hcav'n  knows  I  cannot  ? 
The  words  you  nuer  found  fo  very  fadly. 
The  ftreanr.s  vvili  fol  ow — 

yuff.  Come,  I'll  kifi  'em  dry  then. 

£ei.  But  was't  a  miferabie  day  .'' 

Jaff.  A  curs'd  one. 

Btl:  I  thought  it  otherwife;  and  you've  often  fwornj 

*  In  the  tranfportinp  hours  of  warmelt  love, 

*  When  fare  )0u  fj  oke   the  truth,  you've  fworn,'  you 

Jaff.  'Twas  a  ralh  oath.  [blef>'d  it. 

BeU 
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Be!.  Then  why  arn  I  not  curs'd  lOo  ? 

JaJ'.  i\o,  Be:->idtra  ;   by  th'  eternai  truth, 
I  doat  with  to  >  much  fondnefs. 

Be!    ijtill  fo  kind  ! 
Stil!  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

Jaff.  '  Nature  in  her  workings 

*  Inclines  not  with  more  ardour  to  creation, 

'  Than  I  do  now  towards  thee :'  man  ne'er  was  blefi'J 
Since  the  firft  pair  met,  as  1  have  been. 

Be!.  Then  fure  you  will  not  curie  me  ? 

Jpff.   No,  I'll  blels  thee. 
I  came  on  purpoie,  Be!-v!dera,  to  blels  thee. 
'Tis  now,   1  think,  three  years,  we've  liv'd  together. 

Be!.  And  m.iy  no  fatal  minute  ever  part  us, 
Till  reverend  grown  for  age  and  love,   we  go 
Down  to  one  grave,  as  our  laft  bed,  together  ; 
There  fleep  in  peace,  till  an  eiernal  morning. 

*  Jaff.   When  will  that  be  ?  [Sighing. 

*  Bel.  I  hope,  long  ages  hence. 

*  Jeff.  Have  I  not  hitherto  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 

*  Thy  very  fears)  us'd  thee  with  tender'ft  love  ? 

'  Did  e  er  my  foul  rife  up  in  wrath  againft  thee? 

*  Did  I  e'er  frown,  when  Belvidera  fjnird  ? 

*  Or  by  the  lealt  unfriendly  word,  betray 

^  Abating  paffion  ?  Have  1  ever  v/rong'd  thee  ? 
•Be!.  No. 

*  Jaff'.  Hos  my  heart,  or  have  my  eyes,  e'er  wandered 

*  To  any  other  woman  ? 

*  Bel.  Never,  never — I  were  the  worft  of  falfe  ones^ 

•  Ihould  laccufe  thee. 

*  I  own  I've  been  too  happy  ;  blefs'd  above 

*  My  fex's  charter. 

Jaff'.  Dia  !  not  fay,  I  came  to  blefs  thee  ? 

^Bel.  You  did. 

Jaff'.  Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Heav'n  : 
Pour  down  your  blefiings  on  this  beauteous  head, 
Whert;  everialling  fweets  are  always  Ipringing, 
With  a  continual  giving  hand  :   let  peace. 
Honour,  and  iafety,  always  hover  round  her  ; 
Feed  her  uith  plenty  ;  let  her  eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  fi^,ht  of  lorrov\ ,  nor  her  heart  kr'ow  mourning  : 
Crown  all  h(  r  days  with  jo) ,  her  nighis  with  reit, 
Harmlef;-  as  her  own  thought;,  ;  and  prop  her  virtue. 
To  bear  the  lofs  of  one  th:a  too  much  lov'd  ;. 
iiad  conifori  her  wuh  patience  in  our  parting  I          Bel, 


VENICE    PRESERV'D.  65 

Bel.  How !  parting,  parting  ! 

Jaff.  Yes,  for  ever  parting  ; 
I  have  fworn,  Bih'idera,  by  yon  Heav'ri, 
That  beft  can  tell  how  much  I  lofe  to  leave  thee. 
We  part  this  hour  for  ever. 

Bel.  Oh  !  call  back 
Your  cruel  blelling  ;  flay  with  me,  and  curfe  me. 

*  Joff-  No,  'tis  relblv'd. 

*  Pel.  1  hen  hear  me  too,  juft  Heav'n  : 

*  Pour  down  your  cuifes  on  this  wretched  head, 

*  With  never-ceafing  vengeance  ;  let  defpair, 

*  Danger,  and  infamy,  nay  all,  furround  me  ; 

*  Starve  me  with  wantings  :   let  my  eves  ne'er  fee 

*  A  fight  of  comfort,  nor  my  heart  know  peace  ; 

*  But  dafh  my  days  with  forrow,  nights  with  horror?, 

*  Wild  as  my  own  thoughts  now,  and  let  loofe  fury 

*  To  make  me  mad  enough  for  what  I  lofe, 

*  If  I  niuft  lofe  him.     It  1  mufl !  I  w.li  not. 

*  Oh  1  turn  and  hear  me  1* 

Joff.  Now  hold,  heart,  or  never. 

Bet.  By  all  the  tender  days  we've  liv'd  together, 

*  By  all  our  charming  nights,  and  joys  thatcrown'd  cm.* 
Pity  my  fad  condition  ;  fpeak,  but  fpeak. 

Jaff.  Oh  1  oh  1 

Bd.  By  thefe  arms,  that  now  cling  round  thy  neck, 

*  By  this  dear  kifs,  and  by  ten  thoufand  more,' 
By  thefe  poor  fireaming  eyes 

Jaff.  Murder!  unhold  me  : 
By  th'  immortal  deftiny  that  doom'd  me 

[Draivs  hi:  dagger, 
To  this  curs'd  minute,  I'll  not  live  one  longer; 
Kefolve  to  let  me  go;  or  fee  me  fall 

'  Bel.  Hold,  fir,  be  patient.* 

Ji'ff.  Hark,  the  difmal  bell  [P a ftng  hell  tolls. 

Tolls  out  for  death  !  I  muft  attend  its  c:Ul  too ; 
For  my  poor  fiiend,  my  dying  Pierre,  expeds  me  : 
He  fent  a  mefiage  to  require  I'd  fee  him 
Before  he  dy'd,  and  take  his  laft  forgivenefs. 
Farewel  for  ever. 

Bel.  Leave  thy  dagger  with  me, 
Bequeath  me  fomething — Not  one  kifs  at  parting  ! 
Oh  !  my  poor  heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

[Going  out,  looks  bach  at  bim» 

7^/.  Yet  flay;. 

We 
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We  have  a  child,  as  yet  a  tender  infant : 
Be  a  kind  mother  to  him  when  I'm  gone ; 
Breed  him  in  virtue,  and  the  paths  of  honour, 
But  never  let  him  know  his  father'i  (lory  ; 
i  charge  thee  guard  him  from  the  wrongs,  my  fate 
May  do  his  future  fortune  or  his  name. 
Now — nearer  yet — •  \^/lpproaching  each  otbey. 

Oh  !  that  my  arms  were  riveted 
Thus  round  thee  ever !  But  my  fiiends !  my  oath  ! 
"This,    and  no  more.  \_^'ffi'  her. 

Bel.   Another,  fure  another. 
For  that  poor  little  one  you've  ta'en  fuch  cafe  of, 
I'll  ^ive'l  him  trul\'. 

Ji^Jf.  So — now  farewel, 

Bel,  For  ever  ? 

Jaff.  Heav'n  knows,  for  ever ;  all  good  angels  guard 
thee.  [Exit. 

Bel.   All  ill  ones  fure  had  charge  of  me  this  moment. 
Curs'd  be  my  days,  and  doubly  curs'd  my  nights, 
'  Wh'ch  I  mu'u  now  mourn  out  in  widow'd  tears; 
'  Blafted  by  every  herb,  and  fruit,   and  tree  ; 
«  Curs'd  be  the  rain  that  falls  upon  the  earth, 

*  And  may  the  general  curfe  reach  man  and  beaft.' 
Oh  !  give  me  daggers,  fire,  or  water  : 

How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the  waves 
Huzzing  and  foaming  round  my  finking  head, 
Till  I  defcended  to  the  peaceful  bottom  ! 
Oh  !  there's  all  quiet,  here  all  rage  and  fury  : 
The  air's  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  wciik  brain  ; 
I  long  for  thick  fubftantial  fleep  :   Hell  !  hell ! 
Burll  from  the  centte,  rage  and  roar  aloud. 
If  thou  art  half  fo  hot,   fo  mad  as  I  am. 
Enter  Priuli,  and  Seri/ants, 

*  Who's  there  ?  [They  Jeize  her. 

•  Pri.  Run,  feize,  and  bring  her  fafely  home  ; 

*  Guard  her  as  you  would  life :  alas  poor  creature  ! 

•  Bel.  What  to  my  hulband  !  then  condud  me  quickly  ; 

*  Are  all  things  ready  ?  Shall  we  die  moft  glorioufly  ; 
'  Say  not  a  word  of  this  to  my  old  father  : 

*  Murmuring  Ureams,    foft  fhades,  and  fpringing   flow- 

ers ! 

*  Lutes,  laurels,  feasofmilk,  and  fhips  of  amber.' 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  opening,  di/covers  a  Scaffold ,  a7id  a  Wheel  pre- 
par'' d for  ike  ExecutioK  of  ?'\erre  ;  that  enter  Officer,  Pierre, 
and  Guards,  *  a  Friar,'  Executioner,  and  a  great  Rabble, 

*  Offi.  Room,  room  there — Hand  all  by,  make  room 

*  for  tne  prifoner.' 

Pier.  My  friend  not  yet  come  ? 

*  Fri.  Why  arc  you  io  obftinace  ? 

*  Pier.  Why   arc   you   ^o  troublerome,    that  a  poor 

wretch  can't  die  in  peace, 

*  But  you,  like  ravens,  will  be  croaking  round  him  ?— — 

*  Frt.  Yet  Heav'n 

*  Pier.   1  tell  thee  Heav'n  and  I  are  friends  : 

*  I  ne'er  broke  peace  wiih't  yet,  by  cruel  murders, 

*  Rapine,  or  perjury,  or  vile  deceiving: 

'  But  liv'd  in  moral  juftice  towards  all  men  : 
'  Nor  am  a  foe  to  the  moll  (Irong  believers, 

*  Howe'er  my  own  fhort-fighted  faith  confines  me^ 

'■  Fri.  But  an  all-feeing  Judge 

.  *  Pier,  You  fay  my  confcience 

*  Mult  be  my  accufer  ;  I  have  fearch'd  that  confcience> 

*  And  find  no  records  there  of  crimes  that  fcare  me, 

*  Fri.  'Tis  Itrange,  you  fhould  want  faith. 
'  Pier.  You  want  to  lead 

*  My  reafon  blindfold,  like  a  hamper'd  lion, 

*  Check'd  of  its  nobler  vigour;  then  when  bated 
'  Down  to  obedient  tamenefs,  make  it  couch 

*  And  fhew  ftrange  tricks,  which  you  call  your  fxgns  of 

*  So  filly  fouls  are  guU'd,  and  you  get  money,     [faith  ; 

*  Away  ;  no  more.     Captain,  I'd  have  hereafter 

*  This  fellow  write  no  lies  of  my  converfion, 

*  Becaufe  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  hours^' 

Enter  JafEer. 

faff.  Hold  :  eyes  be  dry  ; 
Heart,  ftrengthen  me  to  bear 
This  hideous  fight,  and  humble  me.     Take 
The  laR  forgivenefs  of  a  dying  friend, 
Betray'd  by  my  Vile  falfehood,  to  his  rain. 
O  Pierre  ! 

Pier.  Yet  nearer. 

faff.  Crawling  on  my  knees. 
And  proftrate  on  the  earth  let  let  me  approach  thee: 
How  (hall  I  look  up  to  thy  injur'd  face. 
That  always  us'd  to  fmile  with  friendfliip  on  me  ? 
Jt  darts  an  air  of  fo  much  manly  virtue. 

That 
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That  I,  methinks,  look  little  in  thy  fight, 
And  ftripes  are  fitter  for  me     than  embraces. 

Pier.   Dear  to  my  arms,  the'  thou'll  undone  my  fame^ 
I  can't  forget  to  love  thee.     Tr'ythee,  Jaff.er, 
Forgive  that  filthy  blow  my  paflioii  dealt  thee; 
I  am  now  preparing  iox  the  land  of  peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  wifhes 
Of  all  good  men  like  thee,  to  blcfs  my  journey. 

'JajJ.  Guod  !  I  am  the  vilcft  creature,   worfe  than  e'er 
Sutfer'd  the  fhameful  fate  thou'rt  going  to  talle  of. 
'  Why  was  I  ient  for  to  be  us'd  thus  kindly  ? 
'  Call,  call  n.e  villain,  as  I  am  !  dcfcribc 

*  The  foul  complexion  of  my  hateful  deeds  : 

*  Lead  me  to  th'  rack,  and  rtrctch  ma  in  thy  Head. 

*  I've  crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  load, 

*  And  do  it  credit :  thou  wilt  but  fpoil  the  ufe  on'c 

*  And  honeft  men  hereafter  bear  its  figure 

*  About  them,  as  a  charm  for  treacherous  friendship.' 

Ojf..  The  time  grows  (hort,  your  friends  are  dead  al- 

^Jaff,  Dead  !  {ready. 

Piir.  Yes,  dead,  y^^>r ;  they've  all  dy'd  like  oien  too. 
Worthy  their  charader. 

Jajf,  And  what  mull  I  do  ? 

Pier.  O  Jaffitr! 

Jaff.  Speaic  aloud  thy  burthen'd  foul, 
And  tell  thy  troubles  to  thy  tortur'd  fiiend. 

Pier.  Friend  !  Could'ft  thou  yet  be  a  friend,  a  gene- 
rous friend, 
1  might  hope  comfort  from  thy  noble  forrows. 
Heav'n  knows,  I  want  a  friend. 

JajJ-  And  a  kind  one. 
That  wcuLi  not  thus  (corn  my  repenting  virtue, 
Or  think,  when  he's  to  die,  my  thoughts  are  idle. 

Pier.  No  !  live,  I  charge  thee,  J^fficr, 

Joff.  Yes,  I  will  live  : 
But  it  fhall  be  to  fee  thy  fall  reveng'd, 
At  fuch  a  rate,  as  Venue  (hall  long  groan  for. 

Pier.  Wilt  thou? 

J  off.  I  will,  by  Heav'n. 

^Pter.  Then  ftill  thour't  noble. 
And  I  forgive  thee.     Oh  ! — yet  — fliall  I  truft  ihee  ? 
laff.   No  :  I've  been  fahe  already. 

Piei .  Do'il  thou  love  me  ? 

y^'.  Rip  up  my  heart,  and  fatisfy  thy  doubtings. 

Pltr, 
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Pkr.  Curfe  on  this  weaknefs,  [He  iveeft, 

Jaff.  Tears  !  Amazement !  Tears ! 
I  never  faw  thee  melted  thus  before  ; 
i^nd  know  there's  Ibmething  labouring  in  thy  bofom. 
That  muft  have  vent :  the'  Tm  a  villain,  teil  me. 

Pter.  See'fl  thou  that  engine  ?  [Point'iKg  to  the 

Jaff.  Why?  ^  [^fheel. 

Pur.  Is't  fit  a  foldier,  who  has  liv'd  with  honour, 
Fought  nations  quarrels,  and  been  crown'd  withconqueft, 
Be  expos 'd,  a  comnion  carcafe,  on  a  wheel  ? 

Jaff.   Hah  ! 

pier.  Speak  !  is't  fitting  ? 

Jaff.  Fitting! 

Pier.  Yes  ;  Wi  fitting? 

Jaff.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Pier.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Someihing  that's  noble,  to  preferve  my  memory 
From  the  difgrace  that's  ready  to  attaint  it. 

Off.  The  day  grows  late,  fir. 

Pur.  I'll  make  hafte.     O  Jaff.er  ! 
Tho'  thou'll  betray'd  me,  do  me  fome  way  juliice. 

Jaff.  No  more  of  that :  thy  wiflies  (hall  be  fatisfy'd  ; 
I  have  a  wife,  and  Ihe  (hall  bleed  ;  my  child  too 
Yield  up  his  little  throat,  aiid  all 
T'  appcafe  thee— — 

\Going  aivay,  Pierre  holdi  him. 

Pier.  No — this — no  more.  \He  luhifpen  JafEer. 

Jaff,   Hah  !   is't  then  fo  ? 

Pier,  Moll  certainly. 

Jaff.  1 11  do't. 

Pier.  Remember. 

Off.  Sir. 

Pter.  Come,  now  I'm  ready. 

\^He  and  Jaffier  afcend the  Scaffold. 
Captain,  you  (hould  be  a  gentleman  of  honour  ; 
Keep  off  the  rabrle,  that  I  may  have  room 
To  entertain  my  fate,  and  die  with  deceucy. 
Come.  \l'akes  off  his  go^jjn.  Executioner  prepares  to 

*  Fri.  Son.  bind  him. 
'  Pier.  Hence,  tempter. 

«  Off.  Stand  off,  pried, 

•  P/er.  I  than";  you,  fir.' 

You'll  think  oii't?  [To  Jaffier. 

Jaff.  'T  won't,  grow  ftale  before  to-morrow. 

Pter, 
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Pier.  Now,  JafRer  !  now  I'm  going.     Now — 

^  [Executioner  having  bound  bim» 

Jaff.  Have  at  thee. 
Thou  honeft  heart,  then — here—  [Stabs  him. 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Stabs  himjelf. 

*  Fri.  Damnable  deed  !' 

Pier.  Now  thou  had  indeed  been  faithful. 
This  was  done  nobly— We  have  deceiv'd  the  fenate* 

"Jaff.  Bravely. 

Pier.  Ha,  ha  ha  ! oh  !  oh  !  .  [Dies. 

'^joff.  Now,  ye  curs'd  rulers. 
Thus  of  the  blood  y'ave  (hed,    I  make  libation. 
And  Iprirkle  it  mingling.     May  it  rell  upon  you. 
And  all  yo'jr  race.     Be  henceforth  peace  a  ftranger 
Within  your  wrdls  ;  let  plagues  and  famine  wafte 
Your  generations —  O  poor  Bel-uidera  ! 
Sir,  I  have  a  wife,  bear  this  m  fafety  to  her, 
A  tokrn  that  with  my  dying  breath  I  blefs'd  her. 
And  rhe  dear  little  infant  left  behind  me. 
I'm  fick-- — I  m  quiet  [Dies, 

*  O^.  Bear  this  news  lo  the  fenate, 

*  And  guard  their  bodi-'s.   till  there's  further  orders, 

*  Heav'n  grant  I  die  fo  well.'  [S.tne  Jhuts  upon  them. 

Soft  Mujic    Enter  iJelvidera  dijiraded,  led  by  {■fwo 
cf  her  M  omen,   Priuli  and  Servants. 
Pri.    Strengthen    her    heait  with   patience,    pitying 

Heav'n. 
Bel.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay,  come  to  bed, 
Pr'ythee,  my  iove.     The  winds ;  hark  how  they  whiftle  ; 
And  the  rain  beats :  Oh  !  how  the  weather  (hrinks  me  1 
You  are  anyry  now,  who  cares  ?  Pifli,  no  indeed, 
Chufe  then,  I  fay  you  Ihall  not  go,  you  (hall  not. 
Whip  your  il!  natu'o  ;  get  you  gone  then  ;  Oh  ! 
Are  you  returned  i"  See,  father,  here's  he's  come  again  : 
Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  ;  O,  thou  dear  one. 
Why  do  yoa  fly  me  ?    Are  you  angry  flill  then  ? 
ycffier,  where  art  thou  ?  Fa  her,   why  do  you  do  thus  ? 
Stand  off,  don't  hide  him  from  me.     He's  there  fome- 

where. 
Standoff,  1  fay:  What  gone  ?    Kemcmber't,  tyrant: 
I  may  revenge  mylelf  for  this  trick,  one  cay. 
I'll  do't— 111  do'r.     *  Renault's  a  naity  fellow  ; 

*  Hang  him.  hang  him,  hang  him.' 

Enter 
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Enter  Officer. 

Pri.  News,  what  news  ?  [Officer  luhifpen  Priuli, 

Offi.  Mod  fad,  fir; 
Jaff.er,  upon  the  fcaffold,  to  prevent 
A  fhameful  death,  ftabb'd  Pierrgf  and  next  himfelf : 
Both  fell  together. 

Pri.  Daughter., 

Bel.  Ha!  look  there! 
My  hufband  bloody,  and  his  friend  too  !  Murder  \ 
Vvho  has  done  this  ?  Speak  to  me,   thou  fad  vifion  ; 
On  thefe  poor  trembling  knees  I  beg  it.     V  anifh'd— 
Here  they  went  down — Oh,  I'll  dig,  dig  the  den  up  ! 
You  fnant  delude  me  thus.     Hoa,  Jaffier,    ''affiir  ! 
Peep  up,  and  give  me  but  a  look.     I  have  hiui! 
I've  got  him,  father :  Oh  !   '  now  how  I'll  fmuggle  him  ?' 
My  love  !   my  dear  !   my  blelfirg  !  help  n^e  !   help  me  I 
They  have  hold  on  me,  and  drag  me  to  the  bottom- 
Nay — now  they  pull  fo  hard — farewel—  [Diet* 

*  Maid.  She's  dead  ; 
*  Breathlefs  and  dead.' 

Pri.  Oh  !  guard  me  from  the  fight  on't. 
Lead  me  into  fome  place  that's  fit  for  mourning  ; 
Where  the  free  air,  light,  and  the  chearful  fun. 
May  never  enter  :  hang  it  round  with  black  ; 
Set  up  one  taper,  that  may  light  a  day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live  ;  and  there  all  leave  me : 

Sparing  no  tears,  when  you  this  tale  relate. 

But  bid  all  cruel  fathers  dread  my  fate. 

[Exiunt  omnesM 


E  P  I. 


EPILOGUE. 


^HE  Text  is  dcni,  and  noiv  for  application. 

And  luhen  that^s  ended,  paj] your  approbation, 
Though  the  Con/piracy  s  preuented  here, 
Melhinks  I  fee  another  hatching  there  : 
And  there's  a  certain  fadion  fain  ijcould fiuay , 
If  they  had Jlrength  enough,  and  damn  this  play  : 
But  this  the  authc'-  boldly  bid  me  fay. 
If  any  take  this  pluinnffs  in  ill  part, 
He^s  glad  on' t  from  lie  bottom  of  his  heart. 
Poets  in  honour  of  the  truth  Jhoald  ivrite,     " 
With  the  fame  fp'.rit  bra-je  men  for  it  figkt. 
And  though  agninjl  him  caufthfs  hatred  rife. 
And  daily  uohere  he  goes  of  late  he  fpies 
The /couli  rfju'len  and  re-utngeful eyes  ', 
'Tis  ivhai  he  knoitjs',  avith  much  contempt,  to  bear, 
And  Jirves  a  caufe  too  good  to  let  him  fear. 
He  fears  no  potjon  from  an  in>.tns^d  drub. 
No  rujjian  s  fve-foot  Jix)ord ,  n.r  rajcal's  fab  ; 
Kcr  an,  other  fnares  of  mijchtef  laid. 
Not  a  Rcjt- Alley  cudgel  ambufcade. 
From  an)'  private  c  uje  ivher'  vialic  reigns, 
Or  general  pique  all  blockheads  la-:)    to  brains'. 
Nothing  fhall  damn  his  pen,  when  t^iith  does  call. 
No,  not  t  e  *  pidure  mangier  at  Guildhall. 
The  rebel  tribe,    of  ixhich  that  vermin^ s  one, 
Ha-je  no-ju  fet  forivard,  and  thei>  '■ourfe  begun  i 

And  ^cvhile  that  prince's  fgu^e  i.-ji\  deface. 
As  they  before  had  mifacred  hn  n^ime, 

Durjl  their  baft  fears  but  lock  him  in  the  face. 
They'd  ufe  hii  perfn  as  tbefve  us^d  his  fame  : 
A  face  in  xohich  Juch  lineaments  they  read 
Of  that  great  mmtyr^s,  ivhofe  riih  hhod  they  foed. 
That  their  rtbeUic-.i'  hate  toty  Jidl  retain. 
And  in  his  fon  nvould  murder  him  agai'i. 
With  indignation  then  It  each  brave  heart 
Rcuze  and  unite,  to  take  his  injur'' d  part ; 
*■////  royal  love  and goodnejs  call  him  heme. 
And  fongs  of  triumph  m'h  him  as  ht  loms  : 
^  fill  Heaven  his  homur  and  our  peace  rejlore. 
And  villains  never  <iurong  his  virtue  more. 

*  He  that  cut  the  Duke  of  York's  pii^urc. 

F    I    N    I    b\ 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM, 

Lord  Marqjjis  of  Hart'in^ ton^ 
(Afterwards  Duke  of  DevonJIjire.) 

My  Lord, 
TT^  VERY  bodv  is  now  fo  full  of  bufinefs,  that 
X^j  tilings  of  til  s  kind,  which  are  generally  laken 
for  the  tnti  itaino  ent  of  leifure  hours  o  !y,  1  ^  k  like 
impertinence  and  in  erruption.  1  am  fure  it  is  a  rea- 
fon  why  I  ought  to  beg  your  Lordfliip's  pardon,  for 
troublu  g  you  with  this  tragedy  ;  not  but  that  poetry- 
has  always  been,  and  will  iiill  be,  the  entertainment 
of  all  w  fe  men,  that  avc  any  delicacy  in  their  know- 
ledge ;  Ye%  at  fo  critical  a  junflure  as  this  is,  1  mufl: 
confefs,  1  think  your  Lordfhip  ought  to  give  intirejy 
into  thofe  public  affairs,  which  at  this  time  ic  m  to 
demand  you.  ft  is  that  happy  turn  whic'^  cur 
Lordiliip  has  to  buHnefs,  that  right  un-)er(landi  g  of 
your  country's  intereft,  and  that  conilant  zeal  to 
purfae  ir,  ih^t  juil  thinking,  that  ftrcng  and  perfua- 
live  e'ocution,  that  firm  and  generous  rcfolution, 
whi' h  upon  all  occafions  you  have  fhewn  in  parlia- 
ments ;  and,  to  add  that  which  is  the  crowning  good 
•quality,  your  Lordfliip's  continual  adherence  and 
uiifhaken  loyalty  to  liis  prefcnt  Majefty,  which  m  .ke 
you  at  thifi  time  fo  nereffary  to  the  public.  I  muft 
confefs  (tho'  there's  no  part  in  your  LorSfliip's  cha- 
rafter  but  what  the  world  (bould  be  fond  of),  1  can- 
not help  dillinguirtiing  the  \?A  inftance  very  parti- 
culdrly.  It  is  doing,  nicthinks,  fuch  a  juftice  to 
goodncfs,  to  greatnefs,  and  tcy  right  rcafon,  that 
poHerity  will  believe  there  could  be  no  man  of  g<iod 
itnie.,  but  what  mull:  hive  agreed  with  your  Lordfliip 
in  it.  When  the  next  age  (ball  read  the  hiflory  of 
this,  what  excuTe  can  they  make  for  thofe  who  did 
A   2  .  not 


iv  EPISTLE  DEDICATORY, 
not  admire  a  prince  whofe  life  has  been  a  ferics  of 
good  offices  d  lie  to  mmkind?  When  they  fliall 
reckon  up  his  labours  from  the  battle  of  S  ncff,  to  _ 
feme  g'orious  adion  which  (hall  be  his  laft  (and 
which  I  therefore  hope  is  very  far  removed  from  the 
prcl'ent  time),  will  they  ever  believe  that  he  could 
have  been  too  well  loved,  or  too  faithfully  ferved  and 
defended?  The  gr- at  things  which  he  did  before  we 
had  that  immediate  intcrcft  in  him,  which  v^'e  nov^r 
ha.  pily  have,  is  a  noble  and  juft  fubject  for  panegy- 
ric; but  as  benefits  done  to  others  can  never  touch 
us  fo  fenfibly  as  thofe  we  receive  ourfelvcs,  tho'  the 
anions  may  be  equally  great;  fo,  methinks,  I  eaiv 
hardly  have  patience  to  run  back  to  hi  havmg  favid 
his  own  country,  when  1  confider  he  has  fmce  done 
tlie  Came  for  us;  let  that  be  fufficient  to  us,  f)r  all 
We  can  fay  of  him,  or  do  for  hirn.  What  dangers 
and  difficulties  has  he  not  ftruggled  through,  for  the 
honour  and  fafctv  of  thefe  kingdoms?  'Tis  a  coit)- 
mon  praife,  and  what  every  one  fpeaks,  to  fay,  he 
has  continually  expofed  his  life  for  his  people  :  But 
there  are  fome  things  more  particular  in  hi>  tharac- 
tc  r,  fome  tnirigs  rarely  found  amongft  the  policies  of 
p;inccs;  a  zeal  for  religion,  moderated  by  reafon, 
without  the  rage  and  iu-e  of  perfccution  ;  a  chari- 
table compaffion  for  thofe  who  cannot  be  convinced, 
and  an  unalterable  perfeverance  in  thofe  principles 
of  whofe  truth  he  is  fatisfied  ;  a  defire  of  war  for  the 
fake  of  peace,  and  of  peace  for  the  good  and  honour 
of  his  fiibjeits  equally  with  his  own  ;  a  pious  care 
fo  com  pofmg  fail  ions,  th-  ugh  to  foment  them  mi.ht 
make  him  arbitrary ;  and  a  ger.erous  ambition,  that 
onl\  aims  at  power,  to  enable  h  m  to  do  good  to  all 
the  reft  of  the  world.  I  m  glit  add  here,  that  in- 
vioUble  and  religious  obfervancc  of  his  royal  word, 
which  the  teft  part  of  the  powers  of  Luiope  have 
(o  Irc'qucntly,  and  fn  happily  for  thcmfelvct.,  depend- 
ed upon  jn  ihe  greateft  emergcntics  j  but  as  ihii  vir-"" 

tue 
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twe  is  generally  reckoned  as  no  more  than  that  com- 
mon honefty  vvhuh  the  n-ieancft  man  would  bUifh  to 
be  without,  (o  it  can  hardly  claun  a  pi  ce  aniongll 
t!ie  more  particular  excellences  of  a  great  prince. 
It  were  to  be  wiihed  indeed,  that  the  world  we  e 
h.)ncft  to  luch  a  degree,  and  that  there  were  not  that 
fcandalous  defsdl  of  common  morality.  Cert.iiiily 
nothing  can  be  more  fliocking  to  humanity,  to  tb,e 
pe  ice  and  order  of  the  worl.1,  no  hing  can  approach 
nearer  to  that  f.vnge  ftate  of  nature,  i  i  wliich  ewry 
mm  is  ro  eat  his  fellow  if  he  can  mafler  iiim,  thaa 
an  avowed  liberty  of  breaking  through  all  the  moft  fo- 
lemn  engagemnts  of  public  fai-h.  'Tis  fome-h  ng 
that  brands  a  man  wi:ii  an  infamy  wLiich  1,0th; ng 
can- explain  hii  meaning,  he  mayprot.-ft,  and  pre- 
tend to  extenuate  or  wipe  ojt ;  but  the  n-virUl  has  gc- 
reraliy  too  mudi  indignui'm  for  the  affont,  to  bear 
it  at  that  eafy  rate.  Minifters  and  Secetiiries  cf 
ft  iti  m  y  difplay  their  own  parts  in  memorijls  v;iil) 
as  much  pomp  and  fljiinfh  as  they  p'cale :  I  fancy 
the  common  anfACr  upon  fuch  occafion  will  alv^ayg 
be,  **  You  ha^c  "eccived  us  grofsly,  and  we  n^  f  cr 
can  nor  will  truft  )Ou  a  y  mo:e."  When  this  vice 
comes  amonv^fl  men  of  the  firft  r  nk,  it  is  the  more 
fhockin,',  and  I  could  wifli  there  were  none  fuch  to 
wbofe  charge  it  mi(i;ht  be:  laid. 

borne  people  (who  do  me  a  very  great  honour  in 
it)  have  fancied  that,  in  the  perfun  cf  I'amerlanr,  I 
have  alluded  to  the  greattft  chara(£1er  of  the  prelent 
age.  I  don't  know  whether  I  ought  not  to  appic- 
hnd  a  great  deal  of  danger  from  avovving  a  delign 
like  th  t:  It  may  be  a  talk,  indeed  worthy  the  grcat- 
eitgeniu  ,  whi  h  this  or  any  other  time  has  produced; 
but  therefore  I  ought  not  to  fland  the  (Lock.  uf«  pa- 
rallel, left  i<  fhculd  be  fee n, 'to  my  diladv  miage, 
ii  -w  fdr  the  JJero  has  tranfcended  the  pset'i  thou/ht. 
1  iierc  arc  many  teatiires,  it  is  true,  in  that  oreat 
A    ^  man's 
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iraa't,  life  not  unlike  his  M.  jefty;  his  courage,  his 
piety,  his  inodcration,  his  juftice,  and  his  fatiierly 
love  of  his  people,  hut,  above  all,  his  hate  of^tyranny 
and  ppreii.oi),  and  his  zealous  care  f-^r  the  common 
gc  od  of  irjankind,  carry  a  large  refcmblance  of  him  : 
Sever  jj  incidents  ae  alike  in  their  ftories;  and  there 
W/.nts  r.othing  to  his  Majcfty  but  fuch  a  dccidiiii; 
\iflory  as  tnat  by  which  '1  anier'ane  gave  peace  to 
the  vvtirid  :  That  is  yet  toco.ue  ;  bu  I  hope  we  may 
reaf.  nably  expeft  it  from  the  unanimity  of  the  pre- 
fent  l\Tr,  ament,  and  fo  formidable  a  force  as  that 
unanimity  will  give  life  and  vigour  to. 

If  your  I.ordihip  can  find  any  tning  in  this  poem 
like  a  Pri;ce,  who  is  fo  jufliy  the  object  ot  your 
Lv  rdlhip's  and  indeed  of  the  v/orld's  veneration,  I 
perluade  niv^tlf  it  will  prevail  with  you  to  forgive 
every  ihing  elle  that  you  fir.d  amifs :  You  will  ex- 
cu.e  the  faults  in  writing,  for  the  goodnefs  of  the  in- 
tention. I  h.pe  too,  your  Lordfhip  will  not  be  dLf- 
p!ca:td  'iiat  i  take  this  oppoituniry  of  renewing  the 
hoij  ur  wnich  1  formerly  nad,  to  be  known  to  your 
I  ordlhip  and  which  |:ives  me  at  once  the  pleafure 
of  <  xpr  iii!ig  hofejuft  an!  dutiful  fent  ments  I  have 
fo:  his  Majcfty,  and  that  ft  ong  inclination  which  I 
hitve  always  had  to  be  tiou^ht, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's  moft  obedient 

humble  Servant, 

N.    ROW  E. 


PROLOGUE. 

f^F  all  the  Mu/e's  various  la'oun,   ncne 

Have  laftcd  longer,   or   have  higher  flovon^ 
Thai  thcfe  that  tell  t'  e  fame  by  antient  heroes  v.'on. 
With  ptca/ure  Rome  and ^r cat    -iugtiftui  icwd 
**   A'Ttii  and  the  man^  j'u'i^  hv  the  Mantuan  bard : 
Jn  fpite  of  time,   the  J.taed  jio-y  lives^ 
jinU  CiVjQir  and  his  empire  Jlii!  furvives. 
Like  him  {iho'  much  unequal  to  hisjiame) 
Our  author  makes  a  pious  prince  his  ihc.rie  : 
High  'vcith  the  ioremiH  names  in  arms  hejlocd^ 
Had fi'ught  a  d  juj^er'd,  for  his  country  s  goo^, 
T'tt  fought  ?w:  fam^.,   hut  peace  in  fulds  of  IhoJ. 
Sale  under  him  his  happy  people  fa'e. 
And  f^rie'uJt  at  d: fiance,  for  their  neighhours  fate : 
H'hilJ}  <voith  fiCCifs  a  Twk'Jlj  monarch  downed, 
Like  Jprcat'irig  flame ^  dforifid  the  nations  round  \ 
IVitbfvjord  and  fire  he  fore  d  his  impious  ivay 
T'o  la'ivlets  pf^rver,  and  urvc'fal  f::ay\ 
Sr,me  al'jcfljiate^y  fir  fear  ^  the  tyrant  join.^ 
■  Others^  for  gold^  thcit  Uhenics  icfgn^ 
And  venal  princes  fold  their  ri^ht  diVitie  : 

7 ill  Heavn,   the  grovjing  ez'il  to  redrcfs^ 
ient  Tame' lam ^  to  give  the  vcerl  I  a  peace. 
"The  he<'o,  muf,!,   afferts  the glirious  caufe\ 

A-td  to  the  field  the  chtarful  fJdier  drwMs  : 

A'Ouiid  in  c'ovjds  his  valia-it  leaders  ivaifj 

Anxious  for  gl'iry^  and  ft  cure  cf  fate  ; 

Wed  pleaid,   once  mcre^  ta  vinture  on  his  file  ^ 

And  prove  that  faith  a^ain,  ivhich  badfo  oft  h-e'i  trfj, 

I'he  peaceful  jatljerSy  ivho  in  fnatcs  meet^ 

Approve  an  enterprise  fo  jufi^  fo  great ; 

While  vcith  their  prince'' s  arms^   their  voice  thus  join  </, 

Gains  half  the  prafe  of  leaving  fcivd  mankind. 
EvH  in  a  circle,  rMhere^  like  this^   the  Fair 

Were  met^   tijie  bright  ajjemby  did  dxlare, 

Their  horfc^  nioith  one  confent,  were  f>r  the  luaP  J 

Each  urg'd  her  lover  to  unjhtathe  bis  jvjordy 

And  never  ftare  a  man  ivho  broke  his  rvord. 

Thus  fir  dy  tht  brave  on  to  the  danger  prefs  ; 

Their  arms  '■Merc  crovon^d  abroad  ivithjufi  fuccefs, 

And  biefl  at  home  avith  beauty,  and  vui:h  peace. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  ir/ore  Tamerlane's  Unt. 
Enter  the  Prince  of  Tanais,  Zama,    and  Mirvan. 

Prince.  T  T  A I L  to  the  fun  !    from  whofe  returning  light 
JTJ.   The  cheatfui  foldier's  arms  new  luftre  take. 
To  deck  the  pomp  of  battle.     Oh,  my  friends  ! 
Was  ever  fuch  a  glor  ions  face  of  war  ? 
See,  from  this  height,  how  all  Galatia's  plains 
With  nations  niimberlefs  are  cover'd  o'er  ; 
Who,  like  a  deluge,  hide  the  face  of  earth. 
And  leave  no  object  in  the  vail  hoiizon, 
But  tjlitt'ring  arms  and  ikies. 

Zain.  Our  Allan  world 
From  this  important  day  expects  a  lord  ; 
This  diy  they  hope  an  end  of  all  their  woes, 
Of  tyranny,  of  bondage,  and  opprtllion. 
From  our  victorious  emp'ror,  Taiiierlane. 

'  Mir.  Well  has  our  holy  A!ha  mark'd  him  out 

*  The  fcourge  of  lav.leis  piidc,  and  dire  ambition, 

*  The  great  avenger  of  the  groaning  world. 

*  Well  has  he  worn  the  iacred  caufe  of  juilice 

*  Upon  his  prorp'rous  fword.     Approving  Heav'n 

*  Still  crown'd  the  righteous  warrior  with  fuccels  ; 

*  As  if  it  laid,  Gc  forth,  and  be  my  champion, 

*  Thou,   niof:  like  mc  of  all  my  works  below. 

'   Pr. 'No  luit  of  rule,  the  common  vice  of  king?, 

*  No  furious  /eat,  inipirVi  by  hot-brain'd  prictts, 

*  Hi  hid  beneath  religion's  fpecious  name, 

*  L'er  drew  liis  temp  rare  courage  to  the  lield  : 

*  But  to  redreis  an  injur'd  people's  wrongs, 

*  To  fave  the  weak  one  from  the  ftrong  oppreff  u', 

*  Is  all  his  end  of  war.     And  when  he  diaws 

*  The  fword  to  punifh,  like  relenting  Heav'n, 

*  He  feems  unv»iiling  to  deface  liis  kind. 

'  Mir.  So  rich  his  loul  in  ev'ry  virtuous  grace, 

*  That,  had  not  nature  made  him  great  by  birth, 

'  Yet  all  the  brave  had  fought  him  for  their  friend. 

*  The  Chriitian  prince,  Axalla,   nicely  bred 
'  In  polilh'd  arts  of  European  courts, 

*  For  him  forfakes  his  native  Italy, 

As'  ♦And 
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'  And  lives  a  happy  exile  in  his  fervice. 

'  Fr.  Pleas'd  \\\\.\\  the  gentle  manners  of  that  prince, 

*  Onr  n  iglitv  lord  is  laviih  ta  his  friendfliipj 
'  Tho'  i^mar  and  the  i'artar  lords  repine, 

*  A:,d  loudly  tax  their  monarch  as  too  partial, 

*  ZafTi,  Hre  the  nud-hour  of  night,  from  tent  to  tent, 
'  Ur.weary'd,  thro*  the  num'rous  ho  it  he  pail, 

*  Viewing  with  carehil  eyes  e.ich  lev'ral  quarter  j 

*  V.'hilll;  from  his  looks,  as  from  Divinity, 

*  The  loldiers  took  piefage,  and  crv'd.  Lead  on, 

*  Great  Alha,  and  our  emperor,  lead  on, 

*  To  viftory.  and  everlalling  fame.' 
]\hr.  Hear  you  of  Bajazet  ? 

Pr.  Late  in  the  evening  - 
A  ila\e  of  near  attendance  on  his  perfon 
*Scyp'd  to  our  camp.     From  him  we  learn'd,  the  tyrant, 
W  ith  rai^e  redoubled,   for  the  fight  prepares  ; 
Some  accidental  paffion  fires  his  breail 
(Love,  as  'tis  thought,   for  a  fair  Grecian  captive), 
And  adds  new  horror  to  his  native  fury. 
'  YuT  five  returning  luns,  fcarcc  was  he  fecn 
«   Fv  any  the  mod  tavour'd  of  his  court, 

*  Rut  in  iaicivious  euie,  among  his  v/omen, 

'  Liv'd  from  the  war  retir'd  ;  or  elfe  alone, 

*  In  fulle;.  mood,  fat  meditaiing  plagrjcs 

'  Arid  ruin  to  the  world;  'till  yciier  morn, 
'  Like  fire  tiiat  lab'rmg  upwards  rends  the  earth, 
'  He  buril  with  fury  trom  his  tent,   commanding 
»   All  flioukl  be  ready  for  the  fight  this  day. 

'  Zanj.  1  know  his  temper  well,  fuice  in  his  court, 

*  Companion  of  the  brave  Axalla's  embaffy, 

*  I  oft  obferv'd  hi;n  proud,  impatient 

*  Of  aught  Uiperior,  e'en  of  Heaven  that  made  him. 
'  Fond  of  falle  glory,  of  the  lavage  pow'r 

'  Of  ruling  without  realon,  of  conn^unding 
'   jull  and  unjuft,   by  an  unbounded  will; 
'  iiv  whom  religion,  honour,  all  the  bands 
'  'Ihat  ought  to  hold  the  jarring  world  in  peace, 
'  Were  ht'k!  the  tricks  ot  Hate,  fnares  of  wife  prince?, 
lo  draw  their  ealy  neighbouis  to  deiinnTtion. 
'  Mir.  Thrice,  by  our  l,;w  and  prophet  has  he  fworn, 
Bv  ihe  world's  Loru  and  Maker,  lailing  peace 
With  our  great  maiUr,  and  his  royal  fricaU 

'  Tlie 
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*  The  Grecian  emperor ;  as  oft,  regardlefs 

*  Of  plighted  faith,  with  mofl  unkingly  bafenefs, 

*  Without  a  war  proclaim'd  or  caule  pretended, 
<  Has  ta'en  th'  advantage  of"  their  ablent  arms, 

*  To  walle  with  fword  and  fire  their  fruitful  fields : 

*  Like  fome  accurfed  fiend,  who,  'fcap'd  from  hell, 

*  Poifons  the  balmy  air  thro'  which  he  flies, 

'  He  blafrs  the  bearded  corn,  and  loaded  branches, 

*  The  lab'ring  hind's   bell  hopes,   and  marks  his  way 

'  with  ruin.' 

P)-,  But  fee  his  fate  !  The  mighty  Tamerlane 
Comes,   like  the  proxy  of  enquiring  Heav'n, 
To  judge,  and  to  redrefs.  \Flourijh  of  trumje's^ 

Enter  Tamerlane,  guards^  and  ot'-n  attendants. 

Tarn.  Yet,  yet  a  little,  and  deffruftive  Slaughter 
Shall  rage  around,  and  mar  this  beauteous  profped. 
Pafs  but  an  hour,  which  ifands  betwixt  the  lives 
Of  thoufands  and  eternity,  what  change 
Shall  harty  Death  make  in  yon  glitt'ring  plain  ? 
Oh,  thou  fell  monfter,  War!  that  in  a  moment 
Lay'lt  wafte  the  noblert  part  of  the  creation, 
The  boafl  and  mailer-piece  of  the  great  Maker, 
That  wears  in  vain  th'  imprellion  of  his  image, 
Unprivileg'd  from  thee. 
Health  to  our  friends,  and  to  our  arms  fuccefs! 

\To  the  Prince,  Zama,  «/;'// Mi rvan. 
Such  as  the  caufe  for  which  we  fight  deferves. 

Pr.  Nor  can  we  afk  beyond  what  Heaven  beflows, 
Preventing  ftill  our  willies.     See,  great  iir, 
The  univerlal  joy  your  foldiers  ucar. 
Omen  of  prolp'rous  battle. 
Impatient  of  tiie  tedious  night,  in  arms 
Watchful  they  flood,  expecting  op'ning  day  ; 
And  now  are  hardly  by  their  leaders  held 
From  darting  on  the  foe.     •  Like  a  hot  courfer, 

*  That  bounding  paws  the  mould'ring  foil,  diuiainino- 

*  The  rein  that  checks  him,  eager  for  the  race.' 

Tarn.  Yes,  prince,  I  mean  to  give  a  loofe  to  war. 
This  morn  A:;alia,  with  my  Parthian  horle, 
Arrives  to  join  me.     He  who,  like  a  ftorm. 
Swept  with  his  ilyiiig  fquadrons  all  the  plain 
Between  Angoria's  v.alls  and  yon  tall  nvnmtains, 
That  feem  to  reach  the  clouds  j  and  now  he  c  mies, 

A  ()  Loade* 
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Loadcn  with  fpoils  and  conqueft,  to  my  aid. 

[  Trumpets J^'U'iJhu 

Z<im.  Thefe  trumpets  fpe:ik  his  prcfcncc — 

F.nicr  Axalhi,    ^.vho  km-cls  to  'I'anierlsnc. 

Turn.  Welcome!  thou  worthy  partner  ot  iny  Kaurcls, 
Thou  brother  of  my  clioice,  a  band  n  ore  facred 
'i'han  nature's  brittle  tie.     By  holy  friendfliip, 
Ghjrv  and  fame  lluod  itill  for  thy  arrival ; 
My  f ml  iccili'd  wanting  in  its  better  half. 
And  languilh'd  for  thy  abltnce ;  '  like  a  prophet, 
'  That  waits  the  inipiration  of  his  (lod.' 

Jjf.  My  emperor  1   My  ever  royal  mailer ! 
To  whom  my  lecret  i()iil  more  lawly  bends, 
'I'han  forms  of  outward  worlhifrb'an  exprcls  ; 
How  poorly  does  your  foldier  pay  this  goodnefs, 
\V  ho  ueari;  his  every  hour  of  hie  out  for  you  1 
Yec  't'S  liis  all,  and  what  he  has  he  offers  ; 
Nor  now  dildaia  t'  accept  the  gift  he  brings, 

j!lntvr  Selimu,    Monefcs,  Stratocles,  prifoners;  gu.irJsy 
mutts^  i^c. 
This  earnefl  of  your  fortune.     See,  my  lord, 
The  noblelt  prize  that  ever  grae'd  my  arms ! 
A])proacli,  luy  fair 

fam.    \  his  is  indeed  to  conquer, 
■And  well  to  be  rewarded  for  thv  conquetl ; 
T'ig  bloom  of  op'ning  ilow'rs,  unhilly'd  beauty, 
!-of;neiS,   and  iuecteil  'nnocence  the  wears. 
And  tooks  like  nature  in  the  world's  hru  fpring. 
Hut  lay,  Axalla 

Stl.  Moll  renown'd  in  uar,  [Kneeling  to  Tarn* 

Look  with  conipairion  on  a  captive  maid, 
''■  iio"  born  of  hoflile  blood;   tjor  let  my  birth, 
Derivd  irom.  Bajazet,  prevent  that  mercy 
V\  inch  every  fubjedt  of  your  fortune  hnds. 
VVar  is.  the  province  of  airibi'-oiis  man, 
Vv  ho  tears  the  miferable  wor. .     or  empire; 
Whilft  onr  weak  (ex,  incapable  of  wroog, 
Uu  either'iide  claiuis  privilege  of  fafety. 

"iam.  [Ra-Jing  hfr.]    Rile,  royal  maid!    the  pride  of 
hauj,hty  pow'r 
Piys  homage,    not  receives  it,  from  the  fair. 
■;lij  -ngry  father  fiercely  calls  me  fortii, 
Au>-  urs^cs  mc  unwiijiu)gly  to  anus. 

Yet. 
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Yet,  though  our  frowning  battles  menace  death 

And  niortal  conflict:,  think  not  that  we  hold 

Thy  innocence  and  virtue  as  our  foe. 

Here,  till  the  fate  of  Afia  is  decided, 

]i\  fafety  ftay.     To-morrow  is  your  ow'n. 

]\'or  grieve  for  who  may  conquer,  or  who  lofe; 

Fortune  on  either  fide  Ihall  wait  thy  willies. 

fScL  Where  Ihall  my  wonder  and  my  praife  begin  ? 
From  the  fuccelsful  labours  of  thy  arms ; 
Oi- from  a  theme  morefoft  and  full  of  peace. 
Thy  mercy  and  thy  gentlenels  ?  Oh,  Tamerlane! 
What  can  I  ^ay  thee  tor  tins  noble  ufage, 
But  grateful  praiie?  bo  Heaven  itlelf  is  paid. 
Give  peace,  ye  Pow'rs  abo'^e,  peace  to  mankind; 
Npr  let  my  father  wage  unequal  war 
Againft  the  force  of  luch  united  virtues.  [profpeot 

"few.  Heav'n  hear  thy  pious  vvifli ! But  hnce  our 

Loor<.s  darkly  on  futurity,   till  late 
Decermine  for  us,  let  thy  beauty's  fafety 
.Ee  my  Axalla's  care;    in  whole  glad  eyes 
1  read  what  joy  the  pleafmg  lervice  gives  him. 
Is  there  amongft  thy  other  pris'ners  aught     [T^  Axalla. 
VVorihy  our  knowledge  ? 

.4x.  This  brave  man,   my  lord,  [Pointing  to  Mon. 

With  long  refnlance  held  the  combat  doubtful. 
His  party,  preft  with  numbers,   foon  grew  faint. 
And  would  liave  left  their  charge  an  caiy  prey  ;' 
Whill'l  he  alone,  undaunted  at  the  odds, 
'I'ho'  hopcleis  to  elcape,  fought  well  and  firmly; 
"Nor  yielded  till,  o'ermatch'd  by  many  hands, 
He  feem'd  to  (hame  our  conqueft,   whilll  he  own^d  it. 

Tar/2.  Thou  ipeak'it  him  as  a  foldier  fliould  a  foldier, 
Ju!t  to  the  worth  he  finds.     I  would  not  war  [To  Man. 
With  atight  that  wears  thy  virtuous  (lamp  of  greatncls. 
Thy  habit  Ipeaks  thee  Chriftian — Xay,  yet  more. 
My  ioul  leems  pleas'd  to  take  acquaintance  with  thee. 
As  if  ally'd  to  thine:  perhaps  'tis  lympathy 
Of  honeft  minds ;   like  brings  wound  up  in  mu.^ic, 
^^  here,  by  one  touch,  both  utter  the  fame  harmony, 
^Miy  art  thou  then  a  friend  to  Bajazet? 
And  why  my  enemy  ? 

XyJvfi.  If  human  vvifdom 
Could  point  out  every  aftion  of  our  lives. 
And  lav,  Let  it  be  thus,  in  fpite  of  fate 

Or 
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Or  partial  fortune,  then  I  had  not  been 
The  wretch  I  am. 

Tarn,  The  brave  meet  every  accident 
With  equal  minds.     Think  nobler  of  thy  foes, 
Than  to  acco\int  thy  chance  in  war  an  evil. 

Mon.  Far,  far  from  that :  I  rather  hold  it  grievous 
That  I  was  forc'd  ev'n  but  to  feem  youV  enemy; 
Nor  think  the  bafenefs  of  a  vanquiOi'd  ilave 
Moves  me  to  flatter  tor  precarious  life. 
Or  ill-bought  freedom,   when  I  fwear,  by  Heav'n, 
Were  I  to  choofe  from  all  mankind  a  mailer, 
It  fliould  be  Tamerlane. 

"■ram.  A  noble  freedom 
Dwells  with  the  brave,  imknown  to  fawning  lycophants, 
And  claims  a  privilege  of  being  believ'd. 
I  take  thy  praife  as  earned  of  thy  friend fliip. 

Mon,  Still  you  prevent  the  homage  I  ihould  offer. 
Oh,  royal  fir !  let  my  misfortunes  plead, 
And  wipe  away  the  hollile  mark  1  wore. 
I  v.-as,  when  not  long  fince  my  fortune  hai'.'d  me, 
Blcfs'd  to  my  wifli ;  I  was  the  prince  Mnneles, 
Born  and  bred  up  to  greatnefs :  witneis  the  blood, 
Which,  through  fuccelfive  heroes  veins,  ally'd 
To  our  Greek  emperors,  roU'd  down  to  me, 
Feeds  the  bright  flame  of  glory  in  my  heart. 

Tanu  Ev'n  that,  that  princely   tic,  fliould  bind  thee 
If  virtue  were  not  more  than  all  alliance.  [to  me, 

Mon.  I  have  a  filler.  Oh,  Icvere  remembrance ! 
Our  noble  houfe's,  nay,  her  fex's  pride  ; 
Nor  think  my  tongue  too  lavifli,  it  I  fpeak  her 
Fair  as  the  fame  of  virtue,  and  jet  chaiie 
As  its  cold  precepts ;   wile  beyond  her  fcx 
And  blooming  youth  ;    foft  as  fortjiving  raercv. 
Yet  greatly  brave  and  jealous  for  iicr  honour; 
Such  as  flie  was,  to  fay  I  barely  lov'd  iier. 
Is  poor  to  my  foul's  meaning.     From  our  infancy 
'I  iiere  grew  a  mutual  tendcrncfs  bcfveen  us, 
Till  not  long  fmce  her  \ows  were  kindlv  plighted 
To  a  young  lord,   the  equal  of  her  birth. 
'I"he  h;ipj)y  day  was  fix'd,  and  now  aj)proaching, 
W'htn  fc.ithlefs  Bajazet  (upon  whole  honour. 
In  lulemn  treaty  given,  the  Greeks  depended) 

a  With 
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With  fudden  war  broke  in  upon  the  country, 
Secure  of  peace,   and  for  defence  unready. 

Tarn.  Let  majelly  no  more  be  held  divine, 
Since  kings,  who  are  call'd  gods,  profane  themfelves. 

Mon.  Atnong  the  wretches,  whom  that  debage  fwept 
Away  to  flavery,  myfelf  and  filT:er, 
Then  paifing  near  the  frontiers  to  the  courts 
(Which  waited  for  her  nuptials)  were  furpris'd, 
And  made  the  captives  of  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 
Soon  as  we  reach'd  his  court,  we  found  our  ufage. 
Beyond  what  we  expected,  fair  and  noble  ; 
Twas  then  the  ftorm  of  your  victorious  arms 
Look'd  black,  andfeem'd  to  threaten,  when  he  prefl  mc 
(By  oft  repeating  inftances)  to  draw 
IVly  fword  for  him  :  but  when  he  found  my  foul 
Difdain'd  his  purpofe,  he  more  fiercely  told  me, 
That  my  Arpafia,  my  lov'd  filter's  fate. 
Depended  on  my  courage  fliewn  for  him. 
I  had  long  learnt  to  hold  myfelf  at  nothing; 
But  for  her  fike,  to  ward  the  blow  from  her, 
I  bound  my  fervice  to  the  man  I  hated. 
Six  days  are  pail,  fmce,  by  the  fultan's  order, 
I  left  the  pledge  of  my  return  behind, 
And  went  to  guard  this  princcis  to  his  camp : 
'I'he  reft  the  brav'e  Axalla's  fortune  tells  you. 

Tam.  Wifely  the  tyrant  ftrove  to  prop  his  caufe,  '  ■ 
By  leaguing  with  thy  virtue  ;  but  jull:  Heav'n 
Has  torn  tliee  from  his  fide,  and  left  him  naked 
To  the  avenging  bolt  that  drives  upon  him. 
P'orgct  the  name  of  captive,  and  I  v,-i(h 
I  could  as  well  reftore  that  fair-one's  freedom, 
Whofe  lofs  hangs  heavy  on  thee  :  yet  ere  night. 
Perhaps,  we  may  deferve  thy  friendfliip  nobler; 
Th'  approaching  ftorm  may  calf  thy  Ihipwreck'd  wealth 
Back  to  thy  airas  :  till  that  be  part,  fince  war 
(Tho'  in  the  juiteft  cauie)  is  ever  doubtful, 
I  will  not  alk  thy  fword  to  r.id  my  vidor)% 
Left  it  fliould  hurt  that  hoftage  of  thy  valour 
Our  common  foe  detains, 

Mon.  Let  Bajazet 
Bend  to  his  yoke  repining  flaves  by  force ; 
You,  lir,  have  found  a  nobler  way  to  empire, 
Lord  of  the  willing  world. 

*  1am\ 
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'  Turn.  Oh,  my  Axalla! 

*  Thou  hail  a  tender  ioiil,   apt  for  compafiioii, 

*  And  art  th\  ielf  a  lover  and  a  friend. 

'  Does  not  this  prince's  fortune  move  thy  temper  ? 

*  yix.  Yes,  fir,  I  mourn  the  brave  Moneies'  fate, 

*  The  merit  of  his  virtue  hardly  matched 

*  With  diladvent'rous  chance :  yet,   prince,  allowr  me, 
'   Allow  me,  from  th'  experience  of  a  lover, 

*  To  illy,  one  perfon  whom  your  llory  nientionM 

*  (If  he  furvivc)  is  far  beyond  you  vvreichcd  : 

*  Vou  nam'd  the  bride^jroom  of  your  beauteous  filler. 

*  Man.   I  did.     Oh,  moll-  accurlt ! 

*  ^x.  Think  what  he  feels, 

*  Dalli'd  in  the  fiercenels  of  his  expectation  : 

'  Then,  when  th'  approaching  minute  of  pofleilion 

*  Had  wound  imagination  to  the  height, 

*  Think  if  he  lives  ! 

*.Mon-  He  lives  I  he  does ;    'tis  true 

*  He  lives !   But  how  ?    To  be  a  dog,  and  dead, 

*  Were  paradife  to  fucli  a  frate  as  his : 

*  He  holds  down  iife,  as  children  do  a  potion, 

*  \\  ith  ilrong  reluctance  and  convuluve  llrugglings, 

*  Whilil  his  misfortunes  prels  him  to  difgorge  it. 

'  Ta'/!.  Spare  the  remembrance,  'tis  an   ulclels  grief, 

*  And  adds  to  the  misfortune  by  repeating. 

*  The  revolution  of  a  day  mav  bring 

*  Such  turns,  as  Heav'n  irfelf  could  fcarce  have  pronsis'd, 

*  !•' ir,  far  beyoad  thy  wifli :   let  th;.t  hope  chear  ihee.' 
Haiie,  my  Axalla,  to  dilpole  with  lafetv 

'I'he  beauteous  charge,  and  on  the  loe  ^evenge 
The  pain  which  ablence  gives;   thy  other  care, 
Honour  and  arms,  now  (uiiimon  thy  attendance. 
Now  do  thy  ofUce  uell,    mv  loul !   Kemember 
Thy  caufe,   the  caule  of  Heaven  ?.nd  injur'd  Eaith, 
O  thou  Supreme!   if  ihy  great  Ipirit  warms 
IVJy  glowing  breaft,  and  hres  uiy  loul  to  arms, 
Crratit  that  my  I'word,  alliited  by  thy  pow'r. 
This  day  n)ay  peace  and  hapjMuels  reilore. 
That  war  and  lawlefs  rage  may  vex  the  world  no  more. 
\_Ei(tu7it    lameilane,  Monefes,    Stratoclef,  prince  of 
Tanais,   Zauia,    Mirvan,    and  atu-ndmits. 
J!x.  The  battle  calls,  and  bids  me  halle  to  leave  thee ; 
Oh,  btliau!— -But  let  dc fir U(5tiou  wait. 

Are 
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Arc  there  not  hours  enough  for  blood  and  flaughter  ? 
This  moment  fliall  be  love's,  and  I  will  walte  it 
In  foft  complainings,  for  thy  lighs  and  coldnefs, 
For  thy  forgetful  coldnefs  ;   even  at  Birza, 
When  in  thy  father's  court  my  eyes  firft  own'd  thee, 
Fairer  than  light,  the  joy  of  their  beholding, 
Even  then  thou  v.ert  not  thus. 
'  SeL  Art  not  thou  chang'd, 

*  Chrillian  Axalla  ?  Art  thou  ftill  the  fame  ? 

'  Thofe  were  the  gentle  hours  of  peace,  and  thou 
'  The  world's  good  angel,  that  didft  kindly  join 

*  Its  mighty  mailers  in  harinonious  friendfiiip  : 

'  But  hnce  thofe  joys  that  once  were  ours  are  iofl, 
'  lorbear  to  inenuon  'em,  and  talk  of  war  ; 

*  Talk  of  thy  contjueft  and  my  chains,  Axalla. 

*  j4x.  Yet  I  will  iiften,  fair,  unkind,   upbraider, 
^  Yet  I  will  lillen  to  thy  charming  accents, 
'  Altho'  they  make  me  curie  my  tame  and  fortune, 

*  My  laurel  wret*chs,  and  all  the  glorious  trophies 

*  For  whi  h  the  valiant  bleed — Oh,  thou  tinjult  one  ! 

*  Doll  thou  then  envy  me  this  Ihiall  return 

*  iMy  niggard  fate  has  made  for  all  tlie  mournings, 

*  For  all  the  pains,  for  all  the  lleeplels  nights, 

*  Itlut  cruel  ablence  brings? 

'  .SV/.  Away,   deceiver  ! 

*  I  will  not  iiear  thy  foothing.     Is  it  thus 

*  That  Chriftian  lovers  prove  the  faith  they  fwear? 

*  Are  war  and  llavery  the  foft  endearments 

*  With  which  they  court  the  beauties  they  admire? 
'  '  I'was  well  my  heart  was  cautious  of  believing 

*  Thy  vows,  and  thy  protefting.     Know,  my  conqueror, 

*  1  hy  (word  has  vanquifli'd  but  the  half  of  Selima  i 

*  Her  loul  dildains  thy  virtory. 

'   Ax.  Hear,  fweet  Heav'n ! 

*  Hear  the  fair  tyraiit,  how  fhe  wrcfls  love's  laws, 
'  As  (lie  h:i(l  vovv'd  my  ruin !    What  is  conqueft  ? 

*  What  joy  have  1  from  that  but  to  behold  thee, 

*  To  kneel  before  thee,  and  with  lifted  eyes 

*  To  view  thee,  as  Devotion   does  a  laint, 

*  With  awful,  trewibling  plealure ;  then  to  fwear 

*  Thou  art  the  queen  and  miiheis  of  my  foul  ? 

*  Has  not  ev'n  Tamerlane  (whole  word,  next  Heaven's, 

*  JMakes  fate  at  lecoud-hand)  bid  thee  difclaim 

*Thy 
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*  Thy  fears  ?  And  doft  thou  call  thyfelf  a  flave, 

*  Only  to  try  how  far  the  fad  imprelfion 
'  Can  fink  into  Axalla  ! 

*  S>L  Oh,  Axalla! 

*  Ought  I  to  hear  you  ? 

*  Jlx.  Come  back,  ye  hours, 

*  And  tell  my  Selima  what  flie  has  done  ! 

*  Bring  back  the  time,  when  to  her  father's  court 

*  I  came  ambc.flador  of  peace  from  Tamerlane; 
'  When,  hid  by  confcious  darknefs  and  difguife, 
'  I  paft  the  dangers  of  the  watchful  guards, 

'  Bold  as  the  youth  who  nightly  fwani  the  HcUcfpont: 

*  Then,  then  flie  was  not  Iworn  the  foe  of  love  ; 

*  When,  as  my  foul  confcll:  its  flame,  and  fued 

*  In  moving  lounds  for  pity,  Ihe  tiown'd  rarely, 

*  But,  blufaing,  heard  me  tell  the  gentle  tale  ; 

*  Nay,  ev"n  confeft,  and  told  me  lofil.-,  fighing, 

*  She  thought  there  was  no  guilt  in  love  like  mine.' 
Sei.  Young,  and  unfkillul  in  the  world's  falle  arts, 

I  fuffer'd  love  to  Ileal  upon  my  ioltnefs, 

And  warm  me  with  a  lambent  guiltkls  flame  : 

Yes,  1  have  heard  thee  Iwer.r  a  thoufand  times, 

And  call  the  conicious  Pow'rs  of  heav'n  to  witnefs 

The  tend'rclt,  trueft,  everlalhng  p:',:fion. 

But,   Oh  !  'tis  palt :  and  I  will  charge  lemembrance 

To  banilh  the  fond  image  from  my  ioul. 

Since  thou  art  fworn  tne  foe  of  royal  Bajazet, 

1  have  reiolv'd  to  hate  thee. 

j^x.   's  it  polTible  ! 
Hate  is  not  in  thy  nature  ;  thy  whole  frame 
Is  harmony,  without  one  jarring  atom. 
Why  doll  thou  force  thy  eyes  to  uear  this  coldnefs  ? 
It  damps  the  Iprings  of  life.     Oh  !    bid  me  die, 
Much  rather  bid  me  die,  if  it  be  true, 
That  thou  haft  fvvorn  to  hate  me. — 

iS'el.  Let  life  and  death 
Wait  the  decihon  of  the  bloody  field  ; 
Nor  can  thy  fate,   my  cor.cjucror,   depend 
Upon  a  woman's  hate.     Yet,   fince  you  nrge 
A  power,  which  once  perhaps  I  had,  there  is 
But  one  requeft  that  I  can  make  with  honour, 

^a;  Oh,  name  it !  fay  I 
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Sil.  Forego  your  right  of  war, 
And  render  me  this  inliant  to  my  father. 

Av.  Impoffible! The  tumult  of  the  battle, 

That  haftes  to  join,  cuts  off  all  means  of  commerce 
Betwixt  the  armies. 

Sc-/.  Swear  then  to  perform  it. 
Which  way  ibe'er  the  chance  of  war  determines, 
On  my  firlt  iniiance. 

Ax,  By  the  1  acred  majefty 
Of  Heaven,  to  whom  we  kneel,  T  v/ill  obey  thee  ; 
Yes,  I  vvill  give  thee  this  fevereft  proof 
Of  my  foul's  vow  d  devotion;  I  v.'iU  part  with  thee, 
(Thou  cruel  to  command  it!)  I  will  part  with  thee, 
As  wretches  that  are  doubtful  of  hereafter 
P.irt  with  their  lives,  unwilling,  loth,  and  fearful. 
And  trembling  at  futurity.     £ut  is  there  riothing, 
■  No  fmall  return  that  honour  can  afl'ord, 
Jor  all  this  wafle  of  love  ? 

*  ^t7.  The  gifts  of  captives 

*  Wear  fomewhat  of  conrtraint :  and  generous  minds 

*  Dildain  to  give,  where  freedom  of  the  choice 

*  Does  but  leem  wanting 

*Jx.'  What!  not  one  kind  look?  [*  Trumpets, 

Then  thou  art  chang'd  indeed.  *  Hark,  I  am  fummon'd, 
And  thou  v>'ilt  fend  me  forth  like  one  unblefs'd, 
Whom  fortune  has  forlaken,  and  ill  fate 
Mark'd  for  deftrudion.     '  Thy  furprihng  coldnefs 

*  Hangs  on  my  foul,  and  weighs  my  courage  down: 

*  And  the  firft  feeble  blow  I  meet  fliall  raze  me 

*  Froin  all  remembiance  :'  nor  is  life  or  fame 
Worthy  my  care,  lince  I  am  loft  to  thee.  [Going 

Sel.  Ha  !  Goell:  thou  to  the  fight  ?  . 

Ax.  I  do Farewel !  -       ■ 

Scl.  What!  and  no  more!  A  figh  heaves  in  my  brcafl, 
And  llops  the  ftruggling  accents  on  mv  tongue, 
Elie,  fure,  1  fliould  have  added  loniething  more, 
And  made  our  parting  fofter. 

Ax,  Give  it  way  : 
The  niggard  honour  that  affords  not  love 
Forbids  not  pity  ■ 

*  Sel.  Fate  perhaps  has  fet 

*  This  day  the  period  of  thy  life  and  conquefls  ; 

*  Aad  1  fliall  lee  thee  borne  at  evening  back 

*  A  breath- 
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*  A  breathlefs  coile. Oh!  c;in  I  think  on  that, 

*  And  hide  my  iorrows  ? — No — they  will  luivc  v^ay, 

*  And  all  the  \it:il  air  thut  ht';,  draw's  iu 

*  Is  render'd  back  in  lighs. 

*  ^/x.  Tlie  niTirm'ring  gale  rex  ives  the  drooping  flame, 

*  That  at  thy  culdnefs  languila'd  in  my  brcalt: 

*  So  breathe  the  gentle  zejjhyrs  on  the  Spring, 

*  And  waken  every  plant  and  od'rous  flower, 

*  \\hich  winter  frofi  had  blalted,  to  new  lite. 

'  i!>'il.   To  lee  thee  for  tl  is  n;oir,cnt,  and  no  more.— 

*  Oh!  help  me  to  reiclve  againll  this  tendernefs, 

*  That  charms  ray  fierce  rckiitments,  and  preients  thee 
'  Not  as  thou  art,  mine  and  my  father's  foe, 

*  But  as  thou  Wert,  wlien  firfl  tiiy  moving  accents 
'  ^^'otl  mc  to  hear;  \v^^en,   as  1  lillen'd  to  thee, 

*  The  happy  hours  pall  by  us  unperceiv'd, 

*  So  was  my  foul  fix'd  to  the  loft  enchantment. 

'  ^^U:  Let  me  be  lull  the  fame;  1  am,  I  mull  be.* 
If  it  were  poir.h;e  my  heart  coukl  rtray, 
Cnc  look  from  thee  woiild  call  it  back  again, 
And  fix  the  wanderer  for  ever  thine. 

Sc/,  Where  is  my  boallcd  refolution  now* 

[  S  niing  info  his  arms* 
Oh,  yes!  thou  art  the  fame ;  my  heart  joins  with  thee, 
'  /^lul  to  betray  me  will  believe  thee  llill  ; 

*  It  dances  to  the  founds  that  mov'd  it  fuff,  v 

*  And  owns  at  once  tne  weakncls  of  my  for.l : 

*  So,  when  fome  Ikilful  artill  Orikcs  the  linngs, 

*  The  magic  numbers  roulc  our  Uecping  ptllions, 

*  And  force  us  to  confels  our  grief  and  plealiue.* 
Alas!  Axalla,  lay dott  thou  not  pity 

My  artleis  innocence,  and  cafv  fondnels  r 

Oh!  tiun  thee  from  me,  or  1  die  with  blufliing. 

jIx.  No,  kt  uie  rather  ga/.e,  for  e\tr  gaze, 
And  blels  the  new-born  glories  that  adorn  thee  ; 

*  From  every  bluQi,  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks, 

*  Ten  thoufand  little  Loves  and  Graces  Ipriug 

*  To  revel  in  the  roles 'twill  n  )t  be.'  [Trumpefj. 

This  envious  tnuiipet  calls,  and  tears  me  from  thee— 

iV/.  My  fears  increafe,  and  doubly  prels  me  now  : 
I  charge  thee,  if  thy  Iword  comes  crols  my  fathej, 
Stop  for  A  moment,  and  reaieuibcr  inc. 
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Ax.  Oh,  cloubr  not  hut  his  life  (hall  be  my  care, 
Ev'n  dearer  than  my  own 

HeL  Giiard  that  for  me  too. 

/ix.  Oh,  SeHnia  I   thou  hart  rertor'd  my  quiet. 
The  noble  ardour  of  the  war,  with  love 
Returning,  brightly  burns  within  my  bread, 
And  bids  me  be  fecure  of  all  hereafter. 

*  So  chears  iome  pious  (liint  a  dying  finner 

*  (Who  trembled  at  the  thought  of  pains  to  come) 

*  With  Heaven's  forgivenefs,  and  the  hopes  of  mercy  : 

*  At  length,  the  tumult  of  his  foul  appeas'd, 

*  And  every  doubt  and  anxious  fcruple  eas'd, 

*  Boldly  he  proves  the  dark,  uncertain  road,-  '^ 

*  rhe  peace,  his  holy  comforter  beil:ow'd,  > 

*  Guides  and  proteAs  him,  like  a  guardian  god.'  \Exit,j 
Sc.L  In  vain  all  arts  a  love  fick  virgin  tries,  *J 

.  Aftec-ls  to  frown,  and  leem  feverely  wife,  > 

In  hopes  to  cheat  the  wary  lover's  eyes:  J 

If  the  dear  youth  her  pity  ilrives  to  move, 
And  pleads,  with  tendernefs,  the  caufeof  love! 
Nature  allerts  her  empire  in  her  heart, 
And  kindly  takes  the  faithful  lover's  part. 
By  love  herlelr,  and  nature  thus  betray'd,  ^ 

No  more  (lie  trulls  in  pride's  fantallic  aid,  > 

But  bids  her  eyes  confefs  the  yielding  maid.  J 

\_Ex'it  Sell  ma,  guarJi  follo'wing. 


ACT    II.    S  C  E  N  E,  Tamerlaine's  camp, 

Enier  Moncfes. 

Mon,'^  t  ''HE  dreadful  bufinefs  of  the  war  is  o'er; 

X     And  Slaughter,   that  from  yefter'  morn  'till 
even, 
With  giant  rteps,  pais'd  ftriding  o'er  the  field, 
Befmear'd  and  horrid  uith  the  blood  of  nations. 
Now  weary  fits  among  the  mangled  heaps. 
And  (lumbers  o'er  her  prey  ;  while  from  this  caiup 
The  chearful  founds  of  vidory  and  Tan.eriane 
Beat  the  high  arch  of  heaven.     '  Deciding  F.u«, 
*  That  crowns  him  with  the  fpoils  of  luch  a  day, 

«  Has 
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*  Has  giv'n  it  as  an  earneft  of  the  world 

*  That  fliortly  fliall  be  his.* 

Enter  Stratocles. 
My  Stratocles! 

Mod  happily  return'd ;  might  I  believe 
Thou  bring' ft  me  any  joy  ? 

Stra.  With  my  beft  diligence, 
This  night,  1  have  enquir'd  of  what  concerns  you« 
Scarce  was  the  fun,  who  flione  upon  the  horror 
Of  the  paft  day.  funk  to  the  wellern  ocean. 
When,  by  permilfion  from  the  prince  Axalla, 
I  mixt  among  the  tumult  of  the  warriors 
Returning  from  the  battle  :  here  a  troop 
Of  hardy  Parthians,  red  wirh  honeft  wounds, 
Confeft  the  conquell  they  had  well  deierv'd  : 
There  a  deje*?led  crew  of  wretched  captives, 

*  Sore  with  unprofitable  hurts,  and  groaning 

*  Under  new  bondage,'  followed  ladly  after 
The  haughty  vidor's  heels.     But  that  which  fully 
Crown'd  the  fuccefs  of  Tamerlane,  was  Bajazet, 
Fall  n,  like  the  proud  archangel,  from  the  height 
Where  once  (ev'n  next  to  majefiy  divine) 
Enthron'd  he  lat,  down  to  the  vile  defcent 

And  lownefs  of  a  Have  :  but,  Oh  I  to  fpeak 
The  rage,  the  iiercenefs,  and  the  indignation, 
It  bars  all  words,  and  cuts  defcription  Ihort. 

Mon.  Then  he  is  fall'n  !  that  come,  which  on  higk 
Portended  ruin ;  he  has  fpent  his  blaze. 
And  fhall  diftraft  the  world  with  fears  no  more. 

*  Sure  it  mull:  bode  me  well ;   for  oft  my  foul 
'  Has  ftarted  into  tumult  at  his  name, 

*  As  if  my  guardian  angel  took  the  alarm 

*  At  the  approach  of  fon^.ewhat  mortal  to  me.' 

But  iay,  my  friend,  what  henr'ft  thou  of  Arpafia  ? 
For  there  my  thoughts,  my  every  care  is  center'd. 
Stra.  Tho'  on  that  piirpole  ili  1  I  bent'^my  iearch, 
Yet  nothing  certain  could  I  gain,  but  this: 
That  in  the  pillage  of  the  fu'tan's  tent 
Some  women  u  ere  made  pris'ners,   who  this  morning 
Were  to  be  ofi'er'd  to  the  emperor's  view  ; 
Their  names  and  qualities,  tho'  oft  enquiring, 
I  could  not  learn. 
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Mott.  Then  muft  my  foul  flill  labour 
Beneath  uncertainty  and  anxious  doubt, 
The  mind's  worft  flate.     The  tyrant's  ruin  gives  me 
But  a  half  eafe. 

Stra.  'Twas  faid,  not  far  from  hence 
The  captives  were  to  wait  the  emperor's  pafTage. 

Mon.  Hafte  we  to  find  the  place.     Oh,  my  Arpafia  ! 
Shall  we  not  meet  ?  *  Why  hangs  my  heart  thus  heavy, 

*  Like  death  within  my  bofom  ?  Oh,  'tis  well, 

*  The  joy  of  neeting  pays  the  pangs  of  abfence, 

*  Elle  who  could  bear  it  ?' 

When  thy  lev  d  fight  fliall  blefs  my  eyes  again, 

Then  I  will  own,  I  ought  not  to  complain. 

Since  that  fweet  hour  is  worth  whole  years  of  pain. 

[Exeufii  IVIonefes  a/jd  Stratocles, 

SCENE    t&i  hjitk   of  a   magnifictnl   teat.     Symphony   of 

Hxjariike  mujic. 

Enter  Tamerlane,  Axalla,    Pri?ice  of  Tanais,  Zama, 
Mir  van,  foldiersy  and  other  attendants. 

Ax.  From  this  aivfpicious  day  the  Parthian  name 
Shall  date  its  birth  of  empire,  and  extend, 
Ev'n  from  the  dawning  Eait  to  utmoil  Thule, 
The  limits  of  its  iway. 

Pr.  Nations  unknown 
Where  yet  the  Roman  eagles  never  flew. 
Shall  pay  their  homage  to  victorious  Tamerlane; 
Bend  to  his  valour  and  luperior  virtue, 
And  own,  that  conqueft  is  not  given  by  chance, 
But,  bound  by  fatal  and  refiftlels  merit, 
Wairs  on  his  arms. 

lanu  It  is  too  much:  you  drefs  me, 
Like  an  ufurper.  in  the  borrow'd  attributes 
Of  injur'd  Heaven.     Can  we  call  conqueft  ours  ? 
Shall  man,  this  pigmy,  with  a  giant's  pride, 
Vaunt  of  himfelf,  and  fay,  Thus  have  1  done  this  ? 
Oh,  vain  pretence  to  greatnefs!  Like  the  moon, 
We  borrow  all  the  brightnefs  which  we  boaft. 
Dark  in  ourlelves  and  ulelefs.     If  that  hand 
That  rules  the  fate  of  battles,  ftrike  for  us. 
Crown  us  with  fame,  and  gild  our  clay  v«'ith  honour. 
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*TH'ere  mod  ungrateful  to  difown  the  benefit. 
And  arrogate  a  praiie  which  is  not  ours. 

Ax.  With  Inch  unihaken  temper  of  the  fo\»l 
To  bear  the  fwelling  tide  of  prolp'rous  fortune. 
Is  to  deferve  that  fortune :  in  ad\  crfity, 
The  mind  grows  tough  by  buffeting  the  tempeft, 
Which,  in  hiccefs  diflblving,  jinks  to  eafe. 
And  lofes  all  her  firmnefs. 

Tam.  Oh,  Axalla  ! 
Could  I  forget  I  am  a  man,  as  thou  art ; 
Would  not  the  winter's  cold,  or  iummer's  heat, 
Sicknels,  or  thirlt,  and  hunger,  all  the  train 
Of  nature's  clamorous  appetites,  alliirting 
An  equal  right  in  kings  and  common  men. 
Reprove  me  daily  ? — \o — If  1  boall  of  aught, 
Be  it,  to  have  been  Heaven's  happy  inftrument. 
The  means  of  good  to  all  my  fellow-creatures: 
This  is  a  king's  bell  praife. 

Enter  Omar. 

Om.  Honour  and  fame  [5/r:w«^  to  Tamerlane. 

Forever  wait  the  emperor!  May  our  prophet 
Give  him  ten  thouiand  thoufand  days  of  life. 
And  every  day  like  this !  The  captive  fultan, 
Fierce  in  his  bonds,  and  at  his  fate  repining, 
Attends  yonr  facred  will. 

Tam.  Let  him  approach. 
Enter  Bajazet  and  other  Turhjh  prifoners  in  chains^  luith  a, 

guard  of  fold'iers. 
When  I  furvey  the  ruins  of  this  field. 
The  wild  deftrucftion  which  thy  fierce  ambition 
Has  dealt  among  mankind,   (fo  many  widows 
And  hclplefs  orphans  has  thy  battle  made, 
That  half  our  eaftern  world  this  day  are  mourners^ 
Well  may  I,  in  behalf  of  heav'n  and  earth. 
Demand  from  thee  atonement  for  this  wrong, 

Baj.  Make  thy  demand  to  thole  that  own  thy  powV, 
Know  I  am  flill  beyond  it ;  and  tho'  Fortune 
(Curfe  on  that  changeling  deity  of  fools  1) 
Has  flript  me  of  the  train  and  pomp  of  greatnefs, 
That  outfide  of  a  king,  yet  Uill  my  loul, 
Fix'd  high,  and  of  itielf  alone  dependent, 
Is  ever  free  and  roval,  and  ev'n  now. 
As  at  the  head  of  battle,  docs  defy  thee. 

I  know 
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I  know  what  pow'r  the  chance  of  war  has  glv'n, 

And  dare  thee  to  the  ulc  on't.     This  vile  fpeeching, 

This  after-game  of  words,  is  wliat  moft  irks  me; 

Spare  that,  and  for  the  reft  'tis  equal  all 

Be  it  as  it  may; 

Tain.  Well  was  it  for  the  world. 
When  on  their  borders  neighbouring  princes  met. 
Frequent  in  friendly  parle,    by  cool  debates 
Preventing  waiteful  war  ;  fuch  ihould  our  meeting 
Have  been,  hadil  thou  but  held  in  juft  regard 
The  fandity  of  leagues  fo  often  Iworn  to. 
Canft  thou  believe  thy  prophet,  or,  what's  more. 
That  pow'r  fupreme  which  made  thee  and  thy  prophef. 
Will,  with  impunity,   let  pafs  that  breach 
Of  facred  faith  giv'n  to  the  royal  Greek? 

Baj.  Thou  pedant  talker!  ha!  art  thtm  a  king, 
Poflets'd  of  facred  pow'r,  Heav'n's  darling  attribute, 
And  dofl  thou  prat-e  of  leagues,  and  oaths,  and  prophets  ? 
I  hate  the  Greek  (perdition  on  his  name!) 
A'-  I  do  thee,  and  would  have  met  you  both 
As  death  does  human  nature,  for  deftru6tion^ 

Tarn.  Caufelels  to  hate  is  not  of  human  kind; 
The  favage  brute  that  haunts  in  woods  remote 
And  delart  wiids,  tears  not  the  fearful  travel. er, 
If  hunger,  or  fome  injury,  provoke  not. 

Baj.  Can  a  king  want  a  caufe,  when  empire  Lids 
Go  on?  What  is  he  born  for,  but  ambition? 
If  is  his  hunger,  'tis  his  call  of  nature, 
'J'he  noble  appetite  which  will  be  latisfy'd, 
.'.nd,  like  the  food  of  Gods,  make  lim  immortal. 

lam.  Henceforth  I  will  not  wonder  we  were  foes, 
Since  fouls  that  differ  fo  by  nature  hate, 
And  ilrong  antipathy  forbids  their  union. 

Baj.  The  noble  fire  that  warms  me^  does  indeed 
Tranfcend  thy  coldnefs.     1  am  pleas'd  we  differ, 
Nor  think  alike. 

Tarn.  No — for  I  think  like  Mr.n, 
Th(ni  like  a  monller,  from  whole  baleful  prefence 
Natuie  if  arts  back  ;   and  tho'  fne  fix'd  her  liamp 
On  thy  rough  mafs,   and  mark'd  thee  for  a  man, 
Xow,  confcious  of  her  error,  flie  difclaims  thee, 
As  form'd  for  her  deft  rue  tic  in.-  ■   ■ 
'I'js  true,  i  am  a  king,  as  thou  hail  been; 

^  Honour 
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Honour  and  glory  too  have  been  my  aim  ; 
But  tho'  I  dare  lace  death,   and  all  the  dangers 
\"\'hich  furious  war  wears  m  its  bioody  front, 
"^'et  would  1  chiife  to  fix  my  name  by  peace, 
Eyjuftice,   and  by  mercy  ;   and  to  raile 
^ly  trophies  on  the  biddings  ot  mankind  : 
Nor  wovild  .'  buy  the  empiie  of  the  world 
With  ruin  of  the  people  whom  I  Iway, 
On -forfeit  of  my  honour. 

Baj.  Prophet,   1  thank  thee 

Daiunatifn  ! — Couldit  thou  rob  ire  c^  ray  glory, 
To  drefs  up  this  tame  king,  tliis  preaching  dervife  ? 
Unfit  for  war,  thou  fliouldit  have  liv'd  fecure 
In  lazy  peace,  and  with  debating  fenates 
Sh;ir'd  a  precarious  fceptre,  int  tamc'y  fiill. 
And  let  bold  fadions  canton  out  thy  pow'r, 
AikI  wrangle  for  the  fpoils  they  robb'd  thee  of  ,• 
\Vt.i  il  I  (curie  on  the  power  that  flops  my  ardom' !.) 
Would,  like  a  tempeft,   rufti  amidft  the  nations, 
Be  greatly  terrible,  and  deal,  like  Alhn, 
My  angry  thunder  on  the  frighted  world. 

Tan.  The  world! — 'twould  be  too  little  for  tliy  pride; 
Thou  wouldft  fcale  heav'n ■ 

Jyqj.  1  u  ould  ; — Away  I  my  foul 
pjfdains  thy  conference. 

Ta/».  Thou  vain,  raJli  thing, 
That,  with  gigantic  inlolence,  haft  dar'd 
'J  o  lift  th,  wretched  lelf  above  the  flars, 
Ai  d  uiate  with  pow  r  almighty:  thou  art  fallen  ! 

£aj.  '1  is  fulfe  1  1  am  not  fall'n  from  aughf  I  hav« 
been  ; 
At  leaft  my  foul  reiolves  to  keep  her  flate, 
And  fcorns  to  take  acquaintance  with  ill  fortune. 

1am.  Aln^oll  beneath  my  pity  art  thou  fall'n; 
Since,  while  rh'  avenging  hand  of  Heav'n  is  on  theC| 
And  prelies  to  the  dull   thy  fvvelling  foul, 
Fo"!-hardy,  with  the  flronger  thou  contended. 
lo  w  hat  vart  hei-ht?  hnd  thy  tumultuous  temper 
Been  hurrj'd,  if  fuccels  had  crowu'd  thy  wilhes  ! 
Say,  what  had  1  to  exped,  if  thou  had'fl  conquer'd? 

Haj.  V  h,  jdcrious  thought :  by  Heav'n  I  will  enjoy  it, 
Tho'  but  in  fancy  :  in.aguu-ition  fliall 
Make  room  to  entertain  the  vaft  idea. 
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®^!  had  I  been  the  mafter  but  of  yefterday. 
The  world,  the  world  hid  t e  t  me  ;  and  for  thee, 
I  had  us'd  thee  as  thmi  art  to  me— a  dog, 
The  objetl  of  my  fcorn,  and  mortal  hatred  :  _ 
I  would  have  taught  thy  neck  fo  know  my  weiglit. 
And  mounted  from  that  fo'tltool  to  my  laddie: 
Then,  when  thy  daily  fervile  tafk  was  don.e, 
I  would  have  cag'd  thee    for  the  fcorn  of  Ila.-es, 
'Till  thou  hadll  begg  d  to  die  ;   and  ev'n  that  mercy 
I  had  deny'd  thee.     Now  thou  know'it  my  mind. 
And  quelfion  me  no  farther. 

Tarn.  Well  doll  thou  teacli  me 
What  jultice  flinuld  exact  from  thee.     Mankind, 
With  one  confent,  cry  out  for  vengeance  on  theei 
Loudly  they  call  to  cut  oft"  this  league- breaker. 
This  wild  deftroyer  from  the  face  of  earth. 

Ba'].  Do  it,  and  rid  thy  (hakmg  foul  at  once 
Of  its  woi  ft  fear. 

'lam.  Why  flept  the  thunder 
That  fhould  have  arm'd  the  idol  deity, 
And  giv'n  thee  pow'r,  ere  yeiter  fun  was  {tt^ 
To  fhake  the  foul  of  Tamerlane.     Hadil  thou  an  arm 
To  make  thee  fear'd,  thou  fliouldft  have  prov'd  it  on  mc, 
Amidll;  the  fweat  and  blood  of  yonder  field, 
When  thro'  the  tumult  of  the  war  1  fought  thee, 
Fenc'd  in  with  nations. 

Ba],  Curfe  upon  the  ftars, 
That  fated  us  to  different  fcenes  of  (laughter ! 
Oh  I  could  my  fword  have  met  thee ' 

Tam.  Thou  hadil  then, 
As  now,  been  in  my  pow'r,  and  held  thy  life 
Dependent  on  my  gift — Yes,  Bajazet, 
1  bid  thee  live — '  fo  much  my  foul  difdains 
*  That  thou  fiiouldil  think  I  can  fear  aught  but  Heav'n:' 
Nay  more  ;    couldft  thou  forget  thy  brutal  fiercenefs, 
And  form  tlvyfelf  to  manhood,  I  v/ouid  bid  thee 
Live,  and  be  Hill  a  king,  that  thou  may'ft  learn 
What  man  (liould  be  to  man,  in  v.'ar  remembering 
The  common  tie  and  brotherhood  of  kind. 
This  royal  tent,  with  fuch  of  thy  domeftics 
As  can  be  found,  fliall  wait  upon  thy  fervice  j 
Nor  will  I  ufe  my  fortune  to  demand 

B  z  Hard 
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Hard  terms  of  peace,  but  inch  as  tho\i  niay'rt  offer 
With  lionoiir,  i  with  honour  may  receive. 

[Tamerlane//^///  to  an  officer^  -ivho  unhineis  Bajazct. 

Baj.  Ha !  fay'il:  thon— no — our  prophet's  vengeance 
blaft  me. 
If  thou  fltalt  buy  my  friendiliip  with  thy  empire. 
Damnation  on  thee!   thou  fmooth  fawning  talker  ! 
Give  me  again  my  chains,  that  I  may  cuife  thee, 
And  gratify  my  rage:  or,   if  thou  wilt 
Ee  a  vain  tool,  and  play  with  thy  perdition, 
P.emember  I'am  thy  foe,  and  hate  thee  deadly. 
Thy  folly  on  thy  head! 

T^am.  Be  liill  my  foe. 
Great  minds,  likeHeav'n,   are  pleas'd  in  doing  good, 
1'ho'  the  ungrateful  lubjefts  oi  their  favours 
Are  barren  in  return.     '  Thv  flubborn  pride, 

*  That  fpurns  the  gentle  ofHcc  of  humanity, 

*  Shall  in  my  honoiu"  oun,  and  thy  defpite, 

*  1  have  done  as  I  ought.'     \irtuc  llill  does 
With  fcorn  the  mercenary  world  regard, 
\\'hcre  abject  fouls  do  good,  and  hope  reward  : 


Above  the  worthlefs  trophies  men  can  raife. 
She  leeks  not  honours,  wealth,  nor  airy  j: 
but  with  herlelf,  herlelf  the  goc-ldcfs  pays.      , 


} 


[_Exi'u''t  Tameilane,  Axaila,    Fnuct  of  Tanais,  Mir- 

van,  Zama,  and  atteHilants, 
Baj.  CcKiie,    lead   lue  to   my  dungeon  ;    phmge  me 
down 
Deep  from  the  hated  fight  of  m^n  and  day  ; 
Where,   under  covert  of  the  friendly  d.uknefs, 
My  loul  may  brood,  at  leiluie,  o'er  its  anguith. 

Om.  Our  royal  mafter  vvou'd  with  noble  ulage, 
Make  your  misfortunes  light :   lie  bids  you  hope— — — 
Baj.   1  tell  thee,  llave,   1  have  ihook  hands  vvith  hope, 
'  And  all   my   thoui^hts  are  rage,   delpair,   and  hoiroi. 
Ha!   wherefore  am  1  thus  ! — Perdition  Icizc  me! 
Bvit  my  cold  blood  runs  fliiv'ring  to  my  heart, 
A    :.t  Ion  e  phanttm,  that  in  dead  of  nii^hf, 
V/ith  drt  ?dfil  adl  on,   l>alks  around  ou:    bid;, 
T  ;e  rago  ?.\A  herder  pa!Tions  of  my  brealt 

Are  lofi;  in  ne'v  confufion. 

Entir  Haly, 
Ar.afi;  !—  ,....! 
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Ua.  Oh,  emperer!  for  whofe  hard  fate  our  prophet 

And  ail  the  heroes  of  thy  facred  race 
Are  fad  in  Paradiie,  thy  faithful  Haly, 
The  fitve  of  all  thy  pleafures,  in  this  ruin, 
ThiF  univerfal  ftupwreck  of  thy  fortunes, 

Enirr  Arpafia. 
Has  gather'd  up  this  treafure  for  thy  arms  : 
Nor  ev'n  the  victor,  haughty  Tamerlane, 
(By  uhoie  coinmand  once  more  thy  Have  beholds  thee) 
Denies  this  blelfing  to  thee,  but  with  honour 
Rcnders.thee  back  thy  queen,   thy  beauteous  bride. 

Baj.  Oh  !   had  her  e}es  with  pity  feen  my  iorrows. 
Had  ihe  the  fondnefs  oi  a  teixiier  bride, 
Heav'n  cou'd  not  ha%e  beftow'd  a  greater  blcfling, 
And  love  had  made  amends  for  iols  of  empire. 
But  fee,  what  fury  dwells  upon  her  charms  { 
What  lightning  flalhes  from  her  angry  eyes ! 
With  a  malignant  joy  llie  views  my  ruin  : 
Even  bc;utteous  in  her  hatred,  Ifill  flie  charms  me. 
And  .awes  my  fierce  tumultuous  foul  to  love. 

Jirp.  And  dar'ft  thou  hope,  thou  tyrant  raviilier  ! 
That  heav'n  has  any  joy  in  itore  fur  thee  ? 
Look  back  upon  the  fum  of  thy  pafl  life,    ' 
Where  tyranny,  opprcffion,  and  injuftice, 
Perjuf; ,   murders,  Iv.'cil  the  black  account  ; 
Where  loft  Arpalia's  wrongs  ftand  bleeding  frefli, 
Thy  laft  recorded  crime.     But  Heav'n  has  found  thee  j 
At  length  the  tardy  vengeance  ha?  o'crta'cn  thee. 
My  weary  foul  Ihal!   bear  a  little  longer 
The  pain  of  life,  to  call  for  jultice  on  thee  r 
That  once  complete,  fink  to  the  pcacctul  grav^, 
And  lole  the  memory  of  my  wrongs  and  tjiee. 

Bi^j.  Thou  rail'li: !   1  thank  thee  for  it — 6c  perverfe. 
And  iviufter  ail  the  woman  jn  thy  fouLj 
(joad  me  with  curfes,  be  a  veiy  wife. 
That  I  may  fling  oft  this  tame  love,  and  hate  thee. 

E>it<r  Monefes.  [ Baja/!et7?a'7/«o-, 

Ha  !  Keep  thy  temper,  heart  j    nor  take  alarm 
At  a  flave's  pre  fence. 

Mori.  Jt  is  Arpalia! Leave  me,  thon  cold  fear* 

Swe^t  as  the  rofy  morn  flie  breaks  upon  me  ; 
And  forrow,  like  the  night's  tuiv/holefome  iliade, 
Gives  way  before  ihe  golden  dawn  Hie  brings, 

B  3  Baj. 
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J?.7/.   [J(/randt>g  tcxards  /jhn.}  Ha,    Chriftian!    Is   h 
well  that  we  meet  thus  ? 
Is  this  thy  faith  ? 

M'n.  Why  does  thy  frowning  brow 
Put  on  this  liorm  of  fury  ?  Is  it  llrange 
Wt  fl.ould  meet  here,  companions  in  misfortune, 
Tne  captives  of  one  common  chance  of  war  ? 
Kor  fliouidlt  thou  wonder  that  my  fword  has  fail'd 
Before  the  fortune  of  victorious  Tamerlane, 
When  thou,  with  nations  like  the  landed  ftore, 
^^  ith  half  th*?  vyarring  world  upon  thy  fide, 
Couldft  not  fland  up  againft  this  dreadful  battle. 
That  crulh'd  thee  witlV  its  ll\ock.    'J"hy  men  can  witnefa, 
Thofe  cowards  that  forfouk  me  in  the  combat, 
My  iword  was  not  inaitive, 

Bqi.tio 'Tis  falle: 

Where  is  my  daughter,  thou  vi!e  Greek?  Thou  haft 
Bet  ray 'd  her  to  the  Tartar  ;   or  even  worfe, 
Paic  with  thy  f^ar,  didlt  Ini'e  iier  Jike  a  coward  ; 
Ai.d,  like  a  coward  ilow,  wouldft  call  the  bl-me 
On  fT>]jtune  ajid  ill  ftars. 

AJiik.  Ha  '  faidft  thou,  like  a  coward  ? 
Vv'hat  fandity,  what  Trajefty  divine 
Hai't  thou  put  on,  to  guard  thee  from  my  rage, 
That  thus  thou  dnr  ft  to  wrong  me  ? 

Baj.   Out,  thou  flnve, 
And  know  me  for  thy  lord ■ 

A/.-/;,  I  tell  thee,   tyrant. 
When  in  the  pride  t'f  power  thoti  UCi}  on  high. 
When  liki.  an  idol  thou  wert  vainly  worfliip'd 
B\  pr>ftrate  wretches,  born  with  llavifli  fouJs  ; 
Ev'n  when  thou  v/trt  a  king,   thou  vvert  no  more 
Nor  greater  than  IVJonefes,   born  of  a  race 
Royal  and  great  as  thine.     What  ar-t  thou  now  then  ? 
The/ate  of  war  has  fet  thee  with  the  lov,'cft  ; 
And'caprives  (like  the  fubjt6ts  of  the  grave) 
Lofing  diftinciion,  ferve  one  common  lord. 

i?iv/.  Trav'd  h\  this  dog!  Now  give  a  loofe  to  rage, 
And  curie  th_><clf;   cuifc   thy  falle  cheating  prophet. 
Ha  !  yet  there's  lome  revenge.    Hear  me,  thou  ChrilVuin  I 
Thou  lefi'fl  tliat  filler  with  me:   'i'hou  impoilor  ! 
Thou  boader  of  tny  honefty  !  Thou  liar ! 
But  take  her  to  thee  back* 

2,  No-^ 
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Now  to  explore  my  prifon if  it  holds 

Another  plague  lilvc  this.  The  reCtlels  damn'd 
(Jf  inufties  lie  not)  wander  thus  in  hell  ; 
Frcm  fcorching  Harne-;  to  chilhng  frolls  they  run, 
Then  from  their  fioils  to  fires  return  again, 
And  oixly  prove  variety  of  pain.- 

\_Exeuni  i.^ajazet,   Haly,  Omar,  and  guar  di, 

■Arp.  Stay,  Bajazet.  J  charge  thee,   by  my  wrongs, 
Stay  and  unfold  a  tale  of  fo  much  horror, 
As  only  fits  thy  tciiing Oh,    Vioncles! 

'  ^hn.  Why  dolt  thou  weep?  Why  this  tempeftuous 
pulion, 

*  That  flops  thv  fiult'ring  tongue  fliort  on  my  name  ? 

*  Oh,  fpeak!   un-.eil  this  myriery.ot  lorrow, 

*  And  drav/  the  dilmal  fcene  at  one    to  light. 

*  Jrp.  Thou  art  undone,  loft,  ruin'd,  and  undone  I 

*  MoH.  \  will  not  thuik  'tis  lb,  while  1  have  thee  j 
*"  \\  hile  thus  'tis  given  to  fold  t'lee  in  my  arms; 

*  For  while  1  ligh  upon  thy  panting  bolbm, 

*  The  fad  remeriibrancc  ol  pait  wocs  is  loll: 

'  yirp.  Forbear  to  loorh  thy  loul  vvidi  Hatt'ring  thoughts 

*  Of  evils  overpaid,   and  joys  to  come: 

*  Our  woes  are  like  the  genuine  iliade  beneath, 

*  Where  fate  cuts  off  the  very  hopes  of  day, 

*  And  cverlafting  night  and  horror  reign.' 

Abn,  By  all  the  tenderneis  and  chalte  endearmerlts 
Of  our  palt  love,  I  charge  thee,   my  Arpafia, 
To  eale  my  foul  of  doubts  1  Give  me  to  know. 
At  once,  the  utmoft  malice  of  my  fate  ! 

Arp,    rake  then  tliy  vvretched  Ihare  in  all  I  fiiffer, 
Still  partner  of  my  heart  I  Scarce  hadft  thou  left 
The  lultan's  camp,   when  the  imperious  tyrant, 
Solt'ning  the  pride  and  hercenefs  of  his  temper. 
With  gentle  fpeech  made  otler  of  his  love, 
Amaz'd,  as  at  the  fliock  of  ludden  death, 
I  flarted  into  tears,  and  often  urg'd 
(Tho'  itill  in  va'n)  the  ditt'ereiice  of  our  faiths. 
At  laft,  as  flying  to  the  utmoil  refuge, 
With  lifted  hands  and  ftreaming  eyes,  I  own'd 
The  fraud,  which  when  we  firft  were  m.ade  his  prisoners, 

*  Conlcious  of  my  unhappy  form,  and  feariniJ 

*  For  thy  dear  life,'  I  fore'd  thee  to  put  on  ; 
Thy  borrow'd  name  of  brother,  mine  of  filler  j 

'&  4  Hiding 


22  T    A     M     E    R     L    A    N     E. 

Hiding  betivccn  that  veil  the  nraicr  tie 

Our  nuitual  vows  had  made  hcj-urc  the  prieft. 

Kindiin_:^  to  rage  at  hearing  of  my  ftcuj', 

'I'hen,   be  it  fo,  lie  cry'd  :  'I'hink'ft  ihou  thy  vour, 

Ci.v'n  ro  a  flave,  flia'l  bar  me  from  thy  beauties  r 

Then  bade  the  prieft  pronounce  the  marriage  rites : 

Which  he  j>erforni"d  ;  whillt;.  fliricking  with  delpair, 

1  cali'd  in  vain  the  i'ow'rs  of  heav'n  to  aid  me. 

Morj.  Villain!   In. perial  villain  I — Oh,  the  coward  ! 
A.v'd  by  his  guilt,  iho'  back'd  by  force  and  power, 
lie  duril  not,  to  my  face,  avow  his  purpofe  : 
&x:y  in  my  abfence,  like  a  lurking  tlucr, 
S  ole  on  my  trcalure,  and  at  once  undid  me. 

Arp.  Had  they  not  kept  me  from  the  means  of  death, 
Forgetting  all  the  rules  of  Chriflian  futl'tring, 
I  had  done  a  deip'rate  murder  on  my  foul, 
E"e  the  rude  flavcs,  that  waited  on  his  will, 
Hid  forc'cl  me  to  his • 

Men.  Stop  thee  there,  Aipafia, 
And  bar  my  fancy  from  tlie  guilty  fcene ! 
Let  not  thought  enter,  left  tiie  bufy  mind 
Should  mulier  fuch  a  train  of  monftrous  images 
As  would  diitraift  iric.     Oh  !   1  cannot  bear  it. 
Thon  icvely  hoard  of  fweets,  where  all  my  joys 
Were  treafur'd  up,  to  have  thee  rifled  thus  ! 

*  Thus  torn  untalled  from  my  eager  wiflies  1* 
But  1  will  have  thee  from  him.      i'amerlane 

(  rhe  Sovereign  judge  of  equity  on  earth) 
Shall  do  me  juftice  on  this  iiiighty  robber, 
Arid  render  back  thy  beauties  to  Moneies. 

^1  p.  And  who  (hall  render  back  niy  peace,  my  honour, 
The  ipotlels  w  hitenefs  of  my  virgin  Ibul  ? 
Ah  !   no,  Moneics — Think  not  I  will  ever 
Bring  a  polluted  love  to  rhy  chafte  arms : 
I  an)  the  tyrant's  wife.     Oh,  fatal  title  ! 
And,  in  ihc  fight  of  all  the  faints,   have  fworn, 
V>y  honour,  womanhood,   and  blufii-ing  fliame. 
To  know  no  fecond  bride-bed  but  my  grave. 

*  Mm.  1  fwear  it  mult  not  be,  fince  ftill  my  eye 
'  Finds  rhee  as  heav'nly  white,  as  angel  pure, 

*  As  in  the  c;u-lieft  hours  of  life  thou  wt-rt : 

*  Nor  art  thou  his,  but  mincj  thy  fait  \ovv's  niine, 

*  Thy  ioul  13  mine.    ■ 
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*  Arp.  Oh !  think  not,  that  the  pow'r 

*  Of  mofl  periualive  eloquence  can  make  me 

*  Forget  I've  been  another's,  been  his  wiiV. 

*  Now,  by  my  blnflies,  by  the  ftrong  confuhon 

'  And  anguKh  of  my  heart,  fpare  me,  Moneies, 
'  Nor  nrge  my  trembhng  virtue  to  the  precipice.*" 
Shortly,  Oh  !  very  fliortly,  if  my  forrows 
Divine  aright,  and  Heav'n  be  gracious  to  me, 
Death  Ihall  difTolve  the  fatal  obligation, 

*  And  give  me  up  to  peace,  to  that  blefi:  place 

*  Where  the  good  reft  from  care  and  anxious  life. 

*  Men.  Oh,  teach  me,  thou  fair  laint,  like  thee  to 

*  Teach  me,  with  hardy  piety,  to  combat  [hitfer  I 
'  The  preil:nt  iih  :  inftrut:!  my  eyes  to  pafs 

*  The  narrow  bounds  of  hfe,  this  land  of  forrovv, 

'  And,   with  bold  hopes,   to  view  the  realms  beyond^ 

*  Thofe  dillant  beauties  of  the  futare  ifate. 

*  Tell  me,   Arpafia — fay,   what  joys  are  thofe 

*  That  v.ait  to  crown  the  wretch  who  iufFers  here  } 

*  Oh  !   tell  me,  and  fultain  my  failing  faith. 

*  /hp.  Imagine  fomewhat  exquifitely  fine, 

'  Which  fancy  cannot   paint,  which  the  pleased  mind 

*  Can  barely  know,  unable  to  defcribe  it; 
'  Imagine  'tis  a  traiTt  of  endlefs  jo\s 

*  Without  fatiety  or  interruption  ; 

*  Imagine,  'tis  to  meet  and  part  no  more. 

*  MoTi.  Grant,  gentle  Heav*n,  tliat  fuch  may  be  car 

*  Let  us  be  bleft  together. — Oh,  my  foul  1  [lot  I 

*  Build  on  thatliope,  and  let  it  arm  thy  courage 

*  To  ftruggle  with  the  llorm  that  parts  us  now. 

*  Jrp.''  Yes,  my  ?\Ionefes  !  now  the  furges,nie> 
The  f.velling  fea  breaks  in  between  our  barks. 
And  drives  us  to  our  fate  on  different  rocks. 
Farewell !  -       My  loul  lives  with  thee>  ■        - 

Mm.  Death  i&  parting, 
'Tis  the  laft  fad  adieu  'twixt  foul  and  body* 

But  this  is  fomewhat  worfe My  joy,  my  comfort. 

All  that  was  left  in  life,  fleets  after  thee  ; 

*  My  aching  fight  hangs  on  thy  parting  beauties, 

'  Thv  lo-vely  eyes,  all  drown'd  in  floods  of  fbirow* 

*  So  finks  the  fetting  fun  beneath  the  waves, 

*  And  leaves  the  traveller  in  pathlefs  woods, 

*  Benighted  and  forlorn,  —Thus,  with  iad  eyes, 

0  5  *  Weft. 
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*  ^^'cftward  he  turns,  to  mark  the  light's  decay,  n 
'  1  ill,  hav'ng  loft  t!ic  1  ift  faint  giimple  of  d:iy,  > 
'  Chcailcfs,   in  darknciS,  he  pi;ri\ic8  tiis  way.'              J 

[Exfuy.t  Moncfcs  «//</ Arpafia/'ivrrt/^'. 

ACT     III.     SCENE,   the  hji.k  cf  the  rojal  tcnU 

£»/rr  Axalla,  Sclima,  ami  ■v:omen  atlcmhnts. 

*•  Ax.   ^~>  A  N  there   he  aught  in  love,   beyond  this 
V^  proof, 

*  This  wof^d'rons  proof,  1  t;ive  thee  of  mr  fai:h  ? 

*  To  tear  dice  from  my  bkcdmg  bolom  th\is  1 

*  To  rend  the  ilrings  of  life    to  fet  thee  free, 

*  And  .  ifld  thee  ro  a  cruel  father's  power, 

*  Y(^  ro  my  hopes  !   \vh  it  can(t  thou  pay  me  back  ^ 

*  Wh:.t  bur  thyielf,  thou  angel !   for  this  ibndncis  ? 

*  SiL  'J  hoii  d^Il  upbraid  me,  beggar  as  lam, 

*  And  urge  me  with  my  povertv  of  love. 

*  Pcrh  pt  thnii  think'il,   tis  nothing  for  a  maid 

*  To  krug<,le  through  the  niccncls  of  her  fex. 

*  The  bhillies  and  the  fear?,  and  own  Ihe  loves : 
'  Th  >u  think'lt  'tis  nothing  f(-r  mv  anlcfs  heart 

'  To  oun  my  weakncfs,  and  confeis  thy  triumph. 

*  Jx.  Oh  !  yes  1  own  it ;   my  charm  d  ears  ne'er  knew 

*  A  I'i  'nd  of  lo  much  lapture,  fo  much  joy. 

*  Not  voices,  inftr\inunis,  not  warbling  birds, 

*  Not  vvinds,  not  nuirmring  vvateis  join'd  in  concert, 

*  Not  tuneful  nature,   not  th'  according  fj^heres, 

*  Ucter  fuch  harmeny,   as  when  my  Selinia, 

*  With  down-call:  looks  and  bhiHies,  faid — I  love.— 
\i6V/.  And  )et  thou  fi\'il,  I  am  a  niggard  to  thee, 

*  I  fwear  the  balance  ftiall  be  held  between  us, 

*  And  Love  be  jud^e,  if  after  all  the  tendcrnefs, 

*  Tears  and  contuli  m  of  my  virgin-loul, 

*  Thou  fliouldll  complain  of  aught,  unjuft  Axallal' 
Ax.  VVli^  wa<  I  ever  blelf.I — Why  is  remeir.brance 

Rich  with  a  thouland  pK:'.fing  irragcs 

Of  pall  enjoyments,   Ijnce  'tis  but  to  plagfiie  me  } 

When  thou  art  nine  no  more,  what  will  it  eafc  me 

To  rhiiik  of  all  the  golden  minutes  pall, 

To  thi  ik  that  thou  weir  kind,  and  1  was  hnppv, 

Bur,  like  a  a  angci  fall'n  from  blifs,  to  cnrfi; 

My 
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3My  prefent  ftate,  and  mourn  the  heav'n  I've  loft  ? 
Se/.  Hoj->e  better  for  us  both;  nor  let  thy  fears. 
Like  an  unlucky  omen,  crofs  ray  way. 

*  Mv  father,  rough  and  ftormy  in  his  nature, ! 

*  To  me  was  al'.va^s  gende,  and,  with  fondnefs 
'  Paternal,  ever  met  me  ^^!th  a  bleffing. 

'  Ofr,  v.hen  ofience  had  iHrr^d  him  to  fuch  fury, 

*  That  not  gicive  couniellors  for  vvifdoni  tam'd, 

*  Nor  hardy  captains  th;\t  had  fought  his  battles, 

*  Prefuni'd  to  fpealc,  but  ftruck  with  aweful  dread 

*  Were  hufli'd  as  death;  yet  has  he  imil'd  on  me, 

*  Kifi'd  me,   and  bade  me  utter  all  my  purpofe, 

*  Till  with  my  idle  praule  I  had  looth'd  him, 

*  And  won  him  from  his  anger. 
'  Ax.  Oh  !  I  know 

*  Thou  hail  a  tongue  to  charm  the  wildefl  tempers, 

*  Herds  would  forget  to  graze,  and  favage  beafts 

*  Stand  llill  and  lole  their  fieixenefs,  but  to  hear  thee, 

*  As  if  they  had  reflection,  and  by  reafon 

*  Forfook  a  lefs  enjoyment  for  a  greater. 

*  But,   Oh !  when  1  revolve  each  circumftance, 

*  My  Chrirtian  faith,  my  fervice  cloitly  bound 

*  To  Tamerlane,  my  mafler  and  my  friend, 

*  Tell  me,  my  cliarmer,  if  my  fears  are  vain  ? 

*  Think  what  remains   for  me,  if  the  fierce  fultan 

*  Should  doom  thy  beauties  to  another's  bed !' 

6'(7.  *Tis  a  fad  thought ;   but   to  appeale  thy  doubts, 
Here,  in  the  aweful  fight  of  Heav'n,   1  vow 
No  pow'r  fliall  e'er  divide  me  from  thy  love, 
Ev'n  duty  fliall  not  foice  me  to  be  falfe. 
My  cruel'  flars  may  tear  thee  from  my  arms. 
But  never  from  my  heart;  *  and   vhen  the  maids 

*  Shall  yearlycome  with  garlands  of  frefli  flow'rs, 
'  To  mourn  with  pious  office  o'er  my  grave, 

'  They  fliall  fit  fadly  down,  and  weeping  tell 

'   How  well  I  lov'd,  hovv  much  I  lutrer'd  for  thee  ; 

*  And,  while  they  grieve  my  fate,  fliall  praife   my  con- 

'  fiancv.' 
Jx.  But   fee,  the  fultan  comes  ! — *  My  beating  heart 

*  Bounds  with  exulting  motion  ;  hope  and  fl-.lr 

*  Fight  with  alternate  conqueft  in  my  breath 

*  Oh!  can  I  ^ive  her  from  me?  Yield  her  up ? 

B  6  •  i^ow 
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*  Now  mourn,  thou  God  of  Love,  fince  Honour  triumphs, 

*  And  crowns  his  ci'uel  altars  with  thy  fpoils.* 

Entrr  Bajazet. 
B^y.  To  have  a  naufeous  courtefy  fnc'd  on  mr. 
Spite  of  my  will,  by  an  intuiting  foe  ! 
Ha  !   they  would  break  the  iiercenefs  of  my  temper, 
And  make  me  fupplc  for  their  flavifli  purpole. 
Curie  on  their  fawning  arts  I   '  From  Hcav'n  itfelf 

*  I  would  not,  on  fuch  terms,  receive  a  benefit, 

*  -But  fpurn  it  back  upon  the  giver's  liand.' 

A/.  My  lord  I   my  royal  father!     ]^Sel.  coma  for-j:ar(1^ 
Baj.  Ha  !  what  art  thou  ?  |  and  kneels  to  Baj  » 

What  heavenly  innocence!  that  in  a  form 
So  known,  fo  lov'd,  haft  left  thy  paradile. 
For joy'efs  piiibn,  for  this  place  of  woe  ! 
Art  thou  my  Selima  ? 

Sel.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Alas,  my  piety  is  then  in  vain! 
Your  Selima,  }our  daughter  whom  you  lov'd. 
The  fondling  once  of  her  dear  father's  arms, 
Is  come  to  claim  her  fliare  in  his  niisforiunes  ; 
'  To  wait  and  tend  him  with  obfequious  duty  ; 

*  To  fit  and  weep  for  every  care  he  feels  ;' 
To  help  to  wear  the  tedious  minutes  out, 
To  foften  bondage,  and  the  lois  of  empire. 

Baj.  Koiv,  by  our  prophet,  if  my  wounded  miad 
Could  know  a  thought  ®t  peace,  it  would  be  now : 
E'n  from  thy  prating  infancy  thou  wert 
Jv]y  joy,  my  little  angel :  fn)iling  comfort 
'Came  with  thee  ilill  to  glad  me.     Now  I'm  curs'd. 
Ev'n  in  thee  too.     Reproach  and  infon^y 
Attend  the  Chriliian  dog  t'  whom  thou  wert  trufted, 
'I'd.fee  thee  here — 'twere  better  fee  thee  dead  ! 

Jx.  Thus  1  amerlane,  to  royal  Bajazet, 
With  kingly  greeting,  lends:  fmce  with  the  brave 
(Tiie  bloody  bus'ncls  of  the  fight  once  ended) 
Stern  hate  and  oppolition  ought  to  ceafe  ; 
Thy  queen  already  to  thy  arms  reftor'd, 
Receive  this  fecond  gift,   thy  beauteous  daughter;. 
And  if  there  be  aught  fartlier  in  thy  wiQi, 
L'Ciriand  with  honoiu",  and  obtain  it  freely. 

i?<7/'.  Bear  back  the  fulfome  greeting  to  thy  mafler ; 
Tell  him,  HI  none  on't,     Had  he  been  a  God, 

AJl 
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All  his  omnipotence  could  not  reftore 

My  fame  diminifti'd,  lois   of  faded  honour^ 

The  radiancy  of  majelty  eclips'd: 

For  aught  befides,  it  is  not  worth  my  care  ; 

The  giver  and  his  gifts  are  both  beneath  nis. 

^x.  Enough  of  war  the  wounded  earch  lu::  known  j 

*  Weary  at  length,  and  wafted  with  deiiruct  on, 
'  Sadly  flic  rears  her  ruin'd  head,  to  (hew 

'  Her  cities  humbled,  and  her  countries  Ipoil'd^ 

*  And  to  her  mighty  mailers  fues  for  peace.* 
Oh,  fultan  i  by  the  pnw'r  divine  I  fwear, 
With  joy  I  would  refign  the  favage  trophies 
In  blood  and  battle  gain'd,   could  I  atone 
The  fat^l  breach  'twixt  thee  and  Tamerlane  ;- 
And  think  a  foldier's  glory  well  bellow'd 

To  buy  mankind  a  peace. 

Bai    And  what  art  thou, 
That  doft  prefume  to  mediate  'cwixt  the  rage 
Of  angry  kings  ? 

u'ix.  A  prince,  born  of  the  nobleil, 
And  of  a  loul  that  anlwers  to  that  bn-th. 
That  dares  not  but  do  well.     Thou  doft  put  oit 
A  forc'd  forgetfulnefs,  thus  not  to  know  me, 
A  gueft  fo  lately  to  thy  eourt,  then  meeting 
On  gentler  terms. 

SeJ.  Could  aught  efface  the  merit 
Of  brave  Axallas  name,,  yet  v\ hen  your  daughter 
Shall  tell  how  well,  how  nobly  llie  was  us'd. 
How  light  this  gallant  prince  made  all  her  bondage. 
Moil  hire  the  royal  Bajazet  ^vill  own 
That  honour  Itmds  indebted  to  fuch  goodnefs. 
Nor  can  a  monarch's  fricnddiip  more  than  pay  if". 

Baj.    Ha  !  know'il  thou  that,  foad  girl  ? — Go — 'tis 
not  well ; 
And  whea  thou  could'll  defcend  to  take  a  benefit 
Fron^i  a  vile  ChriC;ian,  and  thy  father's  foe, 
Thou  didfl  an  aft  dilhoneft  to  rhy  race  : 
Henceforth,  unlefs  thou  m.ean'Il  to  cancel  all 
My  fliare  in  thee,  and  write  thyfelf  a  baitard, 
Die,  ftarve,  know  any  evil,  any  pain, 
Rather  than  talte  a  m^rcy  from  thefe  dogs. 

/S'eL  Alas,   Axalla  i 

^x.  Weep  not,  lovely  inaid.! 

I  fwear^ 
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1  fwear,  *  one  pearly  drop  from  thole  fair  cyts 

*  Would  ovcr-p:iy  the  fervice  of  my  life  !" 
One  figh  from  thfc  has  made  a  large  amends 
For  all  thy  angry  father's  frowns  and  ficrcencfs. 

Bit/.  Oh,  my  curs'd  fortune  ! — Am  I  fall'n  thus  low!' 
Diflionoiir'd  to  my  face  !  Thou  earth-born  thing  ! 
Thou  clod  !  how  halt  thou  dar'd  to  lift  thy  eyes 
Up  to  the  facred  race  of  mighty  Ottoman, 
Whom  kings,  whom  e'en  our  prophet's  holy  offspring,. 
At  dillance  have  beheld  ?  And  what  art  thou  ? 
What  glorious  titles  blazon  out  thv  birth  ? 
Ihou  vile  oblcurity  !   ha  I — fay — thou  bafe  one. 

yix.  Thus  challeng'd,  Virtue,  modelt  as  (lie  is. 
Stands  \ip  to  do  herielf  a  common  juliice  ; 
To  anfwcr,  and  aflert  that  in-born  merit, 
That  worth,  which  confcious  to  herfclf  Ihe  feels. 
Were  honour  to  be  fcann'd  by  long  dcfcent 
From  anceltors  iliu'.lrious,   I  could  vaunt 
A  lineage  of  the  greateft,  and  recount 
Among  my  fathers  names  of  antient  ftory, 
Heroes  and  god-like  patriots,  who  fubdu'd 
'I'he  world  by  arms  and  virtue,  and,  being  Romans, 
Scorn'd  to  be  kings  ;   but  that  be  their  own  praife  : 
Nor  will  1  borrow'merir  from  the  dead, 
i\lyfelf  an  luidelerver.     I  could  pro\-e 
My  fiiendlhip  fuch  as  thou  migiu'it  deign  t'  accept 
With  honour,  when  it  comes  with  friendly  oiHce, 
To  render  back  thy  crown  and   former  greatnefs  ; 

*  And  yet  e'en  this,   e'en  all  is  poor,  when  Selima, 

*  With  matchlefs  worth,  weighs  down  the  adverfe  fcale,' 
Bqj.  To  give  me  back  what  yellcrday  took  from  me, 

Woud  be  to  give  like  Heaven,  when,   having  finifli'd 
This  world  (the  goodly  work  of  his  creation), 
Hj  bid  his  favourite  man  be  lord  of  all. 

But  this 

J.V.  Nor  is  this  gift  beyond  my  pow'r. 
Oft  has  the  mighty  malter  cf  my  arms 
Urg'dme.  with  large  ambition,   to  den^apd 
Crowns  and  dominioi'S  fro  n  his  bounteous  pow'r; 
'Tis  true,  1  wav'd  the  protler,   and  have  held  it 
The  worthier  choice  to  v>-ait  upon  his  virtue's. 
To  be  the  friend  ap.d  partner  of  his  wars. 
Than  to  be  Aha's  lord.    Nor  wonder  then. 

If 
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If  in  the  confidence  of  fuch  a  fricndflup, 
I  promife  boldly,  for  the  royal  giver. 
Thy  crown  and  empire. 

Baj.  For  oiir  d.^ugliier  thus 
^Mtan'lt  thou  to  barter  r  Ha!   I  tell  thee,  Chrillian, 
There  is  but  one,  one  dowry  thou  canft  give, 
And  I  can  afk,  worthy  my  daughter's  love. 

^x.  Oh!  name  the  mighty  ranfom ;  tafkmypovvVj 
Let  there  be  danger,  difficulty,  death, 
T'  enhance  the  price. 

Baj.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 
Bring  me  the  Tartar's  head. 

^a:.  Ha  ! 

Baj.  Tamerlane's ! 
That  death,  that  deadly  poifon  to  my  glory, 

^x.  Prodigious  !  Horrid  ! 

i>el.  Loll !  for  ever  loll ! 

Btij.  And  could'it  thou  hope  tobribe  mevvithaughtelfc? 
With  a  vile  peace  patch'd  up  on  ilavifli  terms  ? 

With  tributary  kingfliip?. No  I To  merit 

A  recompence  from  me,  fate  my  revenge. 

The  Tartar  is  my  bane,  I  cannot  bear  him  : 

One  heav'n  and  earth  can  never  hold  us  both  ; 

Still  fliall  vve  hate,  and  with  defiance  deadly 

Keep  rage  alive,  till  one  be  lolt  for  ever  : 

As  if  two  funs  fliould  meet  in  the  meridian. 

And  ilrive  in  fiery  combat  for  the  palTage. 

Weep'lf  thou,  fond  girl  r  Now,  as  thy  king  and  father, 

I  charge  thee,  drive  this  flave  from  thy  remembrance ! 

Hate  (hall  be  pious  in  thee.     *  Come  and  join 

To  curfe  thy  father's  foes.       *  [^'I^'^i"  ^■"•'IJ  on  her  hand, 

'  8el.  Undone  for  ever  ! 

*  Now,  tyrant  duty,  art  thou  yet  obeyed  ? 

*  There  is  no  more  to  give  thee.     Oh,  Axalla  !' 

Bajazet  leaas  out  Selima,  jhe  looking  back  on  Axalla, 
*  Jx.  'Tis  what  I  fear'd  ;   fool    that  I  was  t'  obey  ! 

*  The  coward  Love,  tliat  could  not  bear  her  frown, 
'  Has  wrought  his  own  undoing.  Perhaps  e'en  now 
'  The  tyrant's  rage  prevails  upon  her  fears : 

'  Fiercely  he  llorms ;  flie  weeps,  and  fighs,  and  trembles, 

*  But  fwearj.  at  length  to  think  on  riie  no  more. 

'  He  bade  me  take  her. — But,   Oh,  gracious  honour! 

*  Upoa  what  terms .'  My  foul  yet  fliudders  at  it, 

'  And 
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And  Hnr.ds  but  half  recovcr'd  of  her  fright. 

The  head  of  Tamerlane  !  monftrous  iir.picty! 

Bleed,  bleed  to  death,  my  heart,  be  virtue's  martyr. 

Oh,   emperor!   I  own,   I  ought  to  give  thee 

home  noliler  mark,  than  d^  ing,    of  my  faith. 

Then  let  the  pains  I  feci  my  friendfliip  prove, 

'J  IS  eaficr  far  to  die,  than  ccale  to  love'  [E^di  Axalla» 

SCENE,    Tamerlane's  cam/<. 

*  Enter  Jcvcrally  Monefcs,  <jrK<^  Prince  f/"Tanais. 

*  Man.  If  I  not  prefs  untimely  on  his  leifure, 

*  You  would  much  bind  a  ft  ranger  to  your  fervicc, 

*  To  give  me  rr.eans  of  ai:dience  from  the  emperor. 

'   f  r.  ?.loft  willingly  j    tho'  for  the  prefent  moment 

*  We  muft  intreat  your  llay;  he  hoids  liim  priiate. 

*  Mn    His  council,  I  prefume  ? 

*  Pr.  No,  the  afl'air 

*  Is  not  of  earth,  but  Heaven — A  holy  man, 

*  (One  whom  our  propiict's  law  calls  luch)  a  dcrvife, 

*  JKecps  liim  in  conference. 

'    'Mon.  Hours  of  religion, 

*  Efpecially  of  prince?,  claim  a  reverence, 

*  Nor  u  ill  be  interrupted. 

'  Pr.  \\  hat  his  bus'r.e'S 

*  Imports  we  know  not  ;  but  uith  carneft  fuir, 

*  This  morn,  he  begg'd  admittance.     Our  great  mafter 

*  (Than  whom  none  bows  more  lowly  to  high  Heav'n) 

*  In  reverend  regard  holds  all. that  bear 

*  Relation  to  religion,  and,  on  notice 

*  Of  his  recj^uelt,  receiv'd  him  on  the  iiiftant. 

*  Mmi.  We  will  attend  his  pleaftirc.  \_Exeunt.'' 

E'lter  Tamerlane  ar:d  a  Dervife. 

Tarn.  Thou  bring'lT  me  thv  credentials  from  theHighe.1, 
From  Aliia  and  our  Prophet.     Speak  thy  meflhge, 
It  mull  iniport  the  beft  and  nobleft  ends. 

Der.  Thus  fpeaks  our  holy  Mahomet,  who  has  giv'n 
To  reign  and  conquer  :   111  do  ft  thou  repay  [thee 

The  bounties  of  his  hand,   unmindful  of 
The  fountnin  whence  thy  llreams  of  ^reatnefs  flow, 
'Jhou  hall  forg.>t  high  Meav'n,  haft  beaten  down 
And  trampled  on  religion's  janftity. 
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Tam.  Now,  as  I'm  a  loldier  and   a  king, 
(The  grearelt  n.imes  of  honour)  do  but  make 
Thy  imputation  out,  and  Tamerlaue 
Shall  do  thee  ample  jnllice  on  himlelf. 
So  much  the  facicd  name  of  Heaven  awes  me, 
Could  1  fulpedi  my  foul  of  harbouring  aught 
To  its  didiunour,  I  would  learch  it  ftrictly. 
And  drive  th'  ortending  thought  with   fury  forth. 

Der.  Yes,  thou  halt  hurt  our  holy  prophet's  honour, 
By  foftering  the  pernicious  Chrilnan  led; 
Thofe,   whom  his  fword  purfu'd  with  fell  deftruition. 
Thou  tak'ft  into  thy  boiom,   to  thy  councji*; 
1  hey  ai-e  thy  only  friends.     The  true  believers 
Mourn  to  behold  thee  favour  this  Axa  ia. 

Tarn.  I  f^ar  me,  thou  out-go'll  the  prophet's  order. 
And  bring'if  his   venerable  name  to  flielter 
A  rudeneis  ill -becoming  thee  to  ule, 
Or  nie  to  futfer.     When  thou  namli:  mv  friend, 
Thou  nam'it  a  man  beyond  a  monk's  difcerning, 
Virtuous  and  great,  a  warrior  and  a  prince. 

Der.  He  is  a  Chriftian  ;   there  our  law  condemns  him, 
Altho'  he  were  ev'n  all  thou  fpeak'i},   and  more. 

Tarn.  'Tis  falfe;  no  law  divine  condemns  the  virtuoiiSj 
For  differing  from  the  rules  your  f:hools  devife. 
Look  round,  how  Providence  bellows  alike 
Sunfhine  and  rain,  to  blefs  the  fruirful  \ear. 
On  different  nations,  all  of  different  faiths  ; 
And  itho'  by  ieveral  names  and  titles  worfliip'd) 
Heav'n  takes  the  various  tnbu'e  of  their  praiie; 
Since  all  agree  to  own,  at  ieail  to  mean, 
One  belt,  one  greatefl,  only  Lord  of  ail  : 

•  Thus  when  he  vievv'd  the  many  forms  of  nature, 

*  He  found  that  all  was  good,  and  b  ell  the  fair  variety.* 
Der.  Mofc  impious  and  profane! Nay,  frown  not. 

Full  of  the  prophet,  I  delpife  the  daager  [prince; 

I'hy  angrv  power  may  threaten.     I  command  thee 
To  hear  and  to  obey  ;   fmce  thus  fays  Mahomet : 
Why  ha'. e  I  made  thee  dieadful  to  the  nations? 
Why  hdve  I  giv'n  thee  conqueif  ;  but  to  Ipread 
JVIy  laored  law  ev'n  to  the  utmoft  earth, 
And  make  my  holy  Mecca  the  world's  worfliip  ? 
Go  on,  and  whereibe'er  thy  arms  fliall  profper, 
Plant  there  the  prophet's  name;   with  fword  and  fire 

Dri«e 
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Drive  o\it  all  other  faiths,  and  let  the  world 
Confi.fs  him  on'y. 

7a«.  I-'ad  he  but  commancicd 
Jly  fword  to  conquer  all,  to  make  the  :vnrld 
Know  but  one  lord,  tlie  talk  were  not  fo  hard;; 
'Twere  but  to  do  what  h:is  bi  en  done  already; 
And  Philip's  Ion,   and  C\>  Trr  did  as  much  ; 
But  to  '.uhdue  th'  unconquerab'e  mind, 
.  To  makt  (^ne  reafon  have  the  fame  effeft 
Upon  all  ipprehenlioiiS  ;   to  I<):c    this 
Or  this  man  jull:  to  think  as  thou  and  I  do; 
Impoffible  !   unlf^fs  fouls  were  alike 
In  all,   which  differ  now  liVe  hun.an  faces. 

Dr.  Well  Hiighr  the  holy  caufe  be  carried  on,. 
If  Mufielmtn  did  not  rnake  wi-.r  on  MufTelmen. 
Why  hold'ft  thou  captive  a  bef'eving  monarch? 
Now,  as   thou  hon'ft  '^o    fcape  the  prophet's  curfe, 
Releafe  the  royal  Baj  zet,   and  join, 
With  forrt;  united,   to  dcftroy  the  Chriftians. 

T/n.  '  I  is  vveP.  —  I've  found  the  caule  that  mov'd  thy- 
What  fliailow  politician  [at  thee  on,  [zeal,- 

In  hopes  to  fright  ine  this  w,jy  to  compliance? 

Dii:  Our  jnophet  only 

Tam.  No  —  thou  doft  belie  him. 
Thou  ii'.aker  of  new  faiths!   thu  dar'fl:  to  build 
Thy  fond  inventiofis  on  religion's. name. 
Religioii  s  hi'ire  is,  by  native  innocence, 
Divineiv  pure,  and  fmipte  from  all  arts  ; 
You  daub  and  drefs  her  like  a  common  miftrefs. 
The  harlot  of  your  fancies  ;  and  by  adding 
Falfe  beauties,  which  flie  wants  not,   make  the  world 
Sufpe.'-t  her  angel's  face  is  foul  beneath. 
And  wo  not  bear  all  lights     Hence  !  I  have  found  thee. 

Di-r.  I  have  but  one  rcfort.  Now  aid  me,  prophet  ![/7/?f/t'. 
Yet  1  have  fomewhat  farther  to  unfold  ; 
Our  prophet  fpeaks  to  thee  in  thunder — *  thus 

[  "   T/.>e   Derv'i'e    ^raus  a  cceeeartl  dagger ^  and  q^'ers   to 
Jlab  Tamerlane. 

Tarn,  No,  villain,    Heav'n   is  watchful  o'er  its  wor- 
Ihipcrs,  \lVrtJlin:^   the  c'e^ciitr  firm  him. 

And  blafts  the  murderer's  purpole.  Think,  thou  wretch  V 
Think  on  the  pains  that  wait  thy  crime,  aud  tremble 
When  1  (liall  doom  thee 

Dsr* 
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Der.  'Tis  but  death  at  lafl: ; 
And  I  will  lutfer  greatly  for  the  caiife 
That  urg'd  me  firft  to  the  bold  deed. 

Tarn.   Oh,   impioiis! 
Enthufiafm   thus  makes  villains  marlyrs. 
\Pc!u/in■^.^  It  fliall  be  lb —  l"o  die  !  'twere  a  reward- 
Now  learn  the  difference 'twixt  thy  faith  and  mine : 
Thine  bid's  thee  lift  thy  dagger  to  my  throat ; 
Mine  can  forgive  the  wrong,  and  bid  thee  live. 
Keep  thy  own  wicked  fecret,  and  be  iafej 
If  thou  repent'll,  I  have  gain'd  one  to  virtue, 
And  am,  in  that,  rev/arded  for  my  mercy ; 
li  thou  continu'il;  ftill  to  be  the  fame, 
Tis  punifliment  enough  to  be  a  villain. 
Hence  !  from  my  light — It  fliocks  my  foul  to  think 
That  there  is  fuch  a  moniter  in  my  kind.  [_Exit  Dervifc» 
Whither  will  inan's  impiety  extend? 
Oh,  gracious  Heav'n !  doft  thou  v/ithhold  thy  thunder. 
When  bold  aflaiTins  take  thy  name  upon  'em, 
And  fwear  they  are  the  champions  of  thy  cauie  ? 
Efittr  IJoneles. 

Mun.  Oh,  Emperor!  before  whofe  awful  throne 
Th'  affiifted  never  kneel  in  vain  for  juftice,        J  Kneeling 
Undoiie,   and  ruin'd,   blalted  in  my  hopes,       "[/<;Tam. 
Here  let  me  fall  before  your  iacred  feet. 
And  groan  out  my  misfortunes,  till  j-our  pity, 
(The  iaft  lupport  and  refuge  that  is  left  me) 
Siiail  raife  n.e  from  the  ground,  and  bid  me  live. 

Tarn.   Rife,  prince  ;    nor  let  me  reckon  up  thy  worth. 
And  tell  how  boldiy  that  might  bid  thee  alk, 
Leil:  I  Ihould  make  a  merit  of  my  jtirtice, 
The  common  debt  I  owe  to  thee,  to  all, 
Kv'n  to  the  meaneft  of  mankind,  the  charter 
By  which  I  claim  my  crown,  and  Heav'n's  protection. 
Speak,  then,  as  to  a  king,   the  facred  name 
Where  pow'r  is  lodg'd,  for  righteous  ends  alone. 

Man.  One  only  joy,  one  bleffing,   my  fond  heart 
Had  fix'd  its  wilhes  on,   and  that  is  loll  ; 
That  fifter,  for  whofe  lafety  my  fad  foul 
Endur'd  a  thoufand  fears- 

Tarn.  I  well  remember, 
When,  ere  the  battle  join'd,  I  faw  thee  firf^, 
With  grief  uncommon  to  a  brother's  love, 

Tho\i 
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'1  hoii  told'rt  a  moving  tale  of  her  misfortunes. 

Such  as  bcipenk  my  pify.     Is  tlicre  aught 

'1  hou  canft  demand  Irom  fiicndfliipr  AH^,  md  have  it. 

Mon.  Firft,  Oh  I   let    me  iiitreat  your  >».>yal  gooihitfs  : 
Forj^ive  the  folly  of  a  lover's  caution, 
That  forg'u  a  tale  of  tolly  to  deceive  you. 
S:iid  I,  file  was  iny  filki  ? — Oh  !   'tis'  falfe  ; 
She.  holds  a  dea:  cr  inteiert  in  my  foul, 

*  buch  as  tlie  clofell  tics  of  blood  ne'er  knew  ; 

*  An  intereil,  fiich  as  jwwer,  wealth,   and  honour, 

*  C;in't  buy,  but  love,  love  only,  can  bellow  i' 
She  was  the  mittrefs  of  my  vows,  my  biide. 
By  coiitra:t  nunc  ,  and  Jong  ere  this  the  pricil 
Had  ty'd  the  knot  for  ever,  had  not  Bajazet 

*Tam.  Ha  !    Bajazet  I — If  yet  his  pow'r  withholds 
The  caijfe  of  ali  thy  forrows,  all  thy  fears, 
E'en  gratitude  for  once  rtiall  gain  upon  him, 
Spite  of  his  favage  temper,   to  reftorc  her. 
This  morn  a  foldier  brought  a  captive  beauty, 
.S;id  tho'  flie  ieem'd,  yet  of  a  form  more  rare, 
Bv  much  the  nobler  Ipoil  of  all  the  field ; 
E'en  Scipio,  or  a  victor  yet  molt  cold, 
iVIight  have  forgot  his  virtue  at  her  fight. 
Struck  with  a  pleafmg  uouder,  1  belieid  her, 
Till,  by  a  ilave  that  waited  near  her  peilon, 
I  Icarn'd  (lie  was  the  captive  fultan's  uifc  : 
Siiait  I  forbade  my  eyes  the  dangerous  joy 
Of  gazing  iong,  and  lent  her  to  her  loid. 

Mo>!.  'i  here  was  Moneles  loll,     'loo  fure  my  heart 
(From  the  fu  1 1  mention  of  her  wond'rous  charms) 
Prelag'd  it  couid  be  only  niy  Arpalia. 

Tarn.   Arpalia  !  did'll  thou  fay  i 

Mon.  Yes,  my  Arpafia. 

"Tarn.  Sine  1  miftake,  or  I  fain  would  miflake  thee  ; 
I  nam'd  tie  queen  of  Bajazet  ;   his  wife. 

Mn.  Hi?  queen  I   his  wife!  fie  brings  that  holy  title 
To  varnifii  o'er  the  monlirous  wrongs  lie  has  done  n;e. 

T/?;w.Alas!   I  fear  me,  prince,  thy  gricts  are  juli ; 
Thou  art    uidecd,  unhappy-    .     ■  ■ 

Mon.  Can  you  jiity  me, 
And  not  rediels .''  'Oh,  royal  Tamerlane  !      [*K>atii/i£. 
1  hot!  fuccour  of  the  wretched,  reach  thy  mercy 
To  iave  me  fioai  the  grave,  and  fiom  oblivion ; 

Be 
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Be  gracious  to  the  hopes  that  wait  my  youth. 
'  oil  !  let  not  forrow  blaft  me,  left  I  wither, 
«   And  tali  in  vile  dillionour.'     Let  thy  jultlce 
Reirore  me  my  Arpalla  ;    give  her  back, 
'Back  to  my  willies,  to  my  tranfports  give  her, 
To  my  fond,  reftlefs,  bleeding,   dying  bofom. 
Oh!   give  her  to  me  yet,  while  I  have  lite 
To  bleis  thee  for  the 'bounty.     Oh,   Arpafia! 

Tam.  Unhappy,   royal  youth,  why  doll  thou  alk 
What  honour  mull  dtny  ?  H'a  !   is  flie  not 
His  Wife,  v.hom  he  has  wedded,  whom  enjoy'd  ? 
Andwould'ft  tho\i  have  my  partial  frier.dfnip  break 
That  holy  knot,  which  ty'd  once,  all  mankind 
Agree  to  hold  lacred  and  undiiTolvable  ? 
The  brutal  violence  would  llain  m.  juftice, 
And  brand  me  with  a  tyrant's  hated  name 
To  late  poller ity. 

iMon.  Are  then  the  vows. 
The  holy  vows  v.-e  regiller'd  in  Heav'n, 
But  comnion  air  ? 

7"rt'«.  Ct)uld  thy  fond  love  forget 

The  violation  of  a  firil  emjoyment  ? 

B\it  ibrrovv  has  difturb'd  and  hurt  thy  mmd. 

Man.  Ferhnps  it  has,  and  like  an  idle  madman. 
That  wanders  with  a  tram  of  hooting  boys, 
I  do  a  rhouiand  things  to  fhame  my  region. 
Then  let  me  fly,  and  bear  my  f'jllies  with  me. 
Far,  far  from  the  woild's  light.     Honour  and  fame. 
Arms  and  the  glorious  w  sr  fiiall  be  forgotten  ; 
Ko  noble  found  of  greatnel's,  -or  ambition, 
Sh;iU  weak  my  drovvfv  foul  from  her  dead  ileep, 
Till  the  laft  trump  do  fummon. 

Tarn.  Let  thy  virtue 
Stand  up  and  anfwer  to  thefe  warring  paffions. 
That  vex  thy  manly  temper.     From  the  moment 
When  full  I  fa w  thee,  fomething  wond'rous  roble 
Shone  thro'  thy  form,   and  won  my  friendiljp  for  thee, 
Witho  :r  tiie  tedious  form  of  long  acquaintance j 
Nor  wjl  1  lofe  thee-poorlv  tor  a  woman. 
Come,  (iioop  no  more,  rhou  (lialt  with  me  furfue 
Triie  LMCiittjefs,  till  we  rile  to  immnrtaiuy. 
Thou  il;air  forget  theie  leiTer  cares,   Monties  ; 
Thou  Ihalf,  and  aelp  me  to  reform  the  work', 

7  lifof!. 


46  T    A    IVI    E    R    L    A    N    E. 

MoH,  *  So  the  good  Genius  warns  his  mortal  charg* 

*  To  fly  the  evil  late  that  ilill  puriues  him, 

*  Till  it  have  wroutjht  his  ruin.'     Sacred  ramerlanc. 
Thy  words  arc  as  the  breatii  of  angels  to  me. 

But,  oh  I  too  deep  the  wounding  gnef  is  fix'd, 
For  any  hand  to  heal. 

Tarn.  This  dull  defpair, 
Is  the  foul's  hzinels.     Roufe  to  the  combat, 
And  thou  art  fure   to  conquer.     ^Var  (hall  reOore  thcC  ^ 
The  found  of  anus  fliall  wake  thy  martial  ardour, 
And  cure  this  amorous  ficknels  of  thy  loul, 

*  Begun  by  lloth.  and  nurs'd  by  too  much  eafe. 

*  The  idle  God  of  Love  fupinely  dreams, 

*  Amidft  inglorious  fhades  and  purling  llreams* 

*  In  rofy  fetters  and  fantallic  chain?, 

*  He  binds  deluded  maids  and  fimple  fwains  ; 

*  With  fofc  enjoyments  wooes  them  to  forget 

*  The  hardy  toils  and  labours  o£,the  great. 

*  But  if  the  warlike  trumpet's  loud  alarms 

*  To  virtuous  a6ts  excite,  and  manly  arms, 

*  The  coward  boy  avows  his  abjeft  fear, 

*  On  filken  wings  lublime  he  cuts  the  air, 

*  Scar'd  at  the  noble  noife  and  thunder  of  the  war. 

*   "  The  boy,  fond  Lovc^ 
*»    Is  nuiid  and  krcd  injlolh^  and  too  much  eafe  ; 
*'    "Near  purling  fir  earns  ^   in  gloomy  fljades,  be   iicSf 
**   And  locfdy  there ^   itijhuSli  his  'volarieSj 
*'  Honour  and  aBi've   •oirtue  to  defpfe  ; 
*'   But  if  the  trumpets  echo  from  afar^ 
*'   On  fdken  ivings  Jublimc  fje  cuts  the  air, 
•'  i)<ard  at  the  uoifc  and  clangor  of  the  ivar,** 

[ExeuHf. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE,    Bajazet's  itnt. 

Enter  Haly  and  the   Dervife. 
jF/«/r.np O 'fcape  with  life  from  an  attempt  like  thi?, 
X     Demands  my  wonder  juftly. 
Der.  True,  it  may  ; 
But  'tis  a  principle  of  his  new  faith; 
*Tis  what  his  Chriftian  favourites  have  infpir'd. 

•  The  lines  in  italics  are  now  fpoken  at  the  Theatrc;  IfcHead  of 
«k»te  WtwccA  finde  cumoaat. 
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'Who  fondly  make  a  merit  of  forgivenefs. 
And  give  their  foes  a  iecond  opportunity. 
If  the  firll  blow  fliould  mils. — Failing  to  ferv* 
The  fultan  to  my  wifli,  and  e'en  delpairing 
Of  further  means  t'  eiFe6t  his  liberty, 
A  hicky  accident  retriev'd  my  hopes. 

Ha.  The  prophet  and  our  mafter  will  reward 
Thy  zeal  in  their  behalf;  but  fpeak  thy  purpofe. 

Der.  Juftent'ring  here  I  met  the  Tartar  general, 
Fierce  Omar. 

Ha,  He  commands,   if  I  miftake  not, 
This  quarter  of  the  army,  and  our  guards. 

Der.  The  fame.     By  his  ftern  afpett,   and  the  fires 
That  kindled  in  his  eyes,   I  guefs'd  the  tumult 
Some  wrong  had  rais'd  in  his  tempeftuous  foul  ; 
A  friendihip  of  old  date  had  giv'a  me  privilege 
To  afk  of  ills  concerns.     In  fliort,  I  learn'd. 
That  burning  for  the  fultan's  beauteous  daughter^; 
He  had  begg'd  her,  as  a  captive  of  the  war. 
From  Tamerlane  ;  but  meeting  with  denial 
Of  what  he  thought  his  lervices  might  claim, 
Loudly  he  rtorms,  and  curfes  the  Italian, 
As  caule  of  this  affront.     I  joiii'd  his  rage, 
And  added  to  his  injuries  the  wrongs 
Our  prophet  daily  meets  with  from  Axalla. 
But  lee,  he  comes.     Improve  what  I  fliall  tell. 
And  all  we  wifli  is  ours.  \They  feetn  to  talk  tcgtthtr  a^tk* 
Enter  Omar. 

Om.  No if  I  forgive  it, 

Diflionour  blaft  my  name  !   Was  it  for  this 
That  I  directed  his  firft  Heps  to  greatnefs, 
Taught  him  to  climb,  and  made   him  what  he  is  ? 

*  When  our  great  Cam  fiift  bent  his  eyes  towards  hins^ 

*  (Then  petty  prince  of  Parthia'i  and  by  me 

*  Perfuaded,  rais'd  him  to  his  daughter's  bed, 

*  Caird  him  his  fon,  and  fucceffor  of  empire;* 
Was  it  for  this,   that  like  a  rock  I-ilood 

And  ftemm'd  a  torrent  of  our  Tartar  lords, 
Who  fcorn'd  his  upftart  fwav  '   When  Calibes, 
In  bold  rebellion,  drew  e'en  half  the  provinces 
To  his  own  caufe,   I,  like  his  better  angel. 
Stood  by  his  fliaking  throne,  and  fix'd  it  fait  j 
And  am  1  now  fo  loft  to  his  remembrance, 

Tfeat, 
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That,  when  I  aJk  a  captive,  he  fliall  ttll  ine, 
Slic  is  Aa.'.IIu's  nglu,   his  CorilHnn  luimon  ? 

Dcr.  Allow  rac,  valiant  Oinar,  to  demand. 
Since  injur'd  thus,   wliy  right  vow  not  yoiulelt  ? 
The  prize  you  aik  is  in  your  power. 

Om.  it  is. 
And  I  will  iirize  it,  in  defpite  of  Tamerlane 
And  ihat  Italian  do^. 

Hu-  What  need  of  force, 
When  every  thing  concurs  to  meet  your  wiHies  ? 
Our  mighty  mafter  would  not  wifli  a  ion 
Nobler  than  Omar.     From  a  father's  hand 
Receive  that  daughter,    which  ungrateful  Tamerlane 
Has  to  your  worth  deny'd. 

Or?i.  Now  by  my  arms, 
Jt  will  be  great  levenge.     What  will  your  fultan 
Give  to  the  man  that  Hiall  relh^re  his  iibertv. 
His  cro^n,  and  give  him  pow'r  to  wreak  his  hatred 
Upon  his  great eil  foe  i* 

Ha.  All  he  can  afk, 
And  far  beyond  his  wifli— — —  [Trumpets* 

Om.  Thefe  trumpets  fpe.ik 
The  emperor's  approach  ;    lie  comes  once  more 
To  offer  terms  ot  peace.     Retire  witiun. 
I  will  no  farther — he  grows  deadly  to  me; 
A 'id  curie  me,  propher,  if  I  not  repav 
His  hate,  with  retribution  full  as  moiral.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  thaivs^  ana  d-jltt'ers  Arpaiia  ly'-'ig  on  a  cputh, 
SON     G. 

To  thee,  Oh,  gentle  fleep,  alone 

Is  owing  all  our  peace  ; 
Ey  thee  our  joys  are  heighten'd  fliown, 

By  thee  our  iorrows  ceafe. 
1  he  nymph,  whofe  hand,  by  fraud  or  force, 

Some  tyrant  h;is  poflHs'd, 
By   thee,  obtaining  a  dK'orce, 

I[i  her  own  choice  is  blefs'd. 
Ch,  ftay  !   Arjjafia  bids   thee  itay ; 

Th'.;  ladly  wccp-ng  fair 
C'lijurcs  thee,  noi  co  lole  in  d.iy 

The  objedt  of  her  care. 

To 
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To  gralp  uhole  pleafing  form  flie  ibughr, 

That  motion  chas'd  her  lleep ; 
Thus  by  ourielves  are  oft'nelt  wrought 

I'he  grief's  for  which  we  weep. 

Arf.  Oh,  death  I  thou  gentle  ehd  of  human  forrowrs, 
Still  nauil:  my  weary  eye-lids  vainly  wake, 
In  tedious  cxpeftation  of  thy  peace  ? 
Why  lland  thy  thoufand  thouiand   doors  llill  open. 
To  take  tJie  wretched  in,  if  Hern  religion 
tjuards  every  paillige,  and  forbids  my  entrance?— 
Lucrece  could  bleed,  and  Portia  fvvallow  fire, 
When  urg'd  with  griefs  beyond  a  mortal  fufferaace; 
But  here  "it  mull  not  be.     Think  then,  Arpalia, 
'i  hink  on  the  facred  dictates  of  thy  faith, 
And  let  that  arm  thy  virtue,  to  perform 
What  Cato's  daughter  durft  not — Live,  Arpafia, 
And  dare  to  be  unhappy. 

Enter  Tamerlane. 

Tatn.  When  fortune  fmiles  upon  the  foldier's  arms, 
And  adds  e'en  beauty  to  adorn  his  conqueft, 
Yet  fhe  ordains,  the  fair  fliould  know  no  fears, 

*  No  forrows  to  pollute  their  lovely  eyes, 

'  But  fkould  be  us'd  e'en  nobly,  as  herfelf, 

*  The  qween  and  goddels  of  the  warrior's  vows.* 
Such  welcome  as  a  camp  can  give,  fair  Sultanefs, 
V/e  hope  you  have  receiv'd  j  it  fliall  be  larger, 
And  better  as  it  may. 

Arp.  Since  I  have  borne 
That  milerable  mark  of  fatal  greatnefs, 
I  have  forgot  all  diflerence  of  conditions  ; 
Scepters  and  fetters  are  grown  equal  to  me, 
And  the  beft  change  my  fate  can  bring  is  death. 

Tarn.  '  When  forrow  dwells  in  fuch  an  angel  form, 

*  Well  may  we  guefs  that  thofe  above  are  mourners  j 

*  Virtue  is  wrong'd,  and  bleeding  innocence 

*  Sufi'ers  fome  wond'rous  violation  here, 

*  To  make  the  faints  look  fad.'     Oh!  teach  my  power 
To  cure  thole  ills  which  )  ou  unjuflly  fuffer, 

Lell:  Heav'n  Ihould  wreft  it  from  my  idle  hand, 
If  I  look  on,  and  lee  you  weep  in  va  n. 

Arp,  Not  that  n  y  loul  diidains  ttie  genero:!s  aid 
Tiiy  ro}ai  guodiieis  piofiers;  but,  Oii,  gnipeio^  \ 

C  It 
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It  is  not  in  my  fate  to  be  made  hoppy ; 

]\«r  will  I  liilcn  to  tlit.  coz'ntr,   tope, 

But  iTanci  relolv'd  to  bear  ihe  beating  rtoim 

That  roars  aroun^  me ;   lafe  in  this  alone, 

That  1  am  not  immortal. —  1  ho*  'tis  hard, 

'Tis  W'lid'roiis  hard,  when  1  remember  thee 

(Dear  native  i.rcece!),  and  yoii,  ye  weeping  maids, 

That  were  companions  of  my  virgin  youth  ! 

iM}-  noble  parents  I   Oh,  the  grief  oi"  heart, 

The  pangs,   that,   for  unhappy  me,  bring  down 

Their  reverend  ages  to  the  grave  with  iorrow  I 

And  yet  there  is  a  woe  iurpalling  all  : 

Ye  iainrs  and  angels,  give  me  of  your  conftancy. 

If  you  expert  1  Ihall  endure  it  long 

■1am.  Why  is  my  pity  aK  that  I  can  give 

To  tears  like  yours  ?   And  yet  I  fear  'tis  all ; 

Kor  dare  1  alk  what  mighty  lofs  you  mourn, 

Left  honour  fliould  forbid  to  give  it  back. 

Arp.  No,  Tanicrlane.   nor  did  I  n^ean  thou  fliould'il. 

But  know  (tho'  to  the  weaknefs  of  my  lex 

I  yield  thefe  tears)  my  loul  is  more  than  man. 

Think,  I  am  born  a  Greek,  nor  doubt  my  \irtue; 

*  A  Greek  I  Irom  whole  fam'd  anccilors  of  old 

*  Rome  drew  the  patterns  of  her  boarted  heroes.' 
They  mull:  be  mighty  evils  that  can  vanquifli 

A  Spartan  courage,  and  a  Chrillian  faith. 
Enter  Bajazet. 

Baj.  To  know  no  thought  of  reft!  to  have  the  mind 
Still  minifttring  frefli  piaguef ,  as  in  a  circle. 
Where  one  dillionour  treads  upon  another; 
What  know  the  fiends  beyond  it  ? — Ha !   by  hell, 

[6''V/';;^  Arp.  and  Tam. 
There  wanted  only  this  to  make  me  mad. 
Comes  he  to  ti iumph  here  ?  to  rob  n/e  of  my  love, 
And  violate  the  la(t  retreat  of  happinefs  } 

Tam.  But  that  I  read  upon  th\  frowning  brow, 
That  war  yet  lives,  and  rages  in  thy  breall: ; 
Once  more  (in  pity  to  the  lutf'ring  world) 
I  meant  to  ofler  peace. 

Baj.  And  mean'lt  thou  too 
To  treat  it  with  our  en;]Meis  ;    and  to  barter 
The  Ipoils  uhicli  fortune  gave  thee  for  her  favours  ? 

Arp.  \Mut  would  the  tyrant  ?  {^'^ffff^ 

Baj, 
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BqJ.  Sfek'il:  thou  thus  our  frieiidfliip  ? 
Is  this  the  roya!  ufage  thou  didil  boail  ? 

Tam.  The  boiling  paffion  that  difturbs  thy  foul 
Spreads  clouds  around,   and  makes  thy  purpofe  dark—* 
Unriddle  what  thy  myllic  fury  aims  at. 

BaJ.  Is  it  a  riddle?  Read  it  there  explain'd  ; 
There,  in  my  faame.  Now  judge  me  thou,  Oh,  Prophct^^ 
And  equal  Heav'n,  if  this  demand  not  rage ! 
The  peafant-hind,  begot  and  born  to  flavery. 
Yet  dares  affert  a  hulband's  facred  right, 
And  guards  his  homely  couch  from  violation: 
And  Ihall  a  monarch  tamely  bear  the  wrong 
Without  complaining  ? 

Tam.  If  I  could  have  wrong'd  thee. 
If  confcious  virtue,  and  all-judging  Heav'n, 
Stood  not  between,  to  bar  ungovern'd  appetite. 
What  hinder'd,  but,  in  fpite  of  thee  my  captive, 
I  might  have  us'd  a  vigor's  boundlefs  power,  , 

And  iated  every  wifli  my  foul  could  form  ? 
But,  to  fecure  thy  fears,  -know,  Bajazet, 
This  is  among  the  things  I  dare  not  do.  [fe  it  ? 

Ba;.  By  hell,  'tis  falle !  elle  wherefore  art  thou  pre- 
What  cam'll:  thou  for,  but  to  undo  my  honour  ? 
I  found  thee  holding  amorous  parley  with  her. 
Gazing  and  glotting  on  her  wanton  eyes, 
And  bargaining  for  pleafures  yet  to  come  : 
My  life,  I  know^   is  the  devoted  price  » 

But  take  it,  i  am  weary  of  the  pain. 

9vj//;.  Yet,  ere  thou  raflily  urge  my  rage  too  far, 
I  warn  thee  to  take  heed:  1  am  a  man, 
And  have  the  frailties  common  to  man's  nature; 
The  fiery  feeds  of  wrath  are  in  my  temper, 
And  may  be  blown  up  to  fo  iiercc  a  blaze 
As  wii'dom  cannoc  rule.     Know,  thou  haft  toucfe*d  me 
E'en  in  the  niceft,  tend'reil  part,  mv  honour ; 
My  honour !  which,  like  pow'r,  dil'dains  being  q^ueftion'd; 
Thy  breath  has  blafted  my  fair  virttse's  fanic^ 
And  mark'd  me  for  a  villain,  and  a  tyrant. 

./H'p,  And  Hand  I  here  an  idle  looker-on. 
To  fee  my  innocence  murder'd  and  mangled 
By  barbarous  hands,  nor  can  revenge  the  ursfer? 
Art  thou  a  man,  and  dar'ft  thou  ule  me  thus  ?     TTa  Raj. 
Haft  thou  not  torn  me  rom  my  native  country, 
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From  the  dear  arms  of  my  lamenting  friends, 
From  my  loul's  peace,   and  from  mv  in'pir'd  love? 
Halt  thrni  not  ruin'd,   blotted  me  for  cAcr, 
And  (iiiv'n  me  to  the  brink  of  black  deipuir? 
And  ii  it  in  thy  malice  yei  to  add 
A  wound  moie  deep,  to  fully  my  whi:e  name, 

Wy  virtue? 

lioj.  Yes,  thou  imll  thy  iex's  virtues, 
Their  aftcctation,  pride,  ill-natiue,  noife, 
Fronencls  to  change,  e'en  fiom  the  joy  that  pleas'd  'cm: 
So  gracious  is  your  idol,  ilear  variety. 
That  for  another  love  you  ^vould  forego 
An  angel's  form,  to  mingle  with  a  devil's. 

*  rhio'  ev'ry  ftate  and  rank  of  men  you  wander, 

*  Till  e'en  your  large  experience  takes  in  all 

*  The  difterent  nations  of  the  peopled  earth.'         [tribe 
.'irp.  Why  fouglit'll  thou  not  from  thy  own  impious 

A  uife  like  one  ot  thefe  ?   '  For  fuch  thy  race 

*  (If  human  nature  brings  forth  fuch)  affords. 

*  Greece,  for  chafte  virgins  fam'd,   ard  pious  matrons, 

*  Teems  not  with  monflers  like  your  Ttirkifli  wives, 

*  Whom  guardian  eunuchs,  haggar'd  and  dtform'd, 

*  Whom  walls  and  bars  make  hone  if  by  conllraint.' 
Know,  I  deteif,  like  hell,  the  crime  thou  mcntion'lf  : 
Not  that  I  fear  or  reverence  thee,  thou  tyrant  ; 

But  that  my  foul,  conlcious  of  v; hence  it  fprung, 

Sits  unpolluted  in  its  lacred  temple, 

And  fcorns  to  mingle  with  a  thought  fo  mern, 

Tam.  Oh,  pity!  that  a  greatnels  fo  divine 

Shotild  meet  a  fate  lo  wretched,  io  i  n.'qua). 

Though^blind  and  v.ilful  to  the  good  that  courts  thee, 

yTu  Bajazett 
With  open-handed  bounty  Htav'n  purfues  thee. 
Anil  bids  thee  (undeler\  iiig  as  thou  art, 
And  monllrous  in  thy  cri-fi:ts)  be  happy  yet ; 
Whillf  thou,   in  fury,   doft  avert  the  Llelling, 
And  art  an  evil  (ienins  to  thvleif. 

Baj.  No — Thou,  thou  art  my  greateil  curfe  on  earth  ! 
Thou,  who  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  cro\^n  and  glory, 
And  now  purlu'A  me  to  the  vcf^t  of  life. 
To  ipoil  ivc  of  iTiy  honour  :   Then  !   r!iou  hypi  C/iU  ! 
1  hat  wtai'li  a  pageant  or;tfide  Ihew  of  virtue, 
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To  rovef  the  hot  thoughts  that  glow  within! 
Tlioa  rank  luhilterer  ! 

Tam.  Oh, ,  that  thou  uert 
The  lord  of  all  thole  thousands  that  lie  breathlefs 
On  yonder  field  of  Ixood,   that  I  agnin 
Might  hunt  the  face  of  death  and  danger, 
Th^o'  tlie  tumultuous  battle,   and  there  force  thee, 
's'anqmlh'd  and  linking  underneath  my  arm, 
To  own  thou  haft  traduc'd  me  hke  a  villain. 

Baj.  Ha  !  does  it  gall  thee,  Tartar  r  By  Revenge 
It  joys  me  much  to  lind  tho\i  feel'ft  my  fary. 
Yes,  1  will  echo  to  thee,  thou  adulterer  ! 
Thou  dolt  profane  the  name  of  king  and  Ibldier, 
And,  like  a  ruffian  bravo,  cam'll  with  force 
To  violate  the  holy  marriage-bed. 

Taru  Wert  thou  not  (helter'd  by  thy  nbjeift  Hate, 
The  captive  of  my  fvvord,  by  my  juil  anger, 
My  breath,  like  thunder,   fliould  confound  thy  pride, 
And  doom  thee  dead  this  iufrant  v/ith  a  w-ord.        (not. 

Bij.  'Tis  falfe!  my  fate's  above  thee,  and  thou  dar'It 

Tarn.  Ha!  dare  not!  Thou  haft  rais'd  my  pond'rous 
And  now  it  falls  to  crulh  thee  at  a  blow.  L'agc:* 

A  guard  there! — *  Sc»:^e  and  drag  him  to  his  fate  ! 

[*  Er.nr  a  gitnrd^  tbry/eize  Baj-uet. 
Tyrant,  I'll  do  a  do':;5le  juftic?  on  thee  ; 
At  once  revenge  myfelf,  and  all  mankind. 

Baj.  Well  dort  thou,  ere  thy  violence  and  hul 
Invade  my  bed,  thus  to  begin  with  anirder  : 
Drown  all  thy  fears  in  blood,  and  hn  iecurely. 

Tat:,  Away ! 

J'p,  [Kneeiing.'^]  Oh,  ftay !  I  charge  thee  by  renown ; 
By  that  bright  giory  thy  great  foul  purfues, 
Call  hack  the  doom  of  death  ! 

Tarn.  Fair  injur'd  excellence, 
Why  doit  thou  kneel,  and  wade  fuch  precious  prny'rs, 
*    As  might  e'en  biibe  the  faints  to  partial  juftice,' 
For  one  to  goodnefs  loft,  who  iirft  undid  thee, 
Who  ftill  purines,  and  aggravates  the  wrong? 

Baj.  By  Alha  1  no 1  will  not  wear  a  life 

Bought  with  fuch  vile  difhonour. — Death  {hall  free  me 
At  once  from  infamy,  and  thee,   thou  traitrefs ! 

j^rp.  No  matter,  tho'  the  whiftling  winds  grow  loud, 
And  the  rude  tempeft  roars,  'tis  idle  rage  ; 
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C]i !  mark  it  not;   but  kt  thy  Ikady  virtue 
Bt:  coiillant  to  its  temper.     Save  his  life. 
And  lave  Arpaila  from  the  iport  of  talkers. 
Tiiink  how  the  bufy,   meddling  world  will  toft 
Thy  mighty  name  about,  in  Icurril  mirth  ; 
Shall  brand  thy  vengeance,  as  a  foul  defign. 
And  make  Uich  monllrous  legends  of  our  lives, 
As  lace  pofterity  fliall  blufh  in  reading. 

'■r>.im    Oh.  matchlefs  virtue  !  Yes,  1  will  obey  ; 
Tho'  faggard  in  the  race,  admiring  yet, 
1  will  purine  the  (liining  path  thou  tread'i^. 
Sultan,  be  lafc  !   Realon  refunies  her  empire, 

\fl'he  gvardi  rcleajt  Bajazct. 

And  I  am  cool  again. Here  break  we  oiT, 

Left  farther  Ipeech  fiiould  miniiler  new  rage. 
Wiiely  from  dangerous  palficns  I  retreat, 
To  keep  a  conquell:  which  was  hard  to  get : 
And,  Oh  !  'tis  time  I  fliould  for  flight  prepare, 
A  war  more  fatal  ieenis  to  threaten  there, 
And  all  my  rtbel-blood  afTifls  tht  fair  : 
One  mcment  more,  and  I  too  late  fliall  find, 
Ihati^ove's  the  flronge  •  pow  r  that  lords  it  o'er  the 
nind.       [A".t./    \  ditlit-rXinQ.,  fli^iived  bj  the  ^uareh. 

Buj.  To  what  ne-»  fhame,  what  plague  am  I  reierv'd? 

*  "Why  did  ray  liars  retu'.e  me  r>>  d  e  v. arm, 

*  U  hi!e  yet  jny  )egal  iVatc  llocd  nnirrptach'd, 

*  Nor  know  the  curie  of  having  one  above  me? 
'  Then  too  (altho'  by  force  1  graip'd  the  joy) 

*  My  love  was  fafe,   nor  tclt  the  lack  of  doubt.* 
Why  h;,lt  tiiou  forc'd  this  nauleous  life  upon  me? 
Is  it  to  triumph  o'er  nie  r But  I  will, 

•I  will  be  i\-^  ;    1  will  forget  thee  all  ; 
The  hitter  and  the  fwect,   ihc  joy  and  pain. 
Death  Ihall  expunge  at  once,  and  cafe  my  Ibul. 
Vrophef,   take  notice,    i  difclaim  thy  paradife, 
'J  h\  fragrant  bou'rs,  and  everlalHng  Ih.ades  ; 
Thou   liaif  plac'd  wc>man  there,    and  all  thy  joys  are 
tainted.  ■  [£.«//  Bajazet. 

'  Arp.  A  Jitrle  longer  yet,  be  ftrong,  my  heart ; 
A  little  longer  let  the  bul\  Ipirits 
Keep  on  their  chearful  round. — It  wo'noc  be! 
'   fove,  forrow,  and  the  iling  of  vile  reproach, 
'  Succeeding  one  another  in  their  courlt, 

*  Like 
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*  Like  drops  of  eating  vriltv  on  the  marble, 

*  At  length  have  woi  n  my  bo^afted  courage  down  : 

*  I  will  indulge  the  woman  in  my  foul, 

«  A.nd  give  a  loofe  to  tears  and  to  impatience.' 
Death  !s  at  laft  my  due,  and  I  will  have  it.— — — 
And  fee,   the  poor  Monefes  comes,  to  take 
One  lad  adieu,  and  then  we  part  for  ever. 
E/7ter  Monefes. 

Mo!t.  Already  am  1  onward  of  my  way  ;   , 
Thy  tuneful  voice  cornea  like  a  hollow  found 
At  diitance,  to  my  ear§.     ^fy  eyes  grow  heavy, 
And  all  the  gloi'iona  lights  of  heav'n  loo;  dim; 
'ill  t-e  laft  oflice  they  fliall  ever  do  me, 
Toview  Ehe@  once,  and  then  to  clofe  and  die, 

Jrp,  Alaa,  how  happy  have  we  been,  iV.onefes  ! 
Ye-gentlc  days,   that  once  were  oui-s,  wha:  j';ys 
Did  every  chearful  morning  bring  along! 
No  fears,  nojeaiouUes,  no  angry  paro-.ts, 
That  for  unequal  binhs,  or  forru.ies,  fro">  n'd  ; 
B'lt  Love,  that  kindly  join'd  our  hearts,  lo  ulei's  us, 
Mi\(U  us  a  blcifrng  too  to  all  beiides. 

M  •!.  <'M'i<  caft  not  thy  rf-merabrance  back,   Arpc'.fia! 
'Fib  gnelr  unutterab'e  ;  'tis  diitraftion  ! 
*   Hut  let  this  hll  of  hours  be  poici-fM    forrowl* 
Here  U't  me  kneel,  and  pay  try  lateil  vows. 
Jij  \vic-n%;fs,  a!'  .e  lamts,  thou  Heav'n  and  Nature, 
Ee  winicl-  of  my  fi  ,th,    *'or  you  have  kr.own  ui 
Be  \yi;n^jfs.  that  1  never  knew  a  pleafure, 
In  all  the  world  couUi  ntfcr.  like  Arpalia  ! 
be  wicnels,   that  1  iiv'd  but  in  Arpaua  ! 
And,  Oh,  be  witnefs,  that  her'lofs  nas  kdl'd  me  ! 

^4>p.  VVhilc  thou  art  ipeakinj(,  hfe  b'-  ;ins  to  fail. 
And  ev'ry  tender  accent  chilis  like  cie  ith. 
Oh  !  let  me  baiie  then,  yet,  ere  day, decline?, 
And  the  long  night  prevail,  onz^nif.re  to   tell  thee 
^Vhat,  and  how  dear,  iVIonetes  has  been  to  me. 
V/hat  has  he  not  been  ? — All  the  names  of  love. 
Brothers,  or  fathers,  hulbands,  all  are  poor  : 
Monefes  is  myfelf ;   in  my  f  )nd  heart, 
Een  in  my  vital  blood,  he  hves  and  rei  ,'ns  ; 
The  lali  dear  objeit  of  my  ijarting  loiil 
Will  be  Monefes ;    the  lalt  breath  t!iat  ling-rs 
W  jthin  my  panting  brealt,  Hiall  ii^h,  Monefes, 

^  4  Mof!. 
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^(ox.  Ills  enough!  Now   to  thy  reft,   iny  fovil. 

The  .voi  Id  and  t!ioii  have  made  an  end  at  once. 

^^>/>.  Jbain  v.ou"d  I  iHll  detain  thee,    hold  th<.c  Itill  : 
Nor  honour  can  tbibid,  tliat  uc  together 
Should  fiiare  the  poor  few  miianes  that  remain  : 
I  Iwear,  methiiiks  this  lad  locicty 
Has  ibiiiewhat  pleafing  in  it. — Death's  dark  fliades 
Seem,  as  we  jtmrney  on,  to  lofe  their  liorror  ; 
A:  near  approach  the  monftcrs,  fonn'd  by  fear, 
Aie  vanilh'd  al!,  and  leave  the  profped  clear  : 
Ainidtl  the  gloomy  vale,  a  j)lealing  fcenc,  "1 

With  flow'rs  adorn'd,  and  never-fading  green,  > 

Inviting  llands,  to  take  the  wretched  in  :  J 

No  wars,  no  wrongs,  no  tyrants,  no  defpair,  "j 

Dilhirb  the  quiet  of  a  place  fo  fair,  > 

But  injur'd  lovers  find  £lyhum  there.         [E.uu':f,       J 
iSw.'c;  Eajazet,  Omar,  Haly,  an/i  f/je  Dervi'ie. 
Baj.  Now,  by  tl;c  glorious  tomb  that  (hrines  our  Pio- 

By  iNJecca's  lacred  temple,  here  1  fwear,  [pl^et, 

Our  daugt;ter  is  thy  bride!  and  to  that  gift 

Such  wealth,  luch  pow'r,   fuch  honours  will  I  add, 

That  monarchs  fnall  with  envy  view  thy  ftate. 

And  own  thou  art  a  demi-god  to  them. 

Thou  Iijfl:  given  me  what  1  wifli'd,  pow'r  of  revenge^ 

rW'A  when  a  king  rewards,  'tis  ample  retribution. 
Om.  'ivvche  1  artar  lords,  each  potent  in  his  tribe, 

Have  fworn  to  own  my  cauie,  and  draw  tiuir  thouiands, 

To-morrow,  from  th'  ungrateful  Parthian's  fide. 

1'he  day  declining  fcems  to  yield  to  night. 

Ere  little  more  than  half  her  courfe  be  ended. 

In  an  auspicious  hour  prepare  for  fli^iht ; 

The  leaders  of  the  troops  thro'  vvhieh  ue  pafs, 

Rais'd  by  my  pow'r,    devoted  to  my  lervicc, 

bhall  make  our  pallage  fecret  and  iecure. 
Dcr.  Already,  mighty  Sultan,  ait  thou  fife, 

Since,  by  yon  palling  torches'  light  I  gucls, 

To  his  pavilion  Tamerlane  retires, 

Attended  by  a  train  of  waiting  courtieis. 

Ail  who  remain  within  thele  tents  ;.re  thine, 

A'jd  hail  thee  as  their  lord. 

Ha  !   the  Italian  prince, 

Wuh  hid  Moncles,  are  not  vet  gone  forth. 

'  Scf. 
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Baj.  Ha  I  with  our  queen  and  daughter  1 

Om.  They  are  ours  : 
I  niark'd  the  ilaves  who  waited  on  Axalla  ; 
They,  when  the  emperor  pall  out,  preft  on. 
And  mingled  with  the  crowd,  nor  niiis'd  tluir  lord: 
He  is  your  pris'ner,  lir:  I  go  this  moment, 
To  feizc,  and  bring  him  to  receive  his  doom. 

\^Fx'if  Omar. 

Baj.  Hafte,  Ka!y,  follow,  and  fecure  the  Greek : 
Him  too  I  wifti  to  keep  within  my  power.     [E^'a  Haly, 

Der.  If  my  dread  lord  permit  his  flave  to  fj  e  ik, 
I  would  advile  to  fpare  Axalla's  life, 
'Till  we  are  fafe  beyond  the  Parthian's  power  ; 
Him,  as  our  pledge  of  fafecy,  may  we  hold  ; 
And,   could  you  gain  him  to  aliill  your  flight, 
It  might  import  you  miich.  .: 

Baj.  Thou  couniell'il:  well ; 
And  tho'  1  hate  him  (for  he  is  a  Chriflian, 
And  to  my  mortal  enemy  devoted). 
Yet,  to  fecure  my  liberty  and  vengeance, 
I  u'illi  he  now  were  ours. 

Di'r.  And  lee  !  they  come  ! 

Fortune  repents  ;  again  llie  courts  your  fide. 
And,  with  this  firft  lau"  oftering  of  fuccefs, 
Siie  wooes  you  to  forget  her  crime  of  yefterday. 
Enter  Oimv  luith  Axalla /ir/^^'^tT,  Selima^//ow/«^ 
ixieeping. 

Ax.  I  wo'  not  call  thee  villain ;  'tis  a  name 
Too  holy  for  thy  crime.     To  break  thy  faith. 
And  turn  a  rebel   to  fo  good  a  mailer, 
Is  an  ingratitude  unmatch'd  on  earth. 
The  firll  revolting  angel's  pride  could  only 
Do  more  than  thou  hall  done.     Thou  copied  wel?. 
And  keep'll  the  black  original  in  view. 

Om.  Do  rage,  and  vainly  call  upon  thy  mafter 
To  fave  his  minion.     My  revenge  has  caught  thee. 
And  I  will  make  thee  curfe  that  fond  prefumption 
That  fet  thee  on  to  rival  me  in  aught. 

Baj.  Chrillian,  I  hold  thy  fate  at  my  difpofal! 
One  only  way  remains  to  mercy  open ; 
Be  partner  of  my  flight,  and  my  revenge, 
And  thou  art  fafe.     The  other  choice  is  deati;^ 

Om*  What  means  the  Sultan  I 

C  S  Der. 
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Der.  I  conjure  you,  hold — ^ 
Your  rival  is  ilcvotcd  to  dcUnu'tion  :         [-'^'^''  ^>  Oinar. 
Nor  would  the  Sii'tan  n(nv  defer  Ins  fate. 
But  lor  our  conunon  iafcty.  — Liftcn  further,     ^ir'v/pery, 

^•ix.  Tlicn  briefly  thus.     F)eath  is  the  choice  I  nmkc  ; 
Since,   next  ''o  Heav'n,  mv  mailer  and  ir.y  friend 
Has  interell  in  iny  life,  and  llill  flwll  claim  it. 

Bajl  Then  take  thy  uilh — Call  in  our  nuites  ! 

i^tl.  My  father, 
If  yet  you  have  not  fworn  to  caft  me  off, 
At  d  turn  me  out,  to  wander  in  misfortune  ; 
M  yet  my  voice  be  gracious  in  your  ears  ; 
It  yet  11  y  duty  and  my  love  oilend  not  ; 
Oh,  call  y<jur  lentencc  h;ick,   and  fave  Axalla. 

B.ij,  Rife,  iielimal  The  Have  delerves  to  die, 
Who  duilt,  with  fallen  pride,  refufe  my  mercy: 
Yet,   for  thy  iakc,  once  more  I  ofrer  life. 

Stl.  Some  angel  whiiper  to  my  anxieus  foul, 
What  fliah  I  do  to  lave  him. '  Oh,   Axalla ! 

*  Is  it  lo  ealy  to  tlice,  to  forfake  me  r 

'  Canlt  thou  refohe,  w  ilih  all  this  cold  indifterencc, 

*  Never  to  lee  me  more  ?  '1  o  leaic  me  here 

*  The  nvftriible  mo\irner  of  thy  fate, 

*  Coiidciiurd  to  vvafle  n'.y  widow'd  virgin  youth, 

*  My  fedtoiis  chiys  and  nights,  in  bndy  weeping, 

*  And  never  know  the  voice  of  Conifort  more  .'' 

'  Ax.  Search  not  too  deeji  the  Ibrrows  of  my  breaft  ; 
■*  Thou  iay'Jl,  I  am  indiffeient  and  celd  : 

*  Oh  I   is  it  tpallible  my  eyes  fhould  tell 

'  So  little  ul  the  tigliting  florm  within  ? 

*  Oh,  turn   thee  fium  n'.e  ;  fave  me  from  thy  beauties  ; 

*  Falflicod  and  ruin  ail  look  L.vel}"  there. 

*  Oh  !  let  my  lab'ring  loul  yet  druggie  thro' 

*  I  vxill — 1  wo'ikl  relolvc  to  die,  and  leave  thee. 

♦  B.ij.  Then  let  him  die! — He  triiles  with  my  favour. 

*  I  have  too  long  attc!>ded  his  reiolves. 

^  SeL  <  hi  Itay  a  minute,  yeta  miinutelonger  ;•  [7"i?Baj. 

*  A  n.inuie  is  a  liitle  Ipace  in  life. 

'  There  is  a  kiiid  cot  frnt>ng  in  his  eyes, 

*  Anil  I  Ihall  wm  him  to  your  royal  will.' 

Ch,  my  Axalla  !  fecm  but  to  coflfent — '7^  Axalla  ajiilt. 
Unkind  and  cruel,  will  you  then  do  nothing.'' 
1  find  1  am.  not  worth  thy  ieall  t'f  cares. 

4XVg 
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Jx.  Oh  !  labour  not  to  hang  dinionour  on  me ! 
I  could  bear  iicknefs,  pain,  and  poverty, 
Thoie  mortal  evils,   worfe  than  death,   for  thee. 
But  this — It  has  the  force  of  Fate  againft  us, 
And  cannot  be. 

SeL  See,  fee    Sir!  he  relents ;  [r^  Bajazet. 

Already  he  inclines  to  own  your  caufe. 
A  little  longer,  and  he  is  all  yours. 

B^jj.  Then  mark    how  tar  a  f ither's   fondnefs  yields. 
'Till  midnight  I  defer  the  death  he  merits, 
And  gi  e  him  up,  'till  th^n,   to  thy  perfuafion. 
If  by  that  time  he  meets  my  will,  he  Hves  ; 
If  nor,  thyfelf  fliall  own  he  dies  with  juftice. 

v4x.  'Tis  but  to  lengthen  life  upon  the  rack, 
I  am  refolv'd  already* 

Sel.  Oh  :  be  tlill, 
Nor  1  aflily  urge  a  ruin  on  us  both  ; 
'Tis  but  a  moment  more  I  have  to  fave  thee. 
Be  kind,  aulpicious  Alha.   to  my  pray'r; 
More  for  my  love,  than  for  m\ielf,    1  fear; 
Neglect  mankind  a  while,  and  make  him  all  thy  care  ! 

[  Fxeunt  x'^xalla  aud  Stliiiia, 

Baj.  Monefes is  that  dog  fecur'd  ? 

Om.  He  is. 

Baj  'Tis  Well — My  foul  perceives  returning  greatnefs, 
As  nature  fee's  the  Ipring.     Lightly  flie  bounds, 
A'ld  (hakes  dilhonour,  liwe  a  burthen,  fro.u  ucv^ 
Once  more  imperial,  aweful,   and  herlelf. 
bo,   u  hen  ot   old,    (ove  from  the   '"itans  tied,  ^ 

Ammoii's  rude  front  his  radiant  face  bcl)'d,  i 

And  all  the  majerty  of  Hea^-'n  lav  hid.  J 

At  lenth,   by  fite,  to  p'vv'r  div:ne  rellor'd,  -^ 

His  th  iiider  taught  the     o.'f!  to  kno--  its  lor'  > 

The  God  grew  lerrib.e  again,  aad  .vas  a^ain  adir'd     J 
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A  C  T  V.     SCENE   Ba>2et's  tent. 

Arp.  QITRE  'tis  a  horror  more  than  darkncfs  brings, 

J3  That  fits  upon  the  night !  Fate  is  abroad  ; 
Some  ruling  fiend  hangs  in  the  duflty  air. 
And  fcatters  ruin,  death,  and  wild  diitraflion, 
O'er  all  the  wiecched  race  of  man  below. 
Not  long  ago,  a  troop  of  ghaftly  flaves 
Kufli'd  in,  and  forcM  Monefes  from  my  fight ; 
Death  hung  fo  heavy  on  his  drooping  fpirits, 
That  fcarccly  could  he  fay — Farewel — tor  ever! 
And  }'e:,  methinks,  Ibme  gentle  ipirit  whifpers. 
Thy  peace  draws  near,  Arpafia,  figh  no  more  I 
And  lee,  the  king  of  terrors  is  at  hand ; 
His  miniller  appears. 

Kilter  Bajazet  andWzXy, 
Baj.  [  AJi^e  to  Haly.]  '1  he  reit  I  leave 
To  thy  difpatch.     For,  Oh  !   my  faithful  Haly, 
Another  care  has  taken  up  thy  mafter. 
Spite  of  the  high-wrought  tempeft  in  my  foul. 
Spile  of  the  pangs  which  jealouly  has  coft  me. 
This  haughty  wonpian  reigns  within  my  bread:  : 

*  Jn  vain  I  ftrive  to  put  her  from  my  thoughts, 

*  To  drn'e  her  out,  with  empire  and  revenge. 

*  Still  file  comes  back,  like  a  retiring  tide, 

*  Thnt  ebbs  a  while,  but  ilrait  returns  again, 

*  And  fwells  above  the  beach.' 
Ha.  Why  wears  my  lord 

An  anxio\is  thought  for  what  his  pow'r  commands  ? 
When,  in  an  happy  hour,  you  fhall,  ere  long, 
Ha\e  borne  the  emprefs  from  amidft  your  foes, 
She  mufi:  be  yours,  be  only  and  all  yours. 

£aj.  On  that  depends  my  fear.  Yes,  I  mufl  have  her ; 
I  own,  I  will  not,  cannot  go  without  her. 

*  Hut  Inch  is  the  condition  of  our  flight, 

*  Tnat,  fhould  fhc  not  confen',   'twould  hazard  all 

<^  To  bc;.r  her  hence  by  force.     Thus  I  refolve  then, 
'  By  threats  and  pjay'rs,  by  every  way,  to  move  her; 

*  If  all  prevail  not,  force  is  left  at  lail  ; 

*  And  1  V.  ill  fet  life,  empire,  on  the  venture, 

*  To  keep  her  miwc* — Be  neaj-  lo  w  ait  my  will. 

IEmI  Haly. 
When 
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Vv^hen  lafl  we  parted,  *twas  on  angry  terms  ; 
Let  the  remembrance  die,  or  kindly  think 
That  jealous  rage  is  but  a  haily  finme, 
That  bhzes  out,  when  love  too  fiercely  burns. 

Arp.  For  thee  to  wrong  me,  and  for  me  to  fuffer, 
Is  the  hard  leiTon  tli.it  my  loul  has  learnt, 
And  now  1  Hand  prepar'd  for  all  to  come : 
Nor  is  it  worth  my  leifure  to  dirtinguifh 
If  love  or  jealouly  commit  the  violence  : 
Each  have  alike  been  fatal  to  my  peace, 
Confirming  me  a  wretch,  and  thee  a  tyrant. 

Baj.  Still  to  deform  thy  gentle  brow  with  frowns. 
And  iti  1  to  be  perverle,  it  is  a  manner 
Abhorrent  from  the  ioftnef;  of  thy  fex: 
Women,  like  lum  ner  ftorms,  a  while  are  cloudy, 
Bunl  out  in  thunder,  and  impetuous  fhovw'Vs  j 
But  ftrait  the  fun  of  beauty  dawns  abroad, 
And  all  the  fair  horizon  is  ferene. 

Arp.  Then,  to  retrieve  the  honour  of  my  fex, 
Here  I  dilflaim  that  changing  and  inconftancy  : 
To  thee  1  will  be  ever  as  i  am. 

Baj.  Thou  lay'il  I  am  a  ryrant ;   think  fo  ftill, 
And  let  it  warn  thy  prudmce  to  lay  hold 
On  the  good  hour  of  peace,  that  courts  thee  now. 
Souls  form'd  like  mine  brook  being  (corn  d  but  ill. 
Be  well  advis'd,  and  profit  by  my  patience  j 
It  is  a  fliort-liv'd  virtue. 

Arf,  Turn  thy  eyes 
Back  on  the  llory  of  my  woes,  Barbarian  ! 
Thou  that  haa  violated  all  refj)e6ts 
Due  to  my  fex  and  honour  of  my  birth  ! 
Thou  brutal  ravilher,  '  that  haft  undone  me, 
*  Ruin'd  my  love  I'     Can  I  have  peace  with  thee? 
ImpoiTible  !  Firft  heav'n  and  hell  fliall  join; 
They  only  differ  more. 

Baj.  I  fee,  'tis  vain 
To  court  thy  ftubborn  temper  ^vith  endearments. 
Refolve,  this  moment,  to  return  my  love, 
And  be  the  willing  partner  of  my  ffight. 
Or,  by  the  Prophet's  holy  law,  thou  dieft. 

Arp.  And  doit  thou  hope  to  fright  me  with  the  phantom 
Death?  'Tis  the  greatert  mercy  thou  canft  give; 
So  frequent  are  the  murders  of  thy  reign, 

One 
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One  day  fcarce  pairing  by  iinmark'd  with  blood, 
'J  liat  ch:klrcn,   by  ioni(  iilc,  have  learnt   to  fcom  it. 
Know,  I  diki  in  to  aid  thy  treach'rous  piirpole. 
And,  flioiild'll  thou  dare  to  force  me,  with  aiy  cries 
I  will  call  Heav'n  and  fcarth  to  my  airiftauce. 

haj.  Contiilion  I  doll  thoiibra^c  nic .''  Hut  my  wrath 
Shall  find  a  pallaije  to  thy  Iwelling  lieart. 
And  rick  thee  uorfe  than  all  the  pains  of  death. 
That  Grecian  dog.  the  minion  of  th.  wiflies, 
Shall  be  diagg'd  forth,  and  butcher'd  in  thy  light  ; 
T"hoa  flialt  behold  him  when  his  pangs  aie  terrible. 
Then,  when  he  Hares  and  galps,  and  ftrugglcs  flronglv, 

*  t'en  in  the  ijittereft  agony  of  d;  ing,' 

'Till  thou  llialt   rend  thy  hair,   tear  out  tUy  eyes. 
And  curie   tliy  pride,  while  I  applaud  my  vengeance. 

^•■p.  Oh,  fatal   image!   all  my  pow'rs  give  way, 
And  refokition  lickcns  at  the  thought  j 

*  A  flood  of  palfion  rifes   in  my  breait,  , 

*  And  labours  fiercely  upward  to  my  eyes.* 
Come,   all  ye  great  examples  of  my  fex, 
Chalie  virgins,  tender  wives,  and  pious  matrons ; 

*  Ye  holy  nKuMyrs,  who,   with  wond'ious  fuith 

*  And  coi  il.iucy  unftiaken,  .have  fuiiain'd 

*  The  nige  of  cruel  me^,   and  uery  periccution  ;* 
Conie  ro  my  aid,   and  teach  me  to  defy 

The  malice  of  this  hcnd  !   I  feci,    r^eel 
Your  iacied  fpirit  arm  me  to  reliOance. 
Yes,  tyrant,   I  will  lland  this  fliock  of  fate; 
Will  live  to  tiiumph  o'er  thee,  lor  a  iroment, 
'I  hen  die  well  pleas  d,  and  follov/  my   ^ioneles. 

Jiiij.  Tivni  tiilk'll  it  well.  But  tal^  ing  is  tiiy  privilege ; 
*Tis  all  tbe  boi.iled  courage  of  thy  lex; 
Tho  ,  '<J«(r -thy  loul,  thou  dar  If  nor  neet  the  danger. 

Jlrp    B}  all  my  hopes  of  happinels  1  dare!— — 

*  My  foul  is  come  within  her  ktii  ol  heav'n  ; 

*  Char. I  'd  wi  h  the  joys  and  beauties  ol  that  place, 

*  Her  'houghta  ana  a  I  her  cares  flie  fixes  there, 

*  -.nd  'ti>  in  vain  for  ;hee  u>  rage  below. 

*  ,  hud  ftars  0  ine  bright,  and  keep  their  place  above, 

*  Tho'  ruling  winds  *  eform  This  lower  world.' 
B  j.  1  h;    11  on.trnt  is  the  trial. 

vf />.   I  r     ii  c  >me  ! 
This  moineut  ihcu  Ihall  Uiew  1  am  a  Greek, 
*■  And 
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And  fpeak  my  country's  courage  in  my  fuffring. 

Jjaj.  Here,  Mercy,   I  difclaim  thee  !    Mark  me,   trai- 
?vly  love  prepares  a  victim  to  thy  pride,  Ltrel's  i 

And  when  it  erects  thee  next,   'twill  be  in  blood. 

Arp.  My  heart  beats  higher,  and  my  nimble  Ipirits 
Ride  in-iftly  thro'  their  puj-ple  channel's  round. 

*  'Tis  the  laft  blaze  of  life.     Nature  revives, 

*  Like  a  dim  winking  lamp,  that  flaflies  brightlj! 

*  With  parting  light,   and  ilraight  is  dark  for  ever.' 
And  lee,  my  laft  of  lorrows  is  at  hand  ; 

Death  aud  Moneies  come  together  to  me  ; 
As  if  my  liars,  that  had  fo  long  been  cruel, 
Grew  kind  at  laft,  and  gave  me  all  I  wi(h. 

Enter   Moneles,   guarded  hy  fo'ne    mutrs;    others  at' 
ter.ditig  iicitb   a  cup  of  pir',h>]^  and  a  ho:v-Jiring» 
Mon.  I  charge  ye,  O  ye  minillers  of  fate  ! 
Be  fwift  to  execute  your   mailer's  will  ; 
Bear  me  to  my  Arpalia ;   let  me  tell  her, 
The  tyrant  is  grown  kind.     He  bids  me  go, 
And  die  beneath  her  feet.     *  A  joy  Ihoots  thro* 

*  My  drooping  breail: ;   as  often  when  the  trumpet 

*  Has  call'd  my  youthful  ardour  forth  to  battle, 

*  High  in  my  hopes,  and  raviOi'd  with  the  foundj 

*  1  have  rufli'd  eager  on  amidft  the  foremoft, 

*  To  purchafe  vic'tory,  or  glorious  death.' 
Jrp.  If  it  be  haj^pinefs,  alas !  to  die. 

To  lie  forgotten  in  the  hlent  grave, 

To  love  and  giory  loir,  and  from  among 

The  great  Creator's  works  expung'd  a. id  blotted; 

Then,  very  lliortly,  lliall  we  both  be  happy: 

Mon.  There  is  no  room  for  doubt  ;  'tis  certain  blifs. 
The  tyrant's  cruel  violence,  thy  lois, 
Already  leem  more  light ;   nor  has  my  foul 
One  unrepented  g»iilt  upon  remembranct. 
To  make  me  dread  the  juftice  of  hereatrer: 
But,  llanding  no//  on  the  laft  \erge  ot  life, 
Boldlv  1  view  the  vail  abyls  eternity. 
Eager  to  plunge,  and  leave  my  woes  behind  me. 

rip.   By  all  the  truth  of  our  paft  loves,  I  vo'.v, 
To  die  appears  a  very  nothing  to  me. 

*  But,  Oh.  Monefes  I   (houUl  1  not  al'ow 

*  .Somewhat  to  love,  and  to  my  lex's  tcndernefs  .^* 

This 
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'I'his  very  now  I  could  put  off  ipy  being 
Witliout  a  groan  ;  but  to  behold  thee  die ! 
Natxire  fliriiiks  in  me  at  the  dreadful  thought, 
Nor  can  my  conftancy  fullain  this  blow. 

Mm.  Since  thou  art  arm'd  for  all   things  after  death, 
Why  fiiouUl  ihc  pomp  and  preparation  of  it 
Be  frightful  to  thy  eyes  ?  There's  not  a  pain, 
Which  age  or  fickneis  brings,   the  leaft  dilorder 
That  vexes  any  part  of  this  iine  frame, 
But's  full  as  grievous.     All  that  the  mind  feels 
Is  much,  much  more. — And  ite,  1  go  to  prove  it. 

Knter  a  mute,    he  Ji<;ns    to  toe  nfiy    icbo  pfoj^'er  a 
ho-'v-Jhlng  to  AJonefes. 

Arp.  Think,  ere  we  part ! 

Mu>u  Of  what  .-> 

Arp.  Of  foir.eihing  foft, 
Tender  and  kind,  of  foaiething  wondVous  fad» 
Oh,  ir.y  full  foul  ! 

Man.  iMy  tongue  is  at  a  lofs ; 
Thouglits  crowd  lo  fafl,  thy  name  is  all  I've  left, 
My  kindell,  trueft,  deareft,  belt  Arpafia  ! 

\^lhe  mules Jlruggk  luith  him, 

Arp.  I  have  a  thoufand  thouland  things  to  utter, 
A  thoufand  more  to  hear  yet.  Barbarous  villains ! 
Give  me  a  minute.     Speak  to  me,  Monefes  I 

Mon.  iJpeak  to  thee  .''   'Tis  the  bufinefs  of  my  life, 
'Tis  all  the  ufe  1  have  for  vital  air. 
Stand  off,  ye  Haves !  To  tell  tiiee  that  my  heart 
Is  full  of  thee  ;  that  even,  at  this  dread  moment, 
My  fond  e)es  gaze  with  joy  and  rapture  on  thee ; 

Angels,  and  light  itfelf,  are  not  fo  fair 

Enter   Bajazet,   Haly,  and  attendants, 

Baj.  Ha!    wherefore  lives  this  dog.^   Ec  quick,    ye 
And  rid  me  of  the  pain.  [Haves ! 

Mofi.  For  only  death. 
And  the  laii  night  can  fliut  out  try  Arpafia. 

[The  muteijirangle  MonefeS. 

Arp.  Oh,  difmal  1  'tis  not  to  be  borne  I  Ye  moraluts ! 
Ye  talkers !  what  are  all  your  precepts  now  .' 
Tatitnce  !  Diftraiflion  !  Blaft  the  tyrant,   blall  him. 
Avenging  lightnings !   Snatch  him  hence,  ye  fiends ! 
Love!    I3eath  I   A'Jonefes  !   '  Nature  can  no  more; 
*  Ruin  is  un  her,  and  Ihe  Hnks  at  oi;cc.    [i^fjejtnb  do-vctu 

t  Baj, 
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«  Brj.  Help,  Haly,  raife  her  up,  and  bear  her  out. 

*  H.I.  Alas!  fl.e  faints. 

*  Arp.  No,  tyrant,  'tis  in  vain. 

'  Oh!  1  am  now   beyond  thy  cruel  pow'r; 

*  The  peaceful  dumber  of  the  grave  js  on  me: 

*  E'en  all  the  tedious  day  of  life  I've  wander'd, 

*  Ben-ilder'd  with  misfortune^  : 

*  At  length  'tis  night,  and  I  have  reach'd  my  home* 
'   Fortgetting  all  the  toils  and  troubles  pail, 

*  Weary  I'll  lay  me  down  and  fieep,  till Oh!* 

[S/x  ditiy 

Baj.  Fly,  ye  flaves, 
And  fetch'me  cordials.    No,  fhe  fliall  not  die  ! 
Spite  of  her  fuhen  pride,  I'll  hold-in  life, 
And  force  her  to  be  blelt  againll  her  will. 

Ha.  Already  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  art; 
F<»r  fee,   a  dc.dly  cold  has  froze  the  blood, 
The  pliant  limbs  grow  iliff,  and  \o'^(t  t'leir  ufe, 
And  ail  the  animating  fiie  is  quench'd  : 
E'en  beauty  too  is  dead  ;   an  afiiy  pale 
Grows  o'er  the  rofes ;  the  red  lips  have  loft 
'J  heir  fr;i grant  hue,    for  want  of  that  fweet  breath 
Th.it  bleft  'em  with  its  odoisrs  as  it  paft. 

Baj.  Can  it  be  pollible  ?  Can  rage  and  grief, 
Can  love  and  indignation  be  lo  fi'^jce. 
So  mortal  in  a  woman's  heart?  Confufion! 
Is  jhe  elcap'd  then?  What  is  royalty. 
If  thijfe  that  are  my  fiaves,  and  fhould  live  for  me, 
Can  die,  and  bid  defiance  to  my  power? 
Enter  the  Dervifc. 

Der.  The  valiant  Omar  fends  to  tell  thy  greatnefs 
The  hour  of  flight  is  come,  and  urges  haile  ; 
Since  he  d-jfcries,  near  Tamerlane's  pavilion, 
Bright  troops   of  crowding  torches,  who  from  thence. 
On  either  hand,  ftretch  far  into  the  nighr. 
And  leeni  to  form  a  Paining  front  of  bartle. 
i'chold,  e'ea  from  this  place   thou  may'll  difcern  them, 

\_Looki7!g  out* 

Baj.  By  AIha,   yes  I   they  caft  a  day  around  'em. 
And  the  plain  feems  thick  let  with  ftars,  as  heav'n. 
Ha  I  or  my  eyes  are  falfe,  they  move  tliis  way; 
*lii  certaui  io.     Fly,  Haly,  to  cur  daughter." 

lExii  Haly. 
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-   Let  Ibme  fec\ire  the  Chriftian  prince  Axalla  ; 
M'c  will  begone  this  minute. 

Erittr  Omar. 
Om.  Loft  !   undone  ! 
Baj.  What  n.ean'ft  thou  ? 
Om.  All  our  hopes  of  flight  are  iort. 
Mirvan  and  Zama,  with  the  Parthian  horfe,  " 
Enclofe  us  round,  they  hold  us  in  a  toil, 

Boj,  Hal   whence  this  unexpected  curie  of  chance  ? 
Om,  Too  late  1  learnt,  that  early  in  the  night 
A  Have  was  fuffer'd,  by  the  princels*  ordef, 
To  paii?  the  y\i.ud.     I  clo\e  ihe  vilK^in  down 
\\  ho  yielded  i.;  hi»  lliji^ht  \  Uiit  i!  iit'a  p<xjr  vengeance. 
'J'har  tiigitivc  hiis  raia  d  ihe  c.jiDji  v;pun  ua, 
And  unptrcciv'd,  b^  tiivour  oi  t!ie  n'li^ht, 
In  hlcnce  they  have  luarch'd  lo  Intel C(.])t  us, 
Biij,  Aiy  daughter!  Uh,  iLc  traitrtis! 
Der,  Yet,  uc  have 
Axi'la  in  our  power;  and  angry  Tancrliinc 
\\'ill  b  y  hi?  fav'i-ite's  Ul'e  on  any  remis. 

Om    Wuh  ihoie  tew'friends  i  hav«    i  for  a  while 
Can  face  their  force  :  if  they  rcfulc  \\>  peace, 
Kevfnge  fliall  lucetcn  rum,    *  and  'iwill  joy  nic, 
*  'i  o  drag  my  f(;e  down  wuh  n^e  in  iTiy  t.ill.'  \^Exit  Om, 
l.ntir  haly,  i^'ih  wSelinia  '  vip  h^^, 
Ba    See  where  ilse  conies  with  weil-diJien.blid  inno* 
With  trutn  and  faith  in  lovely  in  her  t;.ce,  [tence  { 

As  if  Ihe  durii  e'en  diiavow  the  fihenood. 

Liop'ft  thou  to  ninko  amends  with  tntiing  tears, 
Frir  m>  loft  croun,  and  diiapj)oinfcd  vengeance  ? 
Ungrareful  be/.n.a  1    thy  fathers  curie  ! 
Bring  forth  the  minion  of  her  foolifti  heart ; 

Lie  dies  this  irioi  ent. ~- 

Ha.   \A  ould  1  could  not  fpeak 
The  crime  of  faial  hne  !   'J  he  llave  who  fled. 
By  whom  we  are  undone,  was  that  Axalla, 
i-^aj.  Hal  fay 'ft  ihou  ? 
ha    Hid  beneath  that  vi'.e  appearance. 
The  princefs  found  a  means  for  liis  tleape. 

Sel.  1  am  imdone  !  e'en  nature  has  diiclaim'd  me! 
My  father  !   have  1  loft  you  a,l  r  My  father; 

Baj.  Talk'ft  thou  of  nature,  who  hall  bioke  her  bands  J 
Thou  art  my  bane,  thou  uiten,  thou  infant  parricide  ! 

But 
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Bur  I  will  liiidy  to  be  flrangely  cruel; 

I  will  forget  the  folly  of  my  fondiiefs  j 

Drive  all  the  father  from  my  breail ;   now  fnatch  thee. 

Tear  thee  to  pieces,  drink  thy  treacherous  blood, 

And  make  thee  anfvver  all  my  great  revenge  ! 

Now,  now,  thou  traitrefs  !  \Ofers  to  kill  het\ 

Sel.  Plunge  the  poignard  deep  1  y8be  embraces  him* 

The  life  my  fadier  gave  fhall  hear  his  fummons. 

And  ilFue  at  the  wound =-'  Start  not  to  feel 

'   My  heart's  warm  blood  giiQi  out  upon  your  hands  j* 

Since  from  your  fpring  '  drew  the  purple  :ftream, 

And  I  mull  \;)^)'  it  back  if  you  demand  it.      [%veaknef§ ! 

Buj.  Hence,  from  my  thoughts,  thou  foft  releuting 
Hail  thou  not  giv'n  me  up  a  prey?  betray'd  me? 

Bit,  Oh,  not  for  v/orlds !  not  e'en  for  all  the  joys, 
Love,  or  the  Fi'ophet's  paradile,  can  give ! 

*  Amidll  the  fears  and  forrows  of 'my  loul,' 
Auiidll  the  thoiiland  p;uns  of  anxious  tendernefs, 
I  mule  the  gentle,  kind  /ixalla  {^fitAX^ 

Your  life,  your  crown,  ?i.x\^  honor  ihould  be  fafo« 

Baj,  Away  !  my  loul  difdains  the  vile  dependence! 
No,  let  me  rather  die,  die  like  a  king  I 
Shall  I  fail  down  at  the  proud  Tartar's  foot, 
And  fay,  Have  mt-rcy  ou  me  ?  f-lark  !  they  come  !  \%houU 
Dilgraec  will  o\ertake  n\y  iing'ring  hand  ; 
Die  then  !    I'hy  father's  iiiame,  and  thine,  die  with  thee, 

{pJi'sn  to  kiU  hcr» 

Sri.  For  Heav'n,  for  pity's  fake  ! 

Baj.  No  more,  thou  trjflcr! 

[^She  catches  hold ;  f  bis  a'm. 
Ha  I  dar'fi:  thou  bar  my  will  ?   Tear  otV  her  hold  ! 

Sei.  What,  not  for  life  I  Should  I  not  plead   for  life, 
'  When  nature  teaches  e'en  the  brute  creation 

*  To  hold  fall  that,  her  belt,  her  nobleil  giftr' 
Look  on  my  eyes,  which  you  fo  oft  have  kiis'd, 

And  fwore  they  were  your  bell-lov'd  queen's,  my  mo- 
Eehold 'em  now,  ftreaming  for  mercy,  mercy!  [tiier's; 
Look  on  me,   and  deny  me,  if  you  can  I 

*  'I 'is  but  for  life  i  beg.     Is  that  a  boon 

'  So  hard  for  me  t'  obtain,  or  you  to  gnmt  ?' 
Oil,  ipare  me  !   fpare  your  Seiima,   my  father! 

Baj.  A  lazy  lloth  hangs  on  my  reiolution  : 
It  is  my  Seiima  1 — Ha  !  What,  my  child  ! 
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And  can  I  nuirder  her? — D'-c.idful  imagination  I 
Again  they  come  !  1  leave  Ucr  to  my  foes  !  [_Sbouti, 

And  lliall  they  triiimpli  o'ei  the  race  ol  Bajazet  I 
Die,  Scii.na  I    Is  that  a  father's  voice  r 
Roufe,  ri.iife,   my  tnry  !  Yes,  flie  dit  ^  the  vi^im 
To  iriy  loll:  iiopes.     Oiic,  our,  tiiou  foolilh  nature! 
Jiiflly  file  lliares  the  nun  flic  has  made. 
beize  her,  ye  *  Haves !  aiid  lirangie  her  this  moment ! 

[  •  To  the  mutes, 
Sel.  Oh,  let  me  die  bv  you !  Behold  my  broafl  I 
I  wo'not  (brink!  Oh,  lave  me  but  from  thele ! 

Baj.  Difjjatch.  [The  wuieijUze  /w. 

Hel.  But  for  a  moment,  while  I  pray 
That  Heav'n  may  guard  my  royal  father. 
Boj.  Dogs! 

Sel.  That  you  may  only  blefs  me,  ere  I  die.  [Skjut, 
Bai.  Ye  tedious  villains,  then  the  work  is  mine. 
[///  Rajazet  ru>/s  at  Selima,  at7/6  his  f.vnrtl^  enttr  Ta- 
merlane, Axalla,  is\-.  Axalla^f/i  ^f  itv^-w  jiajazet  and 
Selima,  ivhiljt  'lamerlane  and  the  nji  drive  Bajazet 
and  the  mutct  <ffthefa2^<..'\ 
Ax.  And  am  I  come  to  fave  thee?  Oh,  my  joy  ! 

*  lie  this  the  whitelt  hour  of  all  my  lite;' 
This  one  fuccels  is  more  :han  all  my  wars. 
The  nobleft,  dcaicft  glory  of  my  fword. 

t'cl.  Alas,   Axalla  !  D^ih  has  been  around  mc  ; 
My  coward  loi.l  Ifill  tiembles  at  the  fright. 
And  leems  but  lialf  fecurc,  e'en  in  thy  arms. 

Ax.  Kc'ire,  my  fair,  and  let  me  guard  thee  forth: 
Bloid  and  t;  niultuous  ilaughter  are  about  us, 

*  And  dan. '-II  in  her  u.;Iiolt  tcirm  is  here;' 
Nor  uill  (lie  pjcalme  of  my  lierut  be  full, 

■*rill  all  my  fears  are  erided  in  thy  lafety. 

\Excivit  Axalla  and  'tiA'wwz, 
'Entcr'\^x\M:\\^nt,theprir.cc of  Tanais,  Zama,  Mirvan,  aid 
/cidiers  \    ivr/y  Bajazet,    Oiuar,   ondthcD<:r-rJepi:Joi\-7f. 
Tan:.  Mcrey  at  length  gives  up  her  j)eaceful  Icepire, 
And  Jultice  la-inly  takes  her  turn  to  govern  ; 
'Tis  a  rank  world,  and  alks  her  keenelt  Iword, 
To  cut  up  villciiiy  of  n^onltrons  growth. 
Zamr;,  take  care,  that  with  the  tarlieit  dawn  ^ 

'1  hofe  traitors  u;eet  the  fate  their  treaibn  merits! 

\_Foi.'ii:"g  to  Omar  and  :ke  Dnv:/t> 


TAMERLANE.  (<) 

For  thee,  then  ty  ant  !  [To  Baj.]  vvhofeoppreirive  violence 
H-t.s  luin'ci  ih  iie  thou  iiioiik'.'lt  pioted  at  home  ; 

*  V\  hole  '.vars,  u'hoie  flaujiiters,  wliole  afliillinations, 

*  (    hat  bafeil:  thirft  of  i)lood  !   that  iin  of  cowards  I) 

*  Whof:^  faith  fo     fren  giv'n  and  always  vio.ated, 

*  Have  been  ih'otfence  of  Heav'n  and  plague  of  earth,* 
What  p  inilhment  is  eqml  to  thy  crimes  ? 

The  doom,  thy  rage  delign'd  tor  mc,  he  thine  : 
C'losd  in  a  cage,   like  fome  deitnictive  beaft, 
I'll  have  thee  borne  about,  in  public  viev.-, 
A  great  example  of  that  riglueous  vengeance 
That  waits  on  cruelty  and  pride  like  thine. 

£<^j.   it  is  beneath  me  to  decline  my  fate  ; 
I  ftand  prepar'd  to  meet  thy  utmoil  hate  ; 
Yet  think  not,  I  will  long  t'ly  triumph  fee  : 
None  want  the  means,  when  the  foul  dares  be  free^ 
I'll  ct  rfe  thee  with  my  lall,  my  parting  breath, 
And  keep  the  courage  of  my  life  in  death  ; 
Then  boldly  venture  on  that  \vorld  unknown; 
It  cannot  ufe  me  worfe  than  this  has  done. 

[£a77  Bajazet,  ^^«ar/sV./. 

Tam.  Behold  the  vain  effecfs  of  earth-born  pride, 
That  fcorn'd  Heaven's  laws,  and  all  its  pow'r  dety'd, 
That  could  the  hand  which  forin'd  it  firft  forget. 
And  fondly  f^y,  1  made  myfelt  be  great  ! 
}3iit  jufrly  thole  above  alTert  their  Iway,  •* 

And  teach  e'en  Kings  what  homage  they  fliould  pay,    > 
Who  tiien  rule  beft,  when  mindful  to  obey.  J 

[^Exeu.nt  omncs. 


EPILOGUE. 

*J  JO  tvell  ive  fa'w  ivhat  ?uujl  ha-ve  hee>i  our  fate  y  ^ 

^Vhen  harmony  ivith  beauty  jomd^   of  late^  > 

Threa/eurl  the  ruiu  of  our  finkinc  Jjate  ;  J 

7 'I]  rot/,  fi  o>n  Kvhom  our  bcin-^  ive  recei've^ 
Jn  pity  bid  your  onun  creation  h've : 
tVith  movin.^  founds  yju  kindly  dreu>  the  fair ^ 
j4najix\l^   O'ur  more,   t/>atjqinin^  circle  here: 
The  iyre you  hri»g  it  half  Ap-dio*s  praife  ; 
Be  ctivi  the  tnjk  to  ivin  and  iK'ear  his  bays. 
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Thin  houfti  ivere  btfoe  fo  frequent  to  usy 

IVe  nvantt'd  not  a  projci'-}  to  undo  ui ; 

Wc  ftldom  jaiu your  honours^    hut  ly  (hancty 

u4$  fume  folks  meet  their  friitids  of  Spain  and  Franct : 

*Jiva5t)erfe  decayed,  or  politics  impro^'^d, 

7 hat  had  rftran^ '</  ynu  thus  from  t'.hatyou  lo^jd, 

^ime  <was^  ivhen  huly  faces  zvere  a  ;V/?, 

When  I'jit  and pleafure  '■.vtrt  in  mofl  requcft  ; 

When  chearful  theatres  with  croixjds  ivcre  graced  \ 

But  thofe  good  days  of  poetry  are  pafl  ; 

l^o^Mfour  reformers  in  an  empty  pit. 

With  table-bocksy  as  at  a  tenure,  ft. 

To  take  notes,  and  give  evidtnce  ^gai'fi  iv//. 

^hoje  ivho  ive>e  once  our  friends,  employ'' d  clfev^hert^ 

Are  bufy  noiv  in  fettling  peace  and  -ivar : 

IFith  careful  broivs,  at  Tom's  and  M'iii^s  they  meetly 

And  ajk  ivho  did  elc^ions  lofe  or  get      ■  ■■    ■ 

Our  friend  has  lojl  it  Faith  Van:  forty  for^t^ 

Hcs  a  good  >rtan,  and  ne'er  I'.'asfor  the  court  l 

He  to  no  go^jemment  iviU  fue  for  grace^ 

By  meant  of  merit  fafe  againjl  a  place. 

By  fpite  a  patriot  ?nade,  andf^iuorn  /'  oppofe 

All  ivho  art  upper m<fl,  as  England's  foes: 

Let  ivh.'g  or  to'y,  an\fide  pre-vail, 

Still ' tls  his  cotijlant  pni'lhge  to  ra<l. 

Another,  that  the  tax  and  ivar  may  ceafe. 

Talks' pf  the  duke  of  Ayous  righ',  and  peace: 

And,  from  Spain  s  ivife  example,    is  f>r  taking 

A  viceroy  of  the  mighty  monarch* s  making  ; 

iVho  fjoiilA  all  rights  and  liberties  maintain. 

And  Englifli  laws  ly  learnd  dragoons  explain. 

Come  leave  thefe  politics,  and  foll-iv  Kvit ', 
Here,   uncontroWd'you  may  in  judgement  ft  j 
We'll  never  differ  nvith  a  crovudea  pit : 
fPe'/l  take  you  all,  e*e»  on  your  cwn  conditions. 
Think  you  great  men,  and  ':vond*rous  p.liticiansj 
And  f you  fight  the  offers  which  v:e  tnake  you. 
No  Bientioid  princcj  lijiH  fir fiatejmen  iakeyott* 
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HER    GRACE     THE 

DUCHESS   of  MONTAGUE. 

MADAM, 

'"f'^HIS  Tragedy,  which  I  do  myfelf  the 
X  honour  to  dedicate  to  your  Grace,  is 
formed  upon  an  original  which  pafTes  for  the 
moft  hniflied  piece,  in  this  kind  of  writing, 
that  has  ever  been  produced  in  the  French 
language.  The  principal  aftion  and  main 
diftrefs  of  the  play,  is  of  fuch  a  nature,  as 
feeras  more  immediately  to  claim  the  patron- 
age of  a  lady  ;  and  when  I  confider  the 
great  and  fliining  charaflers  of  antiquity  that 
are  celebrated  in  it,  I  am  naturally  dire6ied 
to  infcribe  it  to  a  perfon,  whofe  illuftrious 
father  has,  by  a  long  feries  of  glorious  ac- 
tions, (for  the  fervice  of  his  country,  and  in 
defence  of  the  liberties  o^  Europe)  not  only 
furpalled  the  generals  of  his  own  time,  but 
equalled  the  greatell  heroes  of  former  ages. 
The  name  of  Hector  could  not  be  more  ter- 
A  2  riblc 
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liblc  to  the  Greeks,  tlian  that  of  tlic   Duke 
of  Marlborough  has  been  to  the  French. 

The  refined  tafle  you  are  known  to  have 
in  all  cnterPdinrnents  for  the  diverfion  of  the 
public,  and  the  peculiar  life  and  ornament 
your  prcfence  gives  to  all  affemblies,  was  no 
fmall  motive  to  determine  me  in  the  choice 
of  my  patronefs.  The  charms  that  fliinc 
out  in  the  perfon  of  your  Grace,  may  con- 
vince ever)'  one,  that  there  is  nothing  un- 
natural in  the  power  which  is  afcribed  to 
the  beauty  of  Andromache. 

The  ftri6l;  regard  I  have  had  to  decency 
and  good  manners  throughout  this  work,  is 
tlie  grcatcft  merit  I  pretend  to  plead  in  fa- 
vour of  my  prcfumption  ;  and  is,  I  am  fen- 
lible,  the  only  argument  that  can  recom- 
Uicnd  it  molt  effectually  to  )-our  protcc- 
lion. 

I  am,,  with  the  grcatcft,  refpe61, 

M  AD  AM, 

Your  Grace's  inojl  humble, 
And  mojl  obedient  fervant, 

AMB.  PHILIPS. 


[      V      ] 


PREFACE. 


IN  all  the  -vvorks  of  genius  and  invention,  whether  in 
vcrfe  or  profe,  there  arc,  in  general,  but  three  ninn- 
ners  of  Ityle ;  the  one  fublime,  and  full  of  majefty;  the 
ether,  fimple,  iiatisral,  and  eafv  ;  and  the  third,  fweliuig, 
forced,  and  unnatural.  An  injudicious  affedtation  and 
fublimity,  is  what  has  betrayed  a  great  many  authors  into 
the  latter;  not  confidering  tl*at  real  greatncfs  in  writing, 
as  well  as  in  manners,  confifts  in  an  unaffefted  fimplicity. 
The  true  fublime  does  not  lie  in  drained  metaphors  and 
the  pomp  of  words,  but  rifes  out  of  noble  fentiuients  and 
ftrong  images  of  nature;  which  will  always  appear  the 
more  confpicuous,  when  the  language  does  not  fwcll  to 
hide  and  overfhadow  them. 

Thefeare  the  coniideration  j  that  ha\  e  induced  me  to  write 
tlris  Tragedy  in  a  ftvle  very  different  from  Vvhat  has  been 
ufually  praCtifed  among  us  in  poems  of  this  nature.  1  have 
had  the  advantage  to  copy  after  a  verv  great  matter,  whofe 
writings  are  defen-edly  admired  in  all  parts  of  Europe,  ani 
whofe  excellencies  are  too  well  known  to  the  men  of  let- 
ters in  this  nation,  to  ftand  in  need  of  any  farther  difco- 
very  of  them  here.  If  I  have  been  able  to  keep  up  to  the 
beauties  of  Monfieur  Racine,  in  my  attempts,  and  to  do 
him  no  prejudice  in  the  liberties  I  have  taken  frequently 
to  vary  from  fo  great  a  poet,  I  fhall  have  no  reafon  to  be 
diifatisfied  with  the  labour  it  has  coit  me  to  bring  the* 
completely  of  his  works  upon  the  Englijh  ftage. 

I  ihall  trouble  my  reader  no  farther,  tlian  to  give  him 
fome  Hiort  hints  relating  to  this  plav,  from  the  preface  of 
ih&Freiich  author.  The  following  lines  of /"V/-^// mark  out 
the  fccne,  the  aftion,  and  the  our  principal  aftors  in 
this  Tragedy,  together  with  their  diftinfl  charaders  ;  ex- 
cepting that  of  Hermionet  whofe  rage  and  jealoufy  is  fuf» 
ficiently  painted  in  the  Andromacke  of  Euripides. 
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Littoraiue  Epiri  h^imiis,  portuqtie  fubimiis 
Chaonio.  et  cclj'am  Butbroti  ajcttidimus  urbem— 
So!cmi:cs  cum  forte  dopes,  cl  trijfia  dona 
Libabat  cincri  Andromache,  7nanefque  njocabat 
Htcloreum  ad  tumulum,  'v'lridi quern  cejp'ile  inanefttt 
Et  geminas,  caujam  locrymh,  facravc-rat  Aras-— 
Dcjccit  rjultum,  et  dcmijpi  i-oce  hcuta  rjl  : 
O  fcli.x  una  cute  alias  Priamcia  'virgo, 
HyVilcm  nd  tumulum,  ^roja:  fub  v:anibus  alt  is 
yujfa  tnori !  qu<c  fortitus  non  pcrtultt  ullos, 
Nee  'vicioris  hcri  tetigit  capliva  cubile. 
Nos  patria  incenfa,  difcrja  per  ,rquora  fe^!ce, 
iStirpis  Acljillci^  f"J^t'^>  jwvcnemque  fuperbum, 
'Ser-'vitio  tnixec  tulimus,  qui  deinde  fecutus 
Ledanm  Hermioncm,  Laced<.emonifque  HjmcnaiS-'-' 
Aj}  ilium,  ercpt<£  iuagno  inflammatus  amore 
CoJ.'jugis,  et  fcelcrim  furiis  aoitntus  Orfjies 
Excipit  incauium  patriajque  obtruncat  ad  aras. 

ViRG.  >En.  Lib. lii. 

The  great  concern  of  Andromache,  in  the  Greek  poet,  is 
fnt  the  life  of  Mohjfi.s,  a  fon  flie  had  by  Pjrrhus.  But  it 
ir.  more  conformable  to  the  general  notion  we  form  of  that 
princefs,  at  this  great  diftance  of  time,  to  rcprefent  her 
2"^  the  difconfolatc  widow  oi HcSor,  and  to  fuppofe  hor 
The  mother  only  of  Ajijanax.  Confidcrcd  in  thjs  light, 
no  doubt,  Ihc  moves  our  compafilon  much  more  effectu- 
ally, than  fne  could  be  imagined  to  do  in  any  diftrefs  for 
a  fon  by  a  fccondliufband. 

In  order  to  bring  about  this  beautiful  incident,  fo  nc- 
f  eilary  to  heigliten  in  Andromache  the  character  of  a  tender 
mother,  an  affectionate  wife,  and  a  widow  full  of  vene- 
ration for  ihe  memory  of  her  doceafcd  hulband,  the  life 
cf  Afy<n:!x  is  indeed  a  litde  prolonged  beyond  the  term 
li:<ed  to  it  by  the  general  confcnt  of  the  ancient  authors. 
But  fo  long  as  there  is  nothing  improbable  in  the  fuppo- 
.fition,  a  judicious  critic  will  always  be  pleafed  when  he 
frnds  a  matter  of  fadt  (efpecially  fo  far  romoved  in  the 
dark  and  fabulous  ages)  faliified,  for  the  craUeiiilhment 
of  a  whole  poem. 

FRO. 
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CIKCE  fancy  by  it/elf  is  loofe  and  'vain. 

The  -joife  by  rules  that  airy  pe'wer  rejirain  : 
They  think  thofe  nvriters  mad,  nvho  at  their  eafe 
Con'vey  this  houfe  and  aiidievce  -uhere  they  pleaft  ,* 
Who  fmliire's  jiated  diJJafices  cofifound. 
And  make  this /pot  all  foils  the  fun  goes  round : 
'Tis  nothing,  luhen  a  faKcied  fcene's  in  'vieiv. 
To  Jhp  from  Covent-Garden  to  Peru. 

Brit  ^■iiY^^^^fsx^' s  felftranfgreji  ;  ajid /hall  each  elf. 
Each  pygmy  genius,  ^note  great  Shakfpeare'^  /^//'~/ 
What  critic  dares  pre/cribe  i-jhat" s  jufi.  and  /it. 
Or  mark^ut  limits  for /uch  boundle/s  ivit  ! 
Shakfpeare  could  tra'vel  thyj'  earth,  fea,  and  air y 
And  paint  out  all  the  po^juers  and  nxonders  there  % 
In  barren  de/erts  he  makes  nature  /mile. 
And  gi-ves  us  fea/ls  in  his  enchanted  i/le. 
Our  author  does  his  'feeble  force  confefs, 
hor  dares  pretend  /uch  ?nerit  to  tran/gre/s  ; 
Does  72ot  /uch /Ijining  gi/ts  of  ge7!ius/hare. 
And  there/ore  makes  prcpricty  his  care. 
Your  treat  avith  /tidied  decency  he  /eri-es  ; 
Not  only  rules  of  time  and  place  pre/er'jes. 
But  /rives  to  keep  his  character  ititire, 
W2thYxtnc\v  corredne/s,  a?id  iicith  Britiih /f?/. 

This  piece,  pre/entcd  in  a  foreign  fingue. 
When  France  ^mos  glorious,  and  her  mjnarchyoung. 
An  hundred  times  a  croivded  audience  dreiv. 
An  hundred  times  repeated,  /fill  Tuas  nevj. 

Pyrrhus,  pron;ok  d,  to  no  ivild  rants  betray' d, 
Re/ents  his  generous  lo~ce  fo  ill  repaid ; 
Hoes  like  a  man  re/ent,  a  prince  upbraid. 
His  /entiments  d/cLfe  a  royal  ?nind. 
Nor  is  he  knoijun  a  king  from  guards  behind. 

hijur'd  Hermione  demands  relief. 
But  not  from  heavy  narrati-^s  of  grief: 
In  con/cious  maje/iy  her  pride  is  /he-j.-n  ; 
Born  to  avenge  her  vorongs,  but  not  bemioan, 

Andromache If  in  our  author's  lines. 

As  in  the  great  original  /he  /lines , 
Nothing  bjit  from  barbarity  /he  fears  ; 
Attend  wilhjileace,  you'll  applaud  uJiih  tears. 


w 

OS  w  .  .•         ^  .  ^ 

c       c     .•     u:  C  "-t     </?    «42    i^  .-^^ 


y-     ^    .•    2 


:^^ 


n;     Q 


o 


U:     h    v:     U   ^    M 


,a    <; 


s  2° 


ti 


^1    N    §  J 

'^    ^        o   c        o  '^ 

fe     o  c   c.   ,       "^  Z 

H^    >.  -4;  '^  [jj 

TJ    g    *->   o  .£    2  K 

-?      a-5      8 


THE 

TtlSTREST  MOTHER. 

ACT        I. 

£///t'r  Oreftes,  Pylades,  and  Attendants. 

Ore/.    /'\  Pjladc'i  f  what's  life  without  a  friend  ! 

V^  At  fight  of  thee  my  gloomy  foul  cheers  up. 
My  hopes  re\  ive,  and  gladnefs  dawns  within  me. 
After  an  abfence  of  fix  tedious  moons. 
How  could  I  hope  to  find  my  Pylades, 
My  jov,  my  comfort!  on  this  fatal  l"hore! 
Even  in  the  court  of  Pyrrhus?  in  thefe  realms, 
Thefe  hated  realms,  fo  crofs  to  all  my  wifhes. 
O,  my  brave  friend  !  may  no  blind  firoke  of  fate 
Divide  us  more,  and  tear  me  from  mvfclf. 

Pyl.  O-prince !  O  my  0;v/?.-/  /  O  my  friend  !— 
Thus  let  me  fpeak  the  welcome  of  my  heart  \Emhracing, 
Since  1  have  gain'd  this  uncxpedcd  meeting, 
Bleit  be  the  powers  that  barr'd  my  way  to  Greece^ 
And  kept  me  here  !  ever  fince  the  unhappy  day 
When  warring  winds  [Epirus  full  in  view] 
Sunder'd  our  barks  on  the  loud  itormy  main. 

Ore/.  It  was,  indeed,  a  morning  full  of  horror ! 

Pyl,  A  tlioufand  boding  cares  have  rack'd  ray  fouj 
In  your  behalf.     Often,  with  tears,  I  mourn'd 
The  fatal  ills,  to  which  your  life's  involv'd  ; 
And  grudg'd  you  dangers  which  I  could  not  (hare. 
I  fear'd  to  what  extremities  the  black  defpair 
That  prey'd  upon  your  mind,  might  have  betray 'd  you. 
And  left  the  Gods,  in  pity  to  your  woes. 
Should  hear  your  pray'rs,  and  take  the  life  youloath'd. 

But  now  with  joy  I  fee  you ! — The  retinue. 

And  numerous  followers  that  furround  you  here, 
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Speak  better  fortunes,  and  a  mind  difpos'd 
To  rclilli  life. 

Oref.  Alas !    my  friend,  w  ho  knows 
The  delliny,  to  which' I  ftand  rcfcrv'd  ! 
I  come  in  fcarch  ol  an  inhuman  fair  ; 
And  live  or  die,  as  fiie  decrees  mv  fate. 

Pjl.  You  much  furprife  me,  prince  ! — I  thought  you 
cur'd 
Of  your  unpity'd,  unfuccefsful  paflion. 
Why,  in  Epirus,  fhould  you  hope  to  find 
llermhjic  lefs  cruel,  tlian  at  Hparla? 
I  thought  her  pride,  and  the  difdainful  manner 
In  v^hich  (he  treated  all  yourconilant  fufterings, 
Had  broke  your  fetters,  and  alVur'd  your  freedom  : 
Afham'd  of  your  repulfe,  and  flighted  vows, 
You  hated  her;  you  talk'd  of  her  no  more  : 
Prince,  you  deceived  mc. 

Oref.  I  deceiv'd  rayfilf. 
Do  nor  upbraid  the  unhappy  man  that  loves  thee. 
Thou  know 'ft  I  ne\'er  hid  my  pafiion  from  thee ; 
Thou  fawTt  it,  in  its  biith,  and  in  its  progrefs; 
And  u  hen,  at  laft,  the  hoary  King,  her  father, 
Grt^tMeru'lcus,  gave  away  his  daughter. 
His  lovely  daughter,  to  the  happy  Pjrrhiis, 
Th'  avenger  of  his  wrongs,  thou  faw'ft  my  grief. 
My  torture,  mv  defpair ;  '  and  how  I  dragg'd, 
'  From,  fea  to  fca,  a  heavy  chain  of  woes.' 

0  Pylades!  m.y  heart  has  bled  within  me. 
To  fee  thee,  prcft  \\ith  forrows  not  thy  own. 
Still  wand'ring  with  me,  like  a  baniili'd  man. 
Watchful,  and  anxious  for  thy  wretched  friend. 
To  temper  the  wild  tranfportsof  my  mind. 
And  fa'.e  me  from  myfelh 

P;7.  Why  thus  unkind  } 
Why  will  you  envy  me  the  plcafmg  tafk 
Of  generous  love,  and  fympath'zing  friendflup  ? 

Oref.  Thou  miracle  of  truth  ! — But  hear  me  on. 
When  in  tl',e  midfl:  of  my  difaftrous  fate, 

1  thought  how  the  divine  Ihrmioiw., 

Deaf  to  the  vows,  regardlefs  of  my  plaints. 
Cave  up  hcrfclf,  and  all  her  charms,  to  Pvnhus ; 

ThoH 
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Tiiou  may'ft  remember,  I  abhorr'd  her  name. 
Strove  to  forget  her,  and  repay  her  fcorn. 
I  made  my  friends,  and  even  rayfelf,  believe 
M}'  foul  was  freed.     Alas !  I  did  not  fee. 
That  all  the  malice  of  m^•  heart  was  love. 
Triumphing  thus,  and  yet  a  captive  ftill. 
In  Greece  I  landed,  and  in  Greece  I  found 
The  aifembled  princes  all  alarm 'd  with  fears. 
In  which  their  common  fafety  feem'd  concern 'd, 
I  join'd  them  :  for  I  hop'd  that  war  and  glorv 
Might  fill  my  mind,  and  take  up  all  mv  thoughts; 
And  that  my  Ibatter'd  foul,  impair'd  with  grief. 
Once  more  would  reaffume  its  wonted  vigour. 
And  every  idle  paffion  quit  m.y  breaft. 

Pjl.  The  thought  was  worthy  Agamemnon  %  fon: 

Oref.  But  fee  the  ftrange  perverfenefs  of  my  liars. 
Which  throws  me  on  the  rock  I  llrove  to  fhun ! 
The  jealous  chiefs,  and  all  the  ftates  of  Greece, 
With  one  united  voice  complain  of  Pyrrhus  ,• 
That  now,  forgetful  of  the  promife  giv'n. 
And  mindlefs  of  his  godlike  father's  fate, 
Ajiyaiiax  he  nurfes  in  his  court; 
Ajiyanax,  the  young,  furvivir.g  hope 
Of  ruin'd  Troy  ,•  Aiiyannx,  defcended 
From  a  long  race  of  kings — great  He^or's  fon. 

Pyl.  A  name  ftill  dreadful  in  the  ears  of  Greece/ 
But,  prince,  you'll  ceafe  to  wonder,  why  the  child 
Lives  thus  protcifted  in  the  court  of  Pprhus, 
When  you  fhall  hear,  the  bright  Andromache, 
His  lovely  captive,  charms  him  from  his  pui-pofe: 
The  mother's  beauty  guards  the  helplefsfon. 

Ore/.  Your  tale  confirms  what  I  have  heard  ;  and  hencs 
Spring  all  m.y  hopes.     Since  my  proud  rival  wooca 
Another  partner  to  his  throne  and  bed, 
Hermio.ne  mdx  ftill  be  mine.     Her  father. 
The  injur'd  Meuslans,  thinks  already 
His  daughter  fiighted,  and  th'  intended  nuptials 
Too  long  delay  d.     1  heard  his  loud  complaints 
With  fecret  pleafure  ;  and  was  glad  to  find 
Th"  ungrateful  maid  neglected  in  her  turn. 
And  all  my  wrongs  aveng'd  in  herdifgracc. 
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Fjl.  Oh,  mr>y  you  keep  your  juft  refcntments  warm! 

Orr/.   Refcntments !  O  my  friend,  too  foon  I  found 
Thc\-  grew  not  out  of  liatred.     I  am  betray 'd  ; 
I  pra.iife  on  myfcif,  and  fondly  plot 
Ivly  'nin  undoing.     Goaded  on  by  love, 
I  canvafs'd  all  the  fufFragcs  of  CrnrcV,- 
And  here  I  come,  their  fworn  ambaflador. 
To  fpeak  their  jenl'^ufics,  and  claim  this  boy. 

J'jl.  P)r/7'//i  will  treat  your  embafl'y  with  fcorn, 
Full  of  Achilles,  his  redoubted  fire  ; 
Tyrrhus  is  proud,  impetuous,  headftrong,  fierce  ; 
Made  up  of  pafllons:  will  he  then  be  fway'd. 
And  give  to  death  the  fon  of  her  he  loves  ? 

Ortf.  Oh,  would  lie  render  up  Htrmiofie, 
And  keep  Ajiyvax,  I  fhould  be  bl-.  It ! 
He  muft  ;  he  fhall :  llcrmiotie  is  my  life. 

My  foul,  my  rapture! I'll  no  longer  curb 

The  ftrong  defire  that  hurries  me  to  madnefs : 
I'll  give  a  loofc  to  love  ;  I'll  bear  her  hence  ; 

I'll  tear  her  from  his  arms ;  I'll O,  ye  Gods  ! 

Give  me  Hennhnc,  or  let  me  die ! — 

35ut  tell  me,  Pjladts,  how  ftand  my  hopes  ? 

Is  Pjrrhi'j  iHll  cnamour'd  with  her  charms  ? 

<.)r  doft  thou  think  he'll  yield  me  up  the  prize. 

The  dear,  dear  prize,  which  h.e  has  raviih'd  from  me.' 

I'jl.   1  dare  rot  flatter  your  fond  hopes  fo  far; 
The  King,  indeed,  cold  to  the  Sparian  Fiinccfs, 
Turns  all  his  paflicn  to  Andromache, 
lienor's  afflided  widow.     But  in  vain. 
With  interwoven  love  and  rage,  he  fues 
The  charming  captive,  obltinately  cruel. 
Oi't  he  alarms  her  for  her  child,  confin'd 
Apart ;  and  when  her  tears  begin  to  flow. 
As  foon  he  flops  them,  and  recals  his  threats, 
llcrmiouc  a  thoufand  times  has  feen 
His  ill-requited  vows  return  to  her  : 
And  takes  his  indignation  all  for  love. 
What  can  be  gatherd  from  a  man  fo  various  ? 
He  may,  in  the  diforder  of  his  foul. 
Wed  her  he  hates,  and  punifli  her  he  lo'.  cs. 

Ore/. 
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Orcf.  But  tell  me,  how  the  wrong'd  Hermione 
Brooks  her  flow  nuptials,  and  diflionour'd  charms  ? 

Pyl.  Hcrmmtc  would  fain  be  thoHght  to  fcorn 
Her  wavering  lover,  and  difdain  his  iailhood ; 
But,  fpite  of  all  her  pride  and  confcious  beauty. 
She  mourns  in  fecret  her  neglefted  charms. 
And  oft  has  made  me  privy  to  her  tears ; 
Still  threatens  to  be  gone,  yet  ftill  fhe  ilavs. 
And  fometimes  fighs,  and  wifhes  for  Oreffes. 

Ore/.  Ah,  were  thofe  wifliesfrom  her  heart,  my  friend, 
I'd  fly  in  tranfport \_FIuiiriJh  nuithin-, 

Fyl.  Hear! The  King  approaches 

To  gi\e  you  audience.     Speak  your  embalTy 
Without  referve  :  urge  the  demands  of  Greece  ; 
And  in  the  name  of  all  her  kings,  require 
That  Hedor's  fon  be  given  into  your  hands. 
PjrrLms,  infteadof  granting  what  they  a(k. 
To  fpeed  his  love,  and  win  the  Trojan  dame. 
Will  make  it  merit  to  preferve  her  fon. 
But,  fee  :  he  comes  ! 

Ore/.  Meanwhile,  my  Pjlades, 
Go,  and  difpofe  Hermione  to  fee 
Her  lover,  who  is  come  thus  far,  to  throw 
Himfelf,  in  all  his  forrows,  at  her  feet.       [^Exit  Pylades. 

Enter  Pyrrhus,  Phoenix,  and  Attendants, 
Before  I  fpeak  the  meflage  of  the  Greeks, 
Permit  me,  fir,  to  glory  in  the  title 
Of  their  ambaffador ;  fince  I  behold 
Troy?,  \  anquifher,  and  great  Achilles'  fon. 
Nor  does  the  fon  rife  fhort  of  fuch  a  father : 
If  He6lor  fell  by  him,  Troy  fell  by  you. 
But  what  your  father  never  would  have  done. 
You  do.     You  cherifh  the  remains  of  Troy  ; 
And,  by  an  ill-tim'd  pityo  keep  alive 
The  dying  embers  of  a  ten  year's  war. 
Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  mighty  Hellor? 
The  Greeks  remember  his  high  brandifh'd  fword. 
That  fiU'd  their  ftate  with  widows  and  with  orphans ; 
For  which  thev  call  for  vengeance  on  his  fon. 
Who  knows  what  he  may  one  day  prove  ?    Who  knows 

But 
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But  he  may  br.ive  us  in  our  port?,  and,  fiU'd 
With  Hitfrj/a  fury,  fct  our  fleet?  on  blaze  ? 
You  may,  yourfclf,  live  to  repent  your  mercy. 
Complv,  then,  with  the  Gnr/Vz/zi'  jult  demands; 
Satiate  their  vengeance,  and  preferve  yourfelf. 

Fjr.  The  Greeks  arc  for  m}'  fafety  more  concern *d 
Than  I  defire.     I  thought  your  kings  were  met 
On  morr  important  counfel.     When  I  heard 
The  name  of  their  anibaiTador,  1  hop'd 
Some  glorious  enterprizc  was  taking  birth. 
Is  Aga/f.eminn'i  Ton  difpatch'd  for  this  ? 
And  do  the  Grecian  chiefs,  ronown'd  in  war, 
A  race  of  heroes,  join  in  clofe  debate. 
To  plot  an  infants  death  ? — What  right  has  Grcae 
To  ad;  his  life?    Muit  1,  mult  I  alone. 
Of  all  her  fcepter'd  warriors,  be  deny'd 
'I'o  treat  my  captive  as  I  pleafc  ?     Know,  prince. 
When  Trey  lav  fmoking  on  the  ground,  and  each 
Proud  victor  fliar'd  the  harveit  of  the  war, 
Andromache,  and  this  her  fon  were  mine  ; 
Were  mine  by  lot.  And  who  fhall  vvreft  them  from  me  ? 
Uhjf.s  bore  away  old  Priam's  queen  ; 
Cdjfavdrn  was  your  own  great  father's  prize  : 
Did  I  concern  myfelf  in  what  they  won  ? 
j)id  1  fend  embafiics  to  claim  their  captives  ? 

Ore/.  But,  fir,  we  fear  for  you,  and  for  ourfelves.  ■ 
Troy  may  again  revive,  and  anew  He8or 
Rife  in  Aflyanax.     Then  think  betimes 

Pjr.  Let  dallard  fouls  be  timoroufly  wife  : 
But  tell  them,  Pyrrhui  knows  not  how  to  form 
Far  fancy 'd  ills,  and  dangers  out  of  fight. 

Oref.  Sir,  call  to  mind  the  unrivall'd  ftrength  of  Troy, 
Her  walls,  he  bulwarks,  and  her  gates  of  brafs ; 
Her  kings,  her  heroes,  and  embattled  armies! 

Pyr.   I  call  them  all  to  mind  ;  and  fee  them  all 
Confus'd  in  duft;  all  mixt  in  one  wide  ruin; 
All  but  a  child,  and  he  in  bondage  held. 
What  vengeance  can  we  fear  from  fiich  a  Troy  ? 
If  they  ha\  e  fworn  to  cxtinguiih  HeSlor\  race. 
Why  was  their  vow  for  twei.e  long  months  dcferr'd  ? 
Whv  was  he  not  in  Priam  %  bofom  Jlain  ? 

He 
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He  fhould  have  fall'n  among  the  flaughter'd  heaps, 
Whelm'd  under  Trcj.     His  death  had  then  been  juft, 

*  \\  hen  age  and  infancy,  ahke  in  vain, 

*  Pleaded  their  weaknefs ;  when  the  heat  of  conqucil, 

*  And  horrors  of  the  fight,  rouz'd  all  our  rage, 

*  And  blindly  hurry 'd  us  thro'  fcenes  of  death.' 
My  fury  then  was  v.ithout  bounds ;  but  now, 
My  wrath  appeas'd,  muft  I  be  cruel  itill  ? 
And,  deaf  to  all  the  tender  calls  of  pity. 

Like  a  cool  murderer,  bathe  my  hands  in  blood  ? 
An  infant's  blood  ? — No,  prince — Go,  bid  the  Graks 
Mark  out  fome  other  viclim  ;  my  revenge 
Has  had  its  fill.     What  has  efcap'd  from  Troy 
Shall  not  be  fav'd  to  periili  in  Epirus. 

Onf.  I  need  not  tell  you,  fir,  Afyanax 
Was  doom'd  to  death  in  Tr.y ;  nor  mention  how 
The  crafty  mother  fav'd  her  darling  fon. 
The  Greeks  do  now  but  urge  their  former  fentence : 
Nor  is't  the  boy,  but  Hector  they  purfue  ; 
The  father  draws  their  vengeance  on  the  fon — 
The  father,  who  fo  oft  in  Greciati  blood 
Has  drench'd  his  fword — the  father,  whom,  the  Greeks 
May  feek  e'en  here Prevent  them,  fir,  in  time. 

Pjr.   No !  let  them  come  ;  iince  I  was  born  to  wage 
Eternal  wars.     Let  them  now  turn  their  arms 
On  him  whoconquer'd  for  them.     Let  them  come. 
And  in  Epirus  feek  another  Troj. 
'Twas  thus  they  recompenc'd  my  godlike  fire ; 
Thus  was  JckiUes  thank'd.     But,  prince,  remember. 
Their  black  ingratitude  then  coll  them  dear. 

Ore/.  Shall  Greece  then  find  a  rebel  fon  in  Pyrrhus  ? 

Pyr,  Have  I  then  conquer'd  to  depend  on  Greece  P 

Ore/.  Hermione  will  fvvay  your  foul  to  peace, 
And  mediate  'twixt  her  father  and  yourfelf. 
Her  beauty  will  enforce  m}"  embaiTy. 

Pyr.  Hermio7!e  may  ha'/e  her  charms,  and  I 
May  love  her  ftill,  tho'  not  her  father's  Have. 
I  may,  in  time,  give  proofs  that  I'm  a  lover. 
But  never  muft  forget  that  I'm  a  king. 
Meanwhile,  fir,  you  may  fee  fair  H.'!t7i'%  daughter: 
i  know  how  near  in  blood  you  ftand  ally'd. 

That 
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That  done,  you  have  my  anfvvcr,  prince.    The  Greeks, 
No  doubt,  cxpcdt  your  quick  return. 

[Excitut  Orefles,  end  Attendenit, 

Phan.  Sir,  do  you  fend  your  rival  to  the  priiicefs  ? 

Pxr.  I  am  told  that  he  has  lov'd  her  long. 

Hcen.  If  fo. 
Have  you  not  caufc  to  fear  the  fmother'd  flame 
May  kindle  at  her  fight,  and  blaze  a-ne\v  ; 
And  fhe  be  wrought  to  liften  to  hi*  pafllon  ? 

Pjr.  Ay,  let  them,  Ph-jenix,  let  tliem  love  their  fill  f 
Le  them  go  hence  ;  let  them  depart  together  : 
Together  let  them  fail  for  Spartn ;  all  mv  ports 
Are  open  to  them  both.     From  what  conrtraint. 
What  irkfomc  thoiights,  fhould  I  then  be  rcliev'd  I 

Pha-n.   But,  fir 

Pyr.  I  fhall  another  time,  good  Pkaefiix, 
Unbofom  to  thee  all  my  thoughts — For,  fee, 
Atulrornache  appears.  \Exit  Phccnix, 

Enter  Andromache,  /7»^Cephifa. 
May  I,  madam. 

Flatter  my  hopes  fo  far  as  to  believe 
You  come  to  feek  me  here  ? 

Andr.  Tliis  way,  fir,  leads 
To  thofe  apartments  where  you  guard  my  fon. 
Since  you  permit  me,  once  a-day,  to  vifit 
All  I  have  left  of  Hccior  and  of  Tny, 
I  go  to  weep  a  few  fad  moments  u  ith  him, 
1  have  not  yet  to-day  cmbrac'd  my  child  ; 
I  have  not  held  him  in  my  wido-.v'd  arms. 

Pyr,  Ah,  madam  !  fliould  the  tlircats  of  Grace  prevail,. 
You'll  have  occafion  for  your  tears,  indeed! 

Andr.  Alas !  what  threats  ?  What  can  alarm  the  Greeks? 
There  are  no  Trojans  left. 

Pyr.  Their  hate  to  IL-^or 
Can  never  die  :  the  terror  of  his  name 
Still  fhakes  their  fouls,  and  makes  them  dread  his  fon, 

Andr.  A  mighty  honour  for  viftorious  Greece, 
To  fear  an  infant,  a  poor  friendlefs  child  ! 
Who  fmiles  in  bondage,  nor  yet  knows  hi.mfelf 
The  fon  0^  ILJior,  and  the  Have  oi  Pyrrkus. 
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Pjr.  Weak  as  he  is,  the  Greeks  demand  his  life. 
And  fend  no  lefs  than  Agamemfiofis  fon 
To  fetch  him  hence. 

Att/ir.  And,  fir,  do  you  comply 

With  fuch  demands ! This  blow  is  aim'd  at  me. 

How  fhould  the  child  avenge  his  flaug;hter'd  fire  ? 

Put,  cruel  men  !  thev  will  not  have  him  live 

To  cheer  my  heavy  heart,  and  eafe  my  bonds. 

I  promis'd  to  myfelf  in  hLm  a  fon. 

In  him  a  friend,  a  hufband,  and  a  father. 

But  I  muft  futFer  forrow  heap'd  on  forrow. 

And  ftill  the  fatal  ftroke  muft  come  from  you. 

Pyr.  Dry  up  thofe  tears ;  I  muft  not  fee  you  weep ; 
And  know,  I  have  rejected  their  demands. 
The  Greeks  already  threaten  me  with  war  ; 
But,  fhould  they  arm,  as  once  thev  did,  for  Helen, 
And  hide  the  Adriatic  with  their  fleets ; 
Should  they  prepare  a  fecond  ten-years  fiege. 
And  lay  my  towers  and  palaces  in  duft ; 
1  am  determined  to  defend  your  fon. 
And  rather  die  myfelf  than  give  him  up. 
But,  madam,  in  the  midft  of  all  thefe  dangers. 
Will  you  refufe  me  a  propitious  fmile  ? 
Hated  of  Greece,  and  preft  on  every  fide. 
Let  me  not,  madam,  while  I  fight  your  caufe. 
Let  me  not  combat  with  your  cruelties. 
And  count  Audromach  ■  amongft  my  foes. 

Audr.  Confider,  fir,  how  this  will  found  in  Greece! 
How  can  fo  great  a  foul  betray  fuch  weaknefs  ? 
Let  not  men  fav,  fo  generous  a  defign 
Was  but  the  tranfport  of  a  heart  in  love. 

Pjr.  Your  cliarms  v/ill  juftify  me  to  the  world. 

Aiidr.  How  can  Andromache,  a  captive  q'jeen, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  grief,  a  burden  to  herfelt. 
Harbour  a  thought  of  love  ?     Alas !  what  charms 
Have  thefe  unhappy  eyes,  by  you  condemn'd 

To  weep  for  ever. Talk  of  it  no  more. 

To  reverence  the  misfortunes  of  a  foe  ; 
To  fuccour  the  diftreft  ;  to  give  the  fon 
To  an  afflifted mother;  to  repel 
Confederate  nations,  leagu'd  againft  his  life ; 

Unbrib'b 
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tnbrib'd  by  love,  untcrrify'd  by  threats. 
To  pity,  to  proted  him  :  thofc  are  cares, 
Thcfe  are  exploits  worthy  A:hill,-s's  fon. 

Pyr.  Will  your  refeniment5,  then,  endure  for  ever! 

Mult  Pyrrhiis  never  be  forgiven  ? 'Tis  true, 

M)-  fvv'ord  has  often  rcekd  in  Phi\^'utn  blood, 
And  carry 'd  havoc  thro'  your  royal  kindred  ; 
Rut  you,  fair  princef^,  amply  have  aveng'd 
Old  Piiii!?i\  vanquidi'd  houfe  :  and  all  the  woes 
I  brought  on  them,  fall  Ihort  of  what  1  fuffer. 
Wc  both  have  futfcr'd  in  our  turns,  and  now 
Our  common  foes  iliall  teach  us  to  unite. 

Andr.  Where  does  the  captive  not  behold  a  foe  ? 
Pyr.  Forget  the  term  cf  hatred,  and  behold 
A  friend  in  Pyrrhus.     Gi\e  mc  but  to  hope, 
I'll  free  your  fon,  I'll  be  a  father  to  him  ; 
M)  fclf  will  teach  him  to  avenge  the  Tryans, 
I'll  go  in  perfon  to  cha.life  the  Greek'., 
Both  for  your  wrongs  and  mine.     Infpir'd  by  you. 
What  would  I  not  atchieve  ?     Again  fhall  Trzy 

Rife  from  its  alhes  :  this  right  r.rm  iliall  fix 

Her  feat  cf  empire,  and  your  fjn  fliall  reign. 

Andr.  Such  dreams  of  greatnefs  fuit  not  my  condition  : 

His  hopes  of  empire  perilTi'd  with  his  father. 
No ;  thou  imperial  city,  ancient  Tr-y, 

Thou  pride  o{  Ajia,  founded  by  the  Gods ! 

Never,  Oh  never,  muft  we  hope  to  fee 

Thofe  bulwarks  rife,  which  Hf.Hor  could  not  guard  !— 

Sir,  all  I  wifli  for  is  fome  quiet  exile, 

W'here  far  from  Greece  remov'd,  and  far  from  you, 

I  may  conceal  my  fon,  and  mourn  my  hu(band. 

Your  love  creates  me  envy.     Oh,  return  1 

Return  to  your  betroth'd  Hermioae. 

Pyr.  W'hy  do  you  mock  me  thus  ?  you  know,  T  cannot* 

You  knmv  my  heart  is  yours  ;  my  foul  Iiangs  on  you ; 

You  take  up  every  v\  ifli  :  my  waking  thoughts. 

And  nightly  dreams,  are  all  employ 'd  on  you. 

'Tis  true,  ller!ni.,?te  was  fent  to  fliare 

M}-  throne  and  bed  ;  and  would  with  tranfport  hear 

The  vows  which  you  negled. 

Attdr. 
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Andr.  She  has  no  Trey, 
No  HeSor  to  lament :  Ihe  has  not  loft 
A  hufband  by  your  conquells.     Such  a  hufhand ! 
(Tormenting  thought!)  whofe  death  alone  has  made 
Your  fire  immortal  •  Pyrrhus  and  Achilles, 
Are  both  grown  great  by  my  calamities. 

Pyr.  Madam,  'tis  v/ell !     "Tis  very  well !     I  find. 
Your  will  muft  be  obey'd  ;  imperious  captive. 
It  fliall.     Henceforth  I  blot  you  from  mv  mind  : 
You  teach  me  to  forget  ^'Our  charms ;  to  hate  you  : 
For  knovv',  inhuman  beautv,  I  have  lov'd 
Too  v.ell  to  treat  you  with  indifference. 
Think  well  upon  it ;  my  diforder'd  foul 
\^"avers  between  th'  extreme  of  love  and  rage  ; 
I  have  been  too  tame  ;  I  will  awake  to  vengeance  ! 
The  fon  fhall  anfwer  for  the  mother's  fcorn. 
The  Greeks  demand  him,  nor  will  I  endanger 
My  realms,  to  pleafure  an  ungrateful  woman. 

Amr.  Then  he  muft  die  !  alas,  my  fon  muft  die ! 
He  has  so  f^'iend,  no  fuccour  left,  befide 
His  mother's  tears,  and  his  own  innocence. 

Pyr.  Go,  madam,  vifit  this  unhappy  fon. 
The  fight  of  him  may  bend  your  ftubborn  heart. 
And  turn  to  foftnefs  your  unjuft  difdain. 
I  fhall  once  more  expect  your  anfwer.     Go ; 
And  think,  while  you  embrace  the  captive  boy. 
Think,  that  his  life  depends  on  your  refolves. 

[Exeufit  P)-rrhus,  and  Atte7idants> 

Andr.  I'll  go  ;  and  in  the  anguiili  of  my  heart. 
Weep  o'er  my  child — If  he  muft  die,  my  life 
Is  wrapt  in  his ;  I  fiiall  not  long  furvive. 
'Tis  for  his  fake  that  I  ha\  e  fufier'd  life, 
Groan'd  in  captivity,  and  out-liv'd  Hedor, 
Yes,  my  Afiyc.nax,  we'll  go  together ! 
Together  to  the  realms  of  night  we'll  go  !  T 

There  to  thy  ra^  ifh'd  eyes  thy  fire  I'll  iliew,  > 

And  point  hin:  out  among  the  fliades  below,  > 

\Exetini, 

ACT 
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ACT        II. 

E/itiy  Hcrmione  and  Clecne. 

Jh>--  "\X7EU.,  I'll  be  rul'd,  Cho^r:  l^v\\\  fee  hJm  : 

*  ^     I  have  told  Pylidts  that  he  may  bring  himj 
V,ux.  triift  me,  were  I  left  to  mj  own  thoughts, 
I  Hiould  forbid  him  \cx. 

Cleo.  And  why  forlMd  him  ? 
Is  he  not,  madam,  llill  the  fame  Orc/ics  F 
Oriftcs,  whcfe  return  yon  oft  have  wiHi'd? 
The  man  whofeAifferingbvou  fo  late  lamented. 
And  often  prais"d  his  conltancv  and  love  ? 

Her.  Tl-.at  love,  thar  coniKincy,  fo  ill  requited. 
Upbraids  me  to  myfelf.     I  blufh  to  think 
Howl  have  us'd  him,  and  would  fnun  liis  prefence. 
What  will  be  mvconfulion,  when  lie  fees  me 
Kcglecled  and  forfaken,  like  himfclf ! 
Will  he  not  fay,  is  tiiis  the  fcornful  maid  ? 
The  proud  Hermiotie  ?  that  t3-ranni7.'d 
In  Sparta  i  court,  and  triumph'd  in  her  charms  ? 
Her  infolencc  at  lad  is  well  repaid. 
I  cannot  bear  the  thought. 

Cleo.  You  wrong  )'ourfLlf 
With  unbecoming  fears.     He  knows  too  well 
Your  beauty  and  your  worth.     Your  lover  comes  not 
'J'o  offer  infults,  but  repeat  his  vows. 
And  breathe  his  ardent  paffion  at  }-our  feet. 
But,  madam,  what's  your  royal  father's  will  ? 
What  orders  do  ^^our  letters  luring  from  Sparta  ? 

Her.  His  orders  are,  \i' Pjrr/.'us  llill  delay 
The  nuptials,  and  refufe  to  facritice 
This  Trojan  boy,  I  fhould  with  fpced  embark. 
And  with  their  embafl)-  return  to  Grcecf, 

Cleo.  What  would  you  more  ?     Onjles  comes  in  time 
To  fave  your  honour.     Pyrrhus  cools  apace  : 
Prevent  his  falfliood,  and  ibrfake  him  firlL 
I  know  you  hate  him  ;  you  have  told  me  fo. 

II<r 
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Her,  Hate  him !    My  injur'd  honour  bids  me  hate  him. 
The  ungrateful  man,  to  whom  I  fondly  ga\'e 
My  virgin  heart ;  the  man  I  lov'd  fo  dearly ; 
The  man  I  doated  on  !     O,  my  Clcoiie  ! 
How  is  it  poffible  I  fhould  not  hate  him  ! 

Cleo.  Then  give  him  over,  madam.     Quit  his  court. 
And  with  Orejies 

Her.  No  !  I  muft  have  time 
To  work  up  all  my  rage!     To  meditate 
A  parting  full  of  horror !     My  revenge 
Will  be  but  too  much  quicken'd  by  the  traitor. 

Cho.  Do  you  then  wait  new  infults,  new  affronts? 
To  draw  you  from  your  father !     Than  to  leave  you !     • 
In  his  own  court  to  leave  you — for  a  captive! 
Vi  i'jrrhus  can  provoke  you,  he  has  done  it. 

Htr.  Why  doft  thou  heighten  mydillrefs?     I  fear 
To  fearch  out  my  own  thoughts,  and  found  my  heart. 
Be  blind  to  what  thou  fee'il: :  Believe  me  cur'd  : 
Flatter  my  weaknefs ;  tell  me  I  have  conquer'd  ; 
Think  that  my  injur'd  foul  is  fet  againlt  him  ; 
And  do  thy  bell  to  make  me  think  fo  too. 

Cleo.  Why  would  you  loiter  here,  then  ? 

Her.  Let  us  fly  ! 
Let  us  be  gone  !   I  leave  him  to  his  captive  : 
Let  him  go  kneel,  and  fupplicate  his  flave. 
Let  us  be  gone ! — But  what  if  he  repent  ? 
What,  if  the  perjur'd  prince  again  fubmit, 
And  fue  for  pardon  ?  What,  if  he  renew 
His  former  vows  ? — But,  Oh,  the  faithlefs  man ! 
He  flights  me !  drives  me  to  extremities ! — However, 
I'llftay,  Ckane,  to  perplex  their  loves : 
I'll  ftay,  till,  by  an  open  breach  of  contraft, 
I  make  him  hateful  to  the  Greeks.     Already 
Their  vengeance  have  I  drawn  upon  the  fon ; 
The  fecond  embafly  fhall  claim  the  motlier : 
I  will  redouble  all  my  griefs  upon  her. 

Cleo.  Ah,  madam  !  whither  does  your  rage  tranfport 
you  ? 
Andromache,  alas  !  is  innocent. 
A  woman  plung'd  in  forrow,  dead  to  love. 
And  when  ihe  thinks  of  Pjrrhus,  'tis  with  horror. 

Her* 
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Her.  Would  I  had  done  fo,  too  I — He  had  not  then 

Pctray'd  my  cafy  I'aitli. }3ut  I,  alas ! 

Difcnvcr'd  all  the  fondncfs  of  my  fmil ; 
I  made  no  fccrct  of  my  pallion  to  him, 
Kor  thought  it  dangerous  to  be  fincere. 
My  eyes,  my  tongue,  my  a^^ions  fpoke  mv  heart. 

C/eo.  Well  might  you  fpeak  without  rcferve,  to  one 
Engag'd  to  }0u  by  folemn  oaths  and  treaties. 

Her.  His  ardour,  too,  was  an  cxcufe  to  mine  : 

With  other  eyes  he  faw  me  then ! CIcone, 

Thou  may'rt  remember,  every  thing  confplr'd 
To  favour  him  :  my  father's  wrongs  aveng'd  ; 
The  Greeks  lriumph;uit  ;  Hcets  of  -Trojan  ipoils ; 
His  mighty  fire's,  his  own  immortal  fame; 
His  eager  lo\e — all,  all  confpir'd  againit  me! 
— But  I  have  done — lil  think  no  moreof  7jnv{7/j-. 
Ort'Jks  wants  not  merit,  and  he  lo\  es  me. 
My  gratitude,  my  honour,  both  plead  for  him  ; 
And  if  I've  power  o'er  my  heart,  'tis  his. 

Cho.  Madam,  he  comes 

Her.  Alas  !  I  did  not  think 
He  vvasfo  near !     I  wifh  I  might  not  fee  him. 

E>:ter  Ok'\c<. 
How  am  I  to  interpret,  fir,  this  vifit } 
Is  it  a  compliment  of  form,  or  love  ? 

0;v/.  Madam,  you  know  my  weaknefs.     'Tis  my  fat? 
To  love  unpity'd  ;  to  defire  to  fee  }ou  ; 
And  Hill  to  fwear  each  time  iTiall  be  the  lall. 
IVly  palTion  breaks  thro'  m)'  repeated  oatlis, 
And  every  time  I  vifit  you,  Im  pcrjur'd. 
K\en  now,  I  find  my  wounds  all  bleed  afrcfh  ; 
I  blufli  to  own  it,  but  I  know  no  cure. 
I  call  the  Gods  to  witnefs,  I  have  try'd 
Whatever  man  could  do,  (but  trv'd  in  vain) 
To  wear  \  on  from  mv  mind.     'I'hro'  ftormy  feas, 
And  favage  climes,  in  a  whole  year  of  abfence, 
1  courted  dangers,  and  I  long'd  for  death. 

Her.  Why  will  you ,  prince,  indulge  this  mournful  talc 
It  ill  becomes  the  ambaffador  of  Grctce, 
To  talk  of  dying,  and  of  love.     Remember 
The  kings  you  reprefciu :  fhall  their  revenge 
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Ee  difappointed  by  your  ill-tim'd  paflion  ? 
Difcharge  youl  embalTy — 'tis  not  Onjits 
The  Greeks  defire  fhould  die. 

Ore/,  MyembalTy 
Is  at  an  end ;  for  Pyrrhus  has  refus'd 
To  gi^  e  up  Heclor's  fon.     Some  hidden  power 
Protects  the  boy. 

Her.  Faithlefs,  ungrateful  man !  \^Jf,dc, 

Ore/.  I  now  prepare  for  Greece  ;  but,  e'er  I  go. 

Would  hear  my  final  doom  pronounc'd  by  you • 

What  do  I  fay  ? — I  do  already  hear  it ! 
My  doom  is  fixt :  I  read  it  in  your  eyes. 

Her.  Will  you  then  ftilldefpair?  be  ftlll  fufpicious? 
What  have  I  done?  wherein  have  I  been  cruel  i 
'Tis  true,  you  find  me  in  the  court  of  i^rr;6//j,- 
But  'twas  my  royal  father  fent  me  hither. 
And  who  can  tell,  but  I  have  fliar'd  your  griefs  ? 
Have  I  ne'er  wept  in  fecret  ? — never  vviih'd 
To  fee  Oreps  ? 

Ore/  Wiih'd  to  fee  Ore/ies  ! 
O  joy  !  O  ecftacy !    My  foul's  intranc'd ! 

0  charming  princefs !  O  tranfcendant  maid! 

My  utmoft  wilh  ! Thus,  thus  let  me  exprefs 

My  boundlefs  thanks ! 1  never  was  unhappy > 

Am  I  Orejies  ? 

Her.  You  are  Ore/es  : 
The  fame  nnalter'd,  generous,  faithful  lover ; 
The  prince  whom  I  efteem,  whom  I  lament. 
And  whom  I  fain  would  teach  my  heart  to  love. 

Ore/  Ay,  there  it  is ! — I  have  but  your  efteem. 
While  Pyrrhus  has  your  heart. 

Her.  Believe  mc,  prince. 
Were  you  as  Pyrrhus ^  I  fhould  hate  you  ! 

Ore/  No!- 

1  fliould  be  bleft  !  I  fliould  be  lov'd  as  he  is !— • 
Yet  all  this  while  I  die  by  your  difdain. 

While  he  neglefts  )-our  charms,  and  courts  another. 
Her.  And  who  has  told  you,  prince,  that  I'm  neglefted  ? 

Has  Pyrrhus  faid (Oh,  I  Ihall  go  diftraded !  j 

Has  Pyrrhus  told  you  fo  ?  or  is  it  vou 

■^  ^  Who- 
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Who  think  thus  meanly  of  me  ? — Sir,  perhs^ps. 
All  do  nut  judge  like  you  ! — 

OnJ.  Madam,  goon! 
Infult  me  ftill ;  I'm  us'd  to  bear  your  fcom. 

Her.  \\  hy  am  I  told  Iiow  Pyrrhus  loves  or  hates? 
■ — Go,  prince,  and  arm  the  Crocks  againit  the  rebel; 
Let  them  lay  waftc  his  country,  ra/.e  his  towns, 

Dcllroy  his  fleets,  his  palaces — himfelf ! 

Go,  prince,  and  tell  me  then  hou  much  I  love  him. 

Ore/.  To  harten  his  deftrudtion,  come  yourfelf  j 
And  work  your  royal  father  to  his  ruin. 

Hc-r.  Meanwhile,  he  weds  A7idr'jmache ! 

Ore/.  Ah,  princefs! 
What  is't  I  hear  ? 

Her.  What  infamy  for  Greece, 
If  he  fliould  wed  a  Phrjgian,  and  a  captive  ? 

Oref.  Is  ihis  your  hatred,  madam  ? — 'Tis  in  vain 
To  hide  your  paffion  ;  every  thing  betrays  it : 
Your  looks,  your  fpeech,  your  anger,  nay,  yourfilcncej 
Your  love  appears  in  all ;  your  fecret  flame 
Breaks  out  the  more,  the  more  you  would  conceal  it. 

Her.  Your  jealoufy  perverts  my  meaning  ftill. 
And  wrefts  each  circumltance  to  your  difquiet; 
My  very  hate  is  conftrued  into  fondnefs. 

Orrf.  Impute  my  fears,  if  groundlefs,  to  my  love. 

Her.  Then  hear  me,  prince.     C)i)edience  to  a  father 
Firft  brought  me  hither ;  and  the  fame  obedience 
Detains  mc  here,  till  Pjrrkus  dri\e  me  hence. 
Or  my  offended  father  Ihall  recal  me. 
Tell  this  proud  king,  that  Menclaus  fcorns 
To  match  his  daughter  with  a  foe  of  Greece  : 
Bid  him  refign  Afijannx,  or  me. 
If  he  perfills  to  guard  the  hoflile  boy, 
Hermione  embarks  with  you  for  Sparta, 

[^Exeunt  Hermione,  c«y  Cleone. 

Oref.  Then  is  Orefies  blell !    My  griefs  are  fled  ! 
Fled  like  a  dream  ! — Methinks  I  tread  in  air! 
Pyrrhus  enamour'd  of  his  captive  queen. 
Will  thank  me,  if  I  take  her  rival  hence — 
He  looks  not  on  the  princefs  with  my  eyes! 
Stu^jrifmg  happincfs ! — unlock 'd  for  joy  i 

Never 
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Never  let  love  defpair  !^-Thc  prize  is  mine ! 
Be  fmooth,  ye  feas,  and  ye  propitious  winds. 
Breathe  from  Epirus  to  the  Spar/an  coafts ! 
I  long  to  view  the  fails  unfurl'd  ! But,  fee ! 

■  Pjyyhus  jvpproaches  in  a  happy  hour. 

Enter  Pyrrhus,  ami  Phoenix. 
Pjr.  I  was  in  pain  to  find  you,  prince.     My  warm 
Ungovem'd  temper,  would  not  let  me  weigh 
The  importance  of  your  cmbaff,',  and  hear 

You  argue  for  my  good. 1  was  to  blame. 

I  fmce  have  pois'd  your  reafons :  and  I  thank 

■  My  good  allies :  their  care  defervcs  my  thanks. 
You  have  convinc'd  m.e,  that  the  weal  of  Greece, 
My  father's  honour,  and  my  own  repofe. 
Demand  that  He^or\  r-ace  fhould  be  deflroy'd. 

I  fhall  deliver  up  Ajijmmxy 

And  you  yourfelf  Ihall  bear  the  viftim  hence. 

Ore/.  If  you  approve  it,  fir,  and  are  eontent 
To  fpill  the  blood  df  a  defencelefs  child. 
The  offended  Greeks,  no  doubt,  will  be  appeas'd, 

P.yr.  Clofer  to  itrain  the  knot  of  our  alliance, 
T  have  determin'd  to  efpoufe  Hermione. 
You  come  in  time  to  grace  our  nuptial  rites : 
'In  you  the  kings  of  Greece  will  all  be  prefent. 
And  you  have  right  to  perfenate  her  father. 
As  his  embaffador,  and  brother's  fon. 
Go,  prince,  renew  your  vifit;  x£i\Herm;ofie, 
To-morrow  I  receive  her  from  your  hands. 

Ore/.  [Jjide.]  O  change  of  fortune !    Oh,  undone 
Oreftes!  [Exif» 

Pyr.  TV  ell,  FJxsnix  !  Am  I  ftiil  a  Have  to  love  ? 
What  thinkM  thou  now  ?   Am  I  myfelf  again  ? 

Phan.  ' Tis  as  it  fnould  be  ;  this  difcovers  pjrrhus ; 
Shews  all  the  hero  ;  now  you  are  yourfelf — 
The  fon,  the  rival  of  the  great  Achilles ! 
'Greece  will  applaud  you,  and  the  world  confefs 
Pjrrhus  has  conquer'd  Troy  a  fecond  time  ! 

Pyr.  Nay,  Phce7tix,  now  I  but  begin  to  triumph; 
I  never  was  a  conqueror  till  now ! 
Eelieve  me,  a  whole  hoft,  a  war  of  foes, 
May  fooner  be  fubdu'd  than  love.     Oh,  Phcenix! 

B  What 
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What  ruin  have  I  fhunn'd  ?     The  Greeks  enrag'd, 
I  lung  o'er  me  like  a  gathering  florin,  and  foon 
Had  inuti  in  thunder  on  my  head  ;  while  I 
Abandon'd  duty,  empire,  honour,  all. 

To  pleafe  a  thanklels  woman ! One  kind  look 

Had  quite  undone  mc ! 

Phau.  O,  my  royal  mafter! 
The  Gods,  in  favour  to  )ou,  made  her  cruel. 

Pjr.  Thou  faw'rt  with  how  much  fcorn  fhe  treated  me! 
W  hen  I  permitted  her  to  fee  her  fon, 
I  hop'd  it  might  have  work'd  her  to  my  wiflies. 
1  \s xnt  to  fee  the  mournful  interview. 
And  found  her  hath'd  in  tears,  and  loft  in  paflion. 
Wild  with  diilrefs,  a  tlioufand  times  (hecall'd 
On  lltftcr^  name  :  and  when  I  fpoke  in  comfort. 
And  promis'd  my  protet^tion  to  her  fon, 
hhe  kifj'd  the  boy,  and  call'd  again  on  lienor : 
'  Then  Itrain'd  him  in  her  arms,  and  cr)  'd,  'tis  he! 

•  "lis  he  himfclf !  his  e)es,  his  every  feature! 

•  His  very  frown,  and  his  ftern  look  already! 

•  'Tis  he- — 'tis  my  lov'd  Icrd,  whom  I  embrace!* 
Does  fhc  then  think  that  I  preferve  the  boy. 

To  foothe  and  keep  alive  her  flame  for  Ihitor? 

Phien.  No  doubt,  {he  docs ;  and  thinks  you  favour'd 
in  it; 
But  let  her  go,  for  an  ungrateful  woman  ! 

Pyr.  I  know  the  thotights  of  her  proud  ftubborn  heart ; 
Vain  of  her  charms,  and  infolent  in  beauty, 
She  mocks  my  rage;  and  when  it  threatens  loudeft', 
Expcdi  't\'.  ill  foon  be  humbled  into  love. 
But  we  Aall  change  our  parts,  and  (he  fhall  find 
I  can  be  deaf  like  her,  and  fteel  my  heart. 
She  is  Hcdor's  widow;  I,  AchilLs  fon! 
Pyrrhus  is  born  to  hate  A;idrc>mache. 

Phceii.  My  ro)  al  rc.ilkr,  talk  of  her  no  more  ; 
I  do  not  like  this  anger.     Your  Ihrnmne 
Should  now  engrofs  your  thoughts.    'Tis  time  to  fee  licr ; 
'Tis  time  ycu  ihould  prepare  che  nuptial ritts, 
And  not  rely  upon  a  rival's  care  ; 
It  may  be  dangerous. 

P)'r.  tut  lefi  me,  Phau'ix, 

Doft 
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T)o{l  thou  not  think,  the  ^xovlA  Andromache 
Will  be  enrag'd,  when  I  fliall  wed  the  princefs  ? 

Phcefi.  Why  does  Andramachc  ftiil  haunt  your  thoughts  ? 
AVhat  is't  to  you,  be  flie  enrag'd  or  pleas'd  ? 
Let  her  name  perilli — think  of  her  no  more. 

Pyr.  No,  Phoenix! — I  have  been  too  gentle  with    er, 
I  have  check'd  my  wrath,  and  ftiflcd  my  refcntment : 
She  knows  not  yet  to  what  degree  I  hate  her. 

Let  us  return I'll  brave  her  to  her  face : 

I'il  gi\e  my  anger  its  free  courfe  againfi;  her. 
Thou  Pnalt  fee,  Phcetiix,  how  I'll  break  her  pride  ! 

Phccf!.  Oh,  go  not,  fir! — There's  min  in  her  eves ! 
You  do  not  know  your  ftrength ;  youTi  fall  before  her. 
Adore  her  beauty,  and  re\ive  her  fcorn. 

Pyr.  That  were,  indeed,  a  moll  unmanly  weakneft ! 
Thou  doft  not  know  me,  Phasnix, 

■  Phccn.  Ah,  ray  prince! 
You  are  ftill  ilruggling  in  the  toils  of  love. 

Pyr,  Canft  thou  then  think,  I  Inve  this  woman  ftill ' 
One  who  repays  my  paflion  with  difdain  ! 
A  ftranger,  captive,  friendlefs  and  forlorn  ; 
She  and  her  darling  fon  within  niy  power ; 
Her  life  a  forfeit  to  the  Greeks :  yet  I 
Preferve  her  fon  ;  would  take  her  to  my  throne : 
Would  fight  her  battles,  and  avenge  her  wrongs ; 
And  all  this  while  flie  treats  me  as  her  foe ! 

Phaen.  You  have  it  in  your  power  to  be  reveng'd. 

Pyr.  Yes — and  I'll  fhew  my  power!  I'll  give  her  caufe 

To  hate  me  !  her  Afiymiax  fhall  die 

What  tears  will  then  be  fhed  !     How  will  fhe  then 
In  bitternefs  of  heart  reproach  my  name! 
Then,  to  complete  her  woes,  will  I  efpoufe 
Hermione 'Twill  Itab  her  to  the  heart! 

Phcen.  Alas,  vou  threaten  like  a  lover  itill  I 

Pyr.  Phctnix,  excufe  this  ftruggle  of  my  foul ; 
'Tis  the  lail  effort  of  expiring  love. 

Ph(^n.  Then  haikn,  fir,  to  fee  the  Spartan  princefs. 
And  turn  the  bent  of  your  deiires  on  her. 

Pyr.  Oh !  'tis  a  heavy  tall-:  to  conquer  love, 
And  wean  the  foul  from  her  accullom'd  fondnefs. 

But,  come A  long  farewel  to  Heclorh  widou-. 

B  z  'Tis 
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'Th  with  a  fccret  pleafure  I  look  back, 
And  fee  the  many  dangers  1  have  pafs'd. 
The  merchant,  tjuis,  in  dreadful  tcmpefls  toft, 
Thrown  by  the  waves  on  fome  unlook'd-for  coaft. 
Oft  turns,  and  fees,  with  a  delighted  eye, 
Midll  rocks  and  fhelvcs,  the  broken  billows  fly! 
And,  while  the  outrageous  winds  the  deep  deform, 
Smiles  on  the  tumult,  and  enjoys  the  ftorm.  [Exeunf, 


ACT         III. 

E/iter  Pylades  cW  Oreftes. 

J'jl.  TpOR  Heaven's  fake,  fir,  compofe  your  ruffled 

Jl       mind, 
And  moderate  your  rage  ! 

Ort'/.   No,  Pjladcs  ! 
This  is  no  time  for  ccunfel. — I  am  deaf. 
Talk  not  of  reafon!  I  ha\e  been  too  patient. 
Life  is  not  w  orth  my  care.     My  foul  grows  defperate. 
I'll  bear  her  off,  or  perifn  in  the  attempt. 
I'll  force  her  fro:?!  hi?  arms By  Heaven,  I  will! 

Pyl.  Well,  'tis  agreed,  my  friend We'll  force  hcf 

hence, 
Eut  Oill  confider,  we  are  in  Epirus. 
1  he  court,  the  guards,  HermioKe  herfelf. 
The  very  air  we  breathe,  belongs  to  Pyrrhns. 
Good  Gods !  wlrat  tempted  you  to  feck  her  here  ? 

Ortf.  Loft  to  myfelf,  I  knew  not  what  1  did ! 
My  purpofes  w<;re  wild.     Perhaps  I  came 
To  menace  Fjrrhus,  and  upbraid  th.c  woman. 

Pyl.  This  violence  of  temper  may  prove  fatal. 

Oref.  It  muft  be  more  than  man  to  bear  thefe  (hocks> 
Thefe  outrages  of  fate,  with  temper. 
He  tells  me,  that  he  weds  Ihimione, 
And  will  to-morrow  take  her  from  my  hand! — 
My  hand  fliall  fooner  tear  the  tyrant's  heart. — 

Pyl.   Your  paflion  blinds  you,  fir ;  he's  not  to  blame. 
Could  you  but  look  into  the  iQuXoi  Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps  you'll  find  it  tortur'd  like  }  our  own. 

Ore/t 
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Ore/.  No,  Pyladcs! — 'tis  all  defign. His  pride. 

To  triumph  over  me,  has  chang'd  his  love. 
The  fair  Herm'wm,  before  I  came. 
In  all  her  bloom  of  beautv,  was  negleifled. 
Ah,  cruel  Gods !  I  thought  her  all  my  own ! 
She  was  confenting  to  return  to  Sparta: 
Her  heart,  divided  betwixt  rage  and  love. 
Was  on  the  wing  to  take  its  leave  of  Pjrrhns. 
She  heard  my  fighs,  fhe  pitied  my  complaints. 
She  prais'd  my  conftancy — The  leaft  indifference 
From  this  proud  king,  had  made  Oreftes  happy  ! 

Fyl.  So  your  fond  heart  believes  ! 

*  Oref.  Did  I  not  fee 

*  Her  hate,  her  rage,  her  indignation  rife, 

*  Againft  the  ungrateful  man  ? 

*  Pyl.  Believe  me,  prince, 

,  *  *Twas  then  fhe  lov'd  him  moft.   Had  Pyrrhus  left  her, 

*  She  would  have  form'd  fome  new  pretext  to  Hay.* 

Take  my  advice Think  not  to  force  her  hence  ; 

Eut  fly  ycurfclf  from  herdeftru<ftive  charms. 

Her  fcul  is  link'd  to  Pyrrhtu — *  Were  flie  yours, 

*  She  would  reproach  you  ftill,  and  ftill  regret 

*  Her  difappointed  nuptials. — ' 
Oref,  Talk  no  more ! 

I  cannor  bear  the  thought !     She  muft  be  mine ! 

Did  Pyrrhus  carry  thunder  in  his  hand, 

I'd  {land  the  bolt,  and  challenge  ail  his  fury. 

Ere  I  relign  Hermkne By  force 

I'll  fnatch  her  hence,  and  bear  her  to  my  fliips ; 
Have  we  forgot  her  mother  HfAcn'^  rape  ? 

Pyl.  Will  then,  Orefia  turn  a  raviftier. 
And  blot  his  embaffy  ? 

Ore/.   O,  Tylades  ! 
My  grief  weighs  heavy  on  me — 'twill  diflraifl;  me  \ 

*  O  leave  me  to  myfelf ! Let  not  thy  friendfhip 

*  Involve  thee  in  my  woes,     'loo  long  already, 

'  Too  long  halt  thou  been  punifh'd  for  my  crimes. 

*  It  is  enough,  my  friend  ! It  is  enough  ! 

''  Let  not  thy  generous  love  betray  thee  farther.* 
The  Gods  have  fetme  as  their  mark,  to  en^pty 
Their  (.juiyers  on  me. — Leave  me  to  myfelf, 

B  ^  Mine 
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Mine  lie  the  danger,  mine  the  enterprii:c. 
A'>1 1  req-uell  of  ihec,  is  to  return, 
-^nd  in  my  place  conxfty  .Ifjenax 
.\s  I'yrrhus  has  confcntcdj  into  Greece. 
Cjo,  i'jlades 

Pjl.  Lead  on,  my  friend,  lead  on  .' 
1  ei  us  bear  off  Ilerrnktu- .'     No  toil, 

No  danger  can  deter  a  friend Lead  on  ! 

.  Draw  up  the  GaiIcs,  fummon  your  nuni'rous  tralir;- 
'!  l.e  fnipsare  ready,  and  the  wind  fits  fair: 
'[  here  caftward  lies  the  fca  ;  the  rolling  waves 
Break  en  thofe  paJace-llairs.     I  know  each  pafs. 
Each  avenue  and  outlet  of  the  court. 
'J  his  \CTY  night  we'll  carry  her  on  hoard. 

Ore/.  Thou  art  too  good  ! — I  trcfpafb  on  thy  fricnd- 
fnip : 
Eat,  Oh  !  excufe  a  wretch,  whom  no  man  pities, 
r':-cept  thyfelf ;  one,  juU  about  to  lofe 
'!  he  treafureof  liis  foal :  '  whom  all  mankind 
'  Cc.nfpire  to  hate,  and  one  u  ho  hates  himfclf.* 
Vv  hen  will  my  friendfhip  be  of  ufe  to  thee  ? 

A/.  The  quedion  ti  unkind. — But  now,  rememher 
To  keep  your  counfels  dofe,  and  hide  your  thoughts; 

Let  not  Ih'imiotie  fufped No  more 

I  fee  Ikt  coming,  fir 

Oil/.   Away,  my  friend  ; 
I  2rn  advis'd;  my  all  depends  upon  it,  [Exit  P)Iadcs, 

Efiter  Hermione,  and  Cleone. 

Ore/.  Madam,  your  orders  are  obey'd  ;  I  have  feen 
Fyrrliis,  my  rival ;  and  have  gain'd  him  for  you. 
'1  he  king  rcfolves  to  wed  yea. 

Her.  bo  1  am  told  ; 
And,  farther,  I  am  informed,  that  you,  Oxjits, 
Are  to  difpofe  me  for  the  intended  marriage. 

Oref.  And  are  you,  madam,  willing  to  comply  ? 

*  Her.  Could  I  imagine  Pyril:us  lov'd  me  ftill  ? 

*  After  fo  long  delays,  who  would  ha\e  thought 

'   His  hidden  flames  v/ould  fhew  themfeLes  at  laft, 
'  And  kindle  in  his  breart,  when  mine  expir'd  ? 

*  1  can  fuppofc,  with  vou,  he  fears  the  Greeks; 

'  That 
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That  it  is  interell,  and  not  love,  direfts  him  ; 
*  And,  that  my  eyes  had  greater  power  o'er  you. 

*  Orcf.  No,  prin^^efs,  no  !  it  is  too  plain  he  loves  you. 
'  Your  eyes  do  -Ahat  they  vvill,  and  cannot  fail 
'   'J^o  gain  a  conqueft,  where  you  wiih  thev  ihould.' 

ILr.  What  can  I  do,  alas!  my  faifh  is  promib'd  ; 
Can  I  refufe  what  is  not  mine  to  give  ? 
A  princefs  is  not  at  her  choice  to  love ; 
All  we  have  left  us  is  a  blind  obedience  : 
And  yet  you  fee  how  far  1  had  comply'd. 
And  made  my  duty  yield  to  vour  entreaties. 

Ore/.  Ah,  cruel  maid  !  you  knew — but  I  have  done. 
All  have  aright  to  plcafe  themfelv'es  in  love. 
I  blame  you  not.     '  1  is  true,  I  hop'd — but  )'0U 
Are  niillrcfs  of  your  heart,  and  Tm  content, 
'lis  fortune  is  my  enemv,  not  you. 
But,  madam,  I  Ihall  fpare  yoir  farther  pain 
On  this  uneafy  theme,  and  take  my  leave.  \Exit. 

Her.  C/fo^/d-,  couldfl  thou  think  he'd  be  fo  calm? 

Cleo.  Madam,  his  filent' grief  Iits  heavy  on  him. 
He  is  to  be  pitied.     His  too  eager  love 
Has  made  him  bafy  to  his  own deftruCtion. 
His  tlireats  have  wrought  this  change  of  mind  in  Pjvrhus. 

Her.  Dolt  thou  think  Fyrrhus  capable  of  fear  ? 
Whom  fhould  the  intrepid  Pynhus  fear  ?    The  Greeks  ? 
Did  he  not  lead  their  harrafs'd  troops  to  conqueil. 
When  they  defpair'd,  when  they  retir'd  from  Trcvt 
And  fought  for  fhelter  in  their  burning  fleets  ? 
Did  he  not  then  fupply  his  father's  place  i* 
No,  my  Chone,  he  is  above  conftraint ; 
He  afls  unfurcd  ;  and  where  he  ^veds,  he  loves. 

Clco.  Oh,  that  Orrjies  liad  remain'd  in  Gnea-  ! 
I  fear  to-morrow  will  prove  fatal  to  him. 

Ha:  Wilt  thou  difcourfe  of  nothing  but  Orejies  ^ 

Pyrrhus  is  mine  again! Is  mine  forever! 

Oh,  my  Cleone,  I  am  wild  with  joy  ! 

Pyrrhus,  the  bold,  the  bra\  e,  the  godlilce  Pyrrhus  ! 

— Oh,  I  could  tell  thee  numberlefs  exploits. 

And  tire  thee  with  his  battles. -Oh,  Cleone 

Cleo.  Madam,  conceal  vour  joy — I  fee  Andronmche — 
She  weeps,  and  comes  to  fpeak  her  forrows  to  you. 

B  4  Her. 
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Her.  T  would  indulge  the  gladnefs  of  my  heart! 
Let  us  retire— tier  grief  is  out  of  feafon. 

E///er  Andromache,  ^W  Ccphifa. 

^f:dr.   Ah,  madam  !  whither,  whither  do  you  fiy  i? 
^^  here  can  your  eyes  behold  a  fight  more  ple'afmg 
'I  han  hh^iior's  widow,  fuppliant  and  in  tears  ? 
1  come  not  an  alarm'd,  a  jealous  foe, 
'\  o  envy  you  the  heart  your  charms  have  won — 
''  lie  onh-  man  I  fought  to  pleafe,  is  gone  ; 
Kill'd  in  my  fight,  by  an  inhuman  hand. 
ilcihr  firft  taught  me  love  ;  uhich  my  fond  heart 
i-.hallever  chcnfli,  till  we  meet  in  death. 
But,  Oh,  I  have  a  {oVi\ — And  you,  one  dav. 
Will  be  no  Itranger  to  a  mother's  fondnefs : 
l^ut  Heaven  forb'id  that  you  fhould  ever  know 
A  mother's  forrow  for  an  only  fon. 
Her  joy,  her  blifs,  her  lalt  furviving  comfort! 
When  every  hour  (he  trembles  for  his  life  ! 
Your  power  o'er  Pyrrhus  may  relieve  my  fears. 
Alas,  v.hat  danger  is  there  in  a  child, 
Sav'd  from  the  wreck  of  a  whole  ruin'd  empire  ? 
Let  me  go  hide  him  in  fome  defert  ifle  : 
You  may  rely  upon  my  tender  care 
To  keep  him  far  from  peri's  of  am.bition  : 
All  he  can  karn  of  me  will  be  to  weep ! 

Her.  Madam,  'tis  eafy  to  conceive  your  grief; 
I^ut,  it  v.'ould  ill  become  me  to  folicit 
Jn  ccntradidion  to  my  father's  will : 
■"  lis  he  who  urges  to  deftrcy  your  fon. 
Madam,  ii  Pyrrkm  mult  be  wrought  to  pity, 
Ko  woman  docs  it  better  than  yourfclf. 
If  yKiM  gain  him,  I  (hall  comply,  of  coiufe. 

\Exei:iit  Hermione,  and  Cleone. 

Aiidr.  Didft  thou  not  mind  with  what  difdain  ihe  fpcke  ? 
Youth  and  profperity  have  made  her  vain  ; 
Lhe  has  not  feen  the  tickle  tarns  of  life. 

Ceph.  Madam,  were  1  as  you,  Ld  take  her  counfel; 
I'd  fpeak  my  own  diftrcfs :  one  look  from  }ou 

W  ill  vanquiih  Pyrrhus,  and  confound  the  Cricks 

^ct:,  v/hcre  he  cornea Lay  hold  on  this  occafion. 

E/lttT 
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Enter  Pyrrhus,  and  Phoenix. 

Pyr.  Where  is  the  princefs  ? — Did  you  not  inform  me 
Hermione  was  here  ?  \To  Phoenix. 

Fhcen.  I  thought  fo,  fir. 

Andr.  T  hou  feeft  what  mighty  power  my  eyes  have 
on  him  !  [To  Cephifa. 

Tyr.  What  fays  fhe,  Phcenix  f 

Andr.  I  have  no  hope  left ! 

Phaei:.  Let  us  be  gone — Hermione  experts  yen. 

Ceph.  For  Heaven's  fake,  madam,   break  this  fullen 
filence. 

Aftdr.  My  child's  already  promis'd  !— — 

Ceph.  But  not  given, 

Andr.  No  !  no  !■ my  tears  are-  vain ! — His  doom  is 

fixt! 

Fjr.  See  if  (he  deigns  to  caft  one  look  upon  us ! 
Proud  woman ! 

Andr.  I  provoke  him  by  my  prefence. 
Let  us  retire. 

Fyr.  Come,  let  us  fatisfy 
The  Greeks,  and  give  them  up  this  Phrygian  boy. 

Andr.  Ah,  fir,   recal  thofe  words What  have  you 

faid! 
If  you  give  up  my  fon,  Oh,  give  up  me ! — 
You,  who  fo  many  times  have  fworn  me  friendOiip: 
Oh,  Heavens ! — will  you  not  look  with  pity  on  me  ? 
Is  there  no  hope  ?  Is  there  no  room  for  pardon  ? 

Pyr.  Phcenix  will  anfwer  you — My  word  is  paft. 

Andr.  You,  who  would  brave  fo  many  dangers  for  me, 

Pyr.  I  was  your  lover  then — I  now  am  free. 
To  favour  you,  I  might  have  fpar'd  his  life; 
But  you  would  ne'er  vouchfafe  to  aik  it  of  me. 
Now  'tis  too  late. 

Andr.  '  Ah,  fir,  you  underftood 
'  My  tears,  my  wifhes,  which  I  durft  not  utter, 
*  Afraid  of  a  repulfe.'     Oh,  fir,  excufe 
The  pride  of  royal  blood,  that  checks  my  foul. 
And  knows  not  hov/  to  be  importunate. 
You  know,  alas !  I  was  not  born  to  kneel. 
To  fue  for  pity,  and  to  own  a  mafter. 

Pyr,  No!  in  your  heart  you  curfe  me  !  vou  difda'n 

B;  '  M/ 
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My  generous  fiame,  and  fcom  to  be  obligM  ! 

•  This  very  Ion,  tills  darling  of"  your  foul, 

'  Would  be  kfs  dear,  did  I  prcfcrv  c  him  tor  you. 

•  Your  anger,  your  averfiu*i,  fall  on  mc  ; 

•  You  hate  nie  more  tlian  the  vs  hole  league  of  Gn'cce  / 
But  I  Ihall  leave  you  to  }our  great  refentmcnts. 

Let  us  go,  Phaiiixy  and  appeafe  the  (he  h. 

Audr.  Then  let  me  die  !  and  let  me  go  to  Hedor. 

Ccph.  But,  madam 

Ajidr.  What  can  I  do  more  ?  The  tyrant 
Sees  my  dilhadion,  and  infults  my  tears.  [7w  Ceph, 

— Behold,  how  low  you  have  reduc'd  a  queen ! 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen  my  country  laid  in  allies, 
My  kindred  fiill  in  war,  my  father  llain, 
My  hufbiind  d.-agg'd  in  his  own  blood,  my  Ton 
Conderan'd  to  bondage,  and  myfclf  a  Have  ; 
Yet,  in  the  midll  of  thefe  unhe?rd-of  w<)es, 
'Tw.ns  fome  relief  to  find  myftlf  your  captive  ; 
And  that  my  fon,  deriv'd  from  ancient  kings. 
Since  he  mull;  fcr\-e,  \\\\iXPyrrhus  for  his  matter. 
When  Priam  knecl'd,  the  great  AchilUs  wept : 
I  hop'd  I  niould  not  find  his  fon  lefs  noble ; 
I  thouoht  the  brave  were  Itill  the  more  compaflionate. 
Oh,  do  not,  fir,  divide  me  from  my  child! — 
Ifhemuftdie 

Fyy,  Phccnix,  withdraw  a  wliile.  \^Exit  Phoenix. 

Pyr.  Rife,  madam — Yet  you  may  preferve  your  fon. 
I  find,  whenever  I  provoke  )our  tP,ars, 
I  furnifli  you  with  arms  againil  myfelf. 
1  thought  my  hatred  fixt  before  I  faw  you. 
Oh,  turn  )  our  eyes  upon  me  while  I  fpeak  \ 
And  fee  if  you  difcover  in  my  looks 
An  angry  judge,  or  an  obdurate  foe. 
V,  hv  will  you  force  me  to  defert  your  caufe  ? 
In  your  ftn's  name,  I  beg  we  may  be  friends  ; 

•  Let  mc  entreat  you  to  feci; re  his  life  ! 

•  Mufc  I  turn  fuppliant  for  him  ?'     Thmk,  Oh  think, 
'Tis  the  laft  time,  you  both  may  yet  be  happy  I 

I  know  the  tics  I  break,  the  foes  I  arm  ; 
I  v/fong  Herniivie ;  I  fend  her  hence  ; 
Aiiii  with  her  diadem  1  bir.d  your  brows. 

Confidcr 
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Confider  well ;  for  'tis  of  moment  to  you  ! 
Choofe  to  be  wretched,  madam,  or  a  queen. 

*  My  foul,  confum'd  with  a  w  hole  year's  defpair, 

*  Can  bear  no  longer  thefe  perplexing  doubts ; 

*  Enough  of  fighs  and  teai-s,  and  threats  I've  try'd; 

*  I  know,  if  I'm  depriv'd  of  you,  I  die  : 

*  But  Oh,  I  die,  if  I  wait  longer  for  you !' 

I  leave  you  to  your  thoughts.     When  I  return. 

We'll  to  the  temple — There  you'll  find  your  fon ; 

And  there  be  crown'd,  or  give  him  up  for  c\  er.        [Exit. 

Ceph.  I  told  yon,  mad?.m,  that  in  fpite  of  Greece, 
You  would  o'er- rule  the  malice  of  your  fortune. 

Af^dr.  Alas,  Cephija,  what  have  I  obtain'd  1 
Only  a  poor  fl^ort  refpite  for  my  fon, 

Ceph.   You  have  enough  approv'd  your  faith  tolii^or  ; 
To  be  reluctant  ftill  would  be  a  crime. 
He  would  himfelf  p^rfuade  you  to  comply. 

JfiJr.  How! wouldil:  thou  give  me  Pyrrhns  for  a 

hufband  ? 

Ceph.  Think  you  'twill  pleafe  the  gbcft  of  your  dead 
hufliand. 
That  you  (hould  facrifice  his  fon  ?     Confider, 
Pjrrhus  once  more  invites  you  to  a  throne  ; 
Turns  all  his  power  againlt  the  foes  of  Tr-j, 
Remembers  not  Achilles  was  his  father  ; 
Retrads  hisconrjueft,  and  forgets  his  hatred. 

Afidr.  But  how  can  I  forget  it ! — how  can  I 
Forget  my  Hcclor,  treated  withdifhoncur ; 
Depriv'd  of  funeral  rites,  and  vilely  dragg'd, 
A  bloody  corpfe,  about  the  walls  o^'froy  f 
Can  I  forget  the  good  old  king  his  father. 
Slain  in  my  prefcnce — at  the  altar  flain  ! 
Which  vainly,  for  protedtion,  he  embrac'd. 
Haft  thou  forgot  that  dreadful  night,  Ccph-fa, 
When  a  whole  people  fell !     Methinks  I  fee 
Tyrrhus  enrag'd,  and,  breathing  vengeance,  enter 
Amidft  the  glare  of  burning  palaces : 
I  fee  him  hew  his  paiTage  thro'  my  brothers. 
And,  bath'd  in  blocd,  lay  all  my  kindred  v/afle* 
Think,  in  this  fcene  of  horror,  what  I  fuffer'd  L 
This  is  the  courtiliip  I  receiv'd  from  Pyrrhns  i 
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And  this  the  hufliand  thou  wouldil  give  me  !  No, 
Wc  both  will  pcrilli  firll !     I'll  ne'er  confent. 

Crph.  Since  you  x^{o\\'tAJ}yauax  fliall  die, 
Hafte  to  the  temple,  bid  your  fon  farewel. 
Why  do  you  tremble,  madam  ? 

Andr.  O  Cephija! 
Thou  hall  awaken'd  all  the  mother  in  me. 
How  can  I  bid  farewel  to  the  dear  child, 
The  pledge,  the  image  of  mv  much-lov'd  lord  ! 

*  Alas,  I  call  to  mind  the  fatal  da)', 

*  When  his  too  forward  courage  led  him  forth 
'  To  feek  Achilles, 

'  Ceph.  Oh,  the  unhappy  hour  I 

*  'Twas  then  Trey  fell,  and  all  her  Gods  forfook  her. 

*  AnJr.  That  morn,  Cephifa,  that  ill-fated  mom, 

*  My  huftand  bid  thee  hnxx^AJIyatiax  ; 

*  He  took  him  in  his  arms ;  and,  as  I  wept, 

*  My  wife,  my  dear  Andrcmachc ,  faid  he, 

*  (Heaving  with  ftifled  fighs  to  fee  me  v.cep) 

*  What  fortune  may  attend  my  arms,  thcGod$ 

*  Alone  can  tell.     To  thee  I  give  the  boy; 

*  Prefcrve  him  as  the  token  of  our  loves ; 

*  If  I  (liould  fall,  let  him  not  mifs  his  fire 

*  While  th.ou  furviv'il ;  but  by  thy  tender  care, 
'  Let  the  fon  {za  that  thou  didft  love  his  father. 

•  Ceph.  And  will  you  throw  away  a  life  fo  precious  ? 

*  At  once  extirpate  all  the  'Trcjajt  line  ? 

♦  Andr.  Inhuman  king!   \^'hat  has  he  done  to  fufFer  ? 

*  If  1  neglecl  your  vows,  is  he  to  blame  ? 

*  Has  lie  reproach'd  you  with  his  flaughter'd  kindred  \ 

*  Can  he  reft  nt  thofe  ills  he  does  not  know  ? — 
I'ut;  Oh  !  while  1  deliberate,  he  dies. 

ivlo,  no,  thpu  mull  not  die,  while  I  can  fare  tliee : 
Oh!  let  me  find  o\\\.  Pyrrhm—Q\\,  Cphlj'al 
Dc  you  go  rind  liim. 

Ceph.  What  inufl;  I  fay  to  him  ? 

Andr.  Tell  him  I  lo\  e  my  fon  to  fuch  excefs — 
But  dcfl  thcu  think  he  means  the  child  fliall  die  ? 
tan  love  rejeftcd  turn  to  fo  much  rage  ? 

Ceph.  Madam,  he'Ufoonbe  here  :  refolve  onfomething. 

Andr,  Weil  then,  allure  him — 

Cef:. 
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Ceph.  Madam,  of  your  love  ? 

Afidr.  Alas,  thou  know'ft  that  is  not  in  my  power. 

0  my  dead  Lord  !   Oh,  Priam's  royal  houfe  1 
Oh,  my  Aftyatiax !  at  what  a  price 

1  hy  mother  buys  thee ! — Let  us  go, 

Ceph,  iiut  whither? 
And  what  does  your  unfettled  heart  refol'/e  ? 

Atidr.  Come,  my  Ctpkifr,  let  us  go  together^ 
To  the  fad  monument  which  I  have  rais'd 
To  Hcdor's  fhade  ;  where,  in  their  facred  urn. 
The  aQies  of  my  hero  lie  inclos'd. 
The  dear  remains  which  I  have  fav'd  from  Troj; 
There  let  me  weep,  there  fummon  to  my  aid. 
With  pious  rite,  my  Hewer's  awful  Ihade  ; 
Let  him  be  witnefs  to  my  doubts,  my  fears ; 
My  agonizing  heart,  my  flowing  tears : 
Oh  !  may  he  rife  in  pity  from  his  tomb. 
And  fix  his  wretched  fon's  uncestain  doom.  [^Av^v^rr, 


ACT        IV. 

*  E)7ier  Andromache,  <7;iv/ Cephifa. 

Ceph,   T\  LEST  be  the  tomb  of  HeSior,  that  infpires 

■^-^  '  Tliefe  pious  thoughts :  or  is  it  HeHor\  felf. 
That  prompts  you  to  preferve  your  fon !  '  Tis  he 
Who  flill  prefides  o'er  ruin'd  Troy  ;  'Tis  he 
Who  urges  Pyrrhus  to  reitore  Ajlyanax. 

•  Andr.  Pyrrhus  has  faid  he  will ;  and  thou  hail  heard 

•  him 

Juft  now  renew  the  oft- repeated  prom.ife. 
'  Ceph,  Already,  in  the  tranfports  of  his  heart. 
He  gives  you  up  his  kingdoms,  his  allies. 
And  thinks  hirafelf  o'erpaid  for  all  in  you. 

•  Andr.  I  think  I  may  rely  upon  his  proraife;  "   "■ 
And  yet  ray  heart  is  over-charg'd  with  grief. 

•  Ceph.  Why  fhould  you  grieve  ?    You  fee  he  bids  de^ 

•  fiance 

To  all  the  Greeks ;  and,  to  prcteft  your  fon 
Againfi  their  rage,  has  plac'dhis  guards  about  him  ; 

'  Leaving 
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*  Leaving  hlmfelfdefencclcfs,  for  his  fake. 

*  But,  madam,  think,  the  coronation  pomp 

'  Will  foon  demand  )oiirprefonte  in  the  temple ; 

*  'Tis  time  you  lay  afide  thefe  mourning  weeds. 

*  AiiJr.  I  will  be  there;  but  firft  would  fee  my  fon. 

*  Ccf}?.  Madam,  jou  need  not  now  be  anxious  for  him, 

*  He  will  be  always  with  you,  all  your  own, 

*  To  laviOi  the  whole  mother's  fondnefs  on  him. 

*  What  a  delight  to  train  beneath  your  eye, 

*  A  fon,  wlio  grows  no  longer  up  in  bondage  ; 

*  A  fon  in  whom  a  race  of  kings  revives: 

'  But,  madam,  you  are  fad,  and  wrapt  in  thought, 

*  As  if  you  rolifh'd  not  yoiirhappiaefs.  "* 

'  jladr.  Oh,  I  mull:  fee  my  {u\-\  once  more,  Cephifa! 

*  CV/A.  Madam,  he  now  will  be  no  more  a  captive; 

*  Your  vifits  may  be  freijuent  as  you  pkafe. 

'    J  0- morrow  you  may  pr.fs  the  live-lcng  day — 

*  Andr,  Tn-morrow !  Oh,  Cephi/a! — But,  no  more! 
'  Cephifa,  I  have  always  found  thee  faithful : 

*  A  load  of  care  weighs  down  my  drooping  heart. 

*  Ceph.  Oh  !  that  'twere  pofllble  for  me  to  eafe  you  ! 

*  Aiuh:  I  foon  fliall  exercife  thy  long- try 'd  faith. — 

*  Mean-.vhile  I  do  conjure  thee,  my  Crfhifa, 

'  Thou  take  no  notice  of  my  prefcnt  trouble  ; 
'  And,  when  I  fhall  difclofe  my  fecret  purpofe, 

*  That  thou  be  be  pundual  to  perform  my  will. 

*  Ccph.  Madam,  1  have  no  will  but  yours.    My  life 

*  Is  nothing,  balanc'd  with  my  love  to  you. 

'  A.wdr.  I  thank  thee,  good  Cephifa ,  my  Ajiyatiax 
'  Will  recompence  thy  friendfliip  to  his  mother. 

*  But,  come  ;  my  heart's  at  eafe  :  afilft  me  now 

*  To  change  this  fable  habit. — Yonder  comes 

*  Hcfmijne ;  I  would  not  meet  her  rage.  [£av/c/7/.' 

Enter  Hermione,  6v/(/Cleone. 
Cite.  This  unexpc<f>cd  filcnce,  thrs  referve, 
Thfs  outward  calm,  this  fettled  frame  of  mind, 
After  fuch  wrongs  and  infults,  much  furpriz?  me! 
You,  who  before  could  not  command  your  rage. 
When  Pynhus  look'd  but  kindly  on  his  captive  ; 
Howc:in  you  bear  unmov'd,  that  he  fnould  wed  her. 
And  feat  her  on  a  throne  which  you  Hiould  fill  ? 

1  fear 
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7  fear  this  dreadful  ftillnefs  in  your  foul ! — 
'Twere  better,  madam 

Her.  Have  you  caird  0;-.^rj /* 

Cfeo.  Madam,  I  have  ;  his  love  is  too  impatient 
Not  to  obey  with  fpeed  the  welcome  fummcns. 
His  love-fick  heart  o'erlooks  his  unkind  ufige  : 
His  ardour's  ftill  the  fame — Madam,  he's  here. 
Ei:ter  Oreftes. 

Ore/.  Ah,  madam,  is  it  true  ?  does  then  Orejics 
At  length  attend  you  by  your  own  commands  ? 
What  can  I  do — 

Htr.  Orefics,  do  you  Io\-e  me  ? 

Ore/.  What  means  that  queixion,  princefs  ?    Do  I  love 
you  ? 
My  oaths,  my  perjuries,  my  hopes,  my  fears, 
Mv  farewel,  my  return — all  fpeak  my  love. 

Her.  A\enge  my  wrongs,  and  I  believe  them  all. 
■  Orcf.  It  fliall  be  done — My  foul  has  catch'd  th'  alarm. 
We'll  fpirit  up  the  Giveks — I'll  lead  them  on  ; 
Your  caufe  fhall  animate  our  fleets  and  armies. 
Let  us  return  ;  let  us  not  lofe  a  moment. 
But  urge  the  fate  of  this  devoted  land  : 
Let  us  depart. 

Her.  No,  prince,  let  us  ftay  here ! 
I  will  have  vengeance  here — I  will  not  carry 
This  load  of  infamy  to  Gr^^'Cc',  nor  truil 
The  chance  of  war  to  vindicate  my  wrongs. 
Ere  I  depart,  1"1I  make  Epims  mourn. 
If  you  avenge  me,  let  it  be  this  infiant; 
My  rage  brooks  no  delay  ;  hafte  to  the  temple^. 
Hafte,  prince,  and  facrifice  hira. 

Ortf.  Whom  ? 

Her.  Wliy,  Pyrrhus. 

Ore/.  Pyrrhus!    T)\dL  J OM  (zy Pyrrhus ? 

Her.  You  demur. — 
Oh  fly !  be  gone !  give  me  not  time  to  think— 
Talk  not  of  laws — he  tramples  on  all  laws — 
Let  me  not  hear  him  juflify  "d — away  ! 

Ore/.  You  cannot  think  I'll  judify  my  rival. 
Madam,  your  love  has  made  him  criminal. 
You  Ihall  have  vengeance  j  I'll  have  vengeance  too : 

JBut 
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But  let  our  hatred  be  profcft  and  open  : 

Let  us  alarm  all  Greece,  denounce  a  war; 

Let  us  attack  him  in  his  ilrength,  and  hunt  him  do'ATi 

By  conc]ueft  :  Should  I  turn  bafe  alTafTin, 

'T would  fully  all  the  kings  I  reprcfent. 

Her.  Have  not  I  been  diilionour'd  ?  fet  at  nought  ? 
Expos'd  to  public  fcorn  ? — And  will  you  fuffer 
T  he  tyrant,  who  dares  ufo  me  thus,  to  live? 
Know,  prince,  I  hate  him  more  than  once  I  lov'd  him. 
The  (jciis  alone  can  tell  how  once  I  lov'd  him  ; 
Yes,  the  falfe,  perjur'd  man,  I  once  did  love  him  ; 
And,  fpite  of  all  his  crimes  and  broken  vows, 
If  he  (hould  live,  I  may  relapfe — who  knows 
But  I  to-morrow  may  forgive  his  wrongs  ? 

Ore/.  Firft  let  me  tear  him  piece-meal — he  Hiall  die.- 
But,  madam,  give  me  leifure  to  contrive 
The  place,  the  time,  t!ie  manner  of  his  death  ; 
Yet  I'm  a  Itranger  in  the  court  of  Pjrrhus ; 
Scarce  have  I  fet  my  foot  \s  ithin  Epirus, 
When  you  enjoin  me  to  deftroy  the  prince. 
It  fhall  be  done  this  very  night. 

Her,  But  now. 
This  very  hour,  he  weds  A/zdromache  ; 
The  temple  fhines  with  pomp  ;  the  golden  thron«^ 
Is  now  prepar'd  ;  the  joyful  rites  begin  ; 

My  fhame  is  public Oh,  be  fpeedy,  prince ! 

My  wrath's  impatient — Pjrrhus  lives  too  long  ! 
Intent  on  love,  and  heedlefs  of  his  perfon, 
He  covers  with  his  guards  the  ^ rojan  boy. 
Now  is  the  time  ;   afiemble  all  yowxGreeks ; 
Mine  fhall  afiirt  them  ;  let  their  fury  loofe  : 
Already  they  regard  him  as  a  foe. 
Begone,  Or.Jles — kill  tlie  faithlefs  tyrant; 
My  love  (hall  recompence  the  glorious  deed, 

Oref.  Conlider,  madam 

Her.  You  but  mock  my  rage ! 
I  was  contriving  how  to  make  you  happy. 
Think  you  to  merit  by  your  idle  fighs. 
And  not  attcft  your  love  by  one  brave  adiou  ? 
Go,  with  your  boafted  conftancy  !  and  leave 
Hirmkue  to  execute  her  own  revenge. 

I  blufii 
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1  blulli  to  think  how  my  ten  eafy  faith 

Has  twice  been  baffled  in  one  fhameful  hour! 

Ore/.  Hear  me  but  fpeak  ! — you.  know  I'll  die  to  ferve 
you ! 

Ber.  I'll  go  myfelf :  I'll  ftab  him  at  the  altar  ; 
Then  drive  the  poniard,  reeking  with  his  blood. 
Thro'  my  own  heart.    In  death  we  fhall  unite. 
Eetter  to  die  with  him,  than  live  with  you  ! 

OreJ.  That  were  to  make  him  bleft,  and  me  more 
wretched. 

Madam,  he  dies  by  me Have  you  a  foe, 

And  fhall  I  let  him  live  ?  My  rival,  too  ? 
Ere  yon  meridian  fun  declines,  he  dies ; 
And  you  (hall  fay  that  1  deferve  your  love. 

Her.  Go,  prince ;  ftrike  home !  and  leave  the  reft  to 
me  ; 
Let  all  your  fhips  ftand  ready  for  our  flight.     \Exit  Oref. 

Cleo.  Madam,  you'll  peridi  in  this  bold  attempt. 

Her.  Give  me  my  vengeance,  I'm  content  to  periftl». 
I  was  to  blame  to  traft  it  with  another ; 
In  my  ov/n  hands  it  had  been  more  fecure. 
Orejies  hates  not  Pjrrhus  as  I  hate  him. 

*  I  (hould  have  thruft  the  dagger  home  ;  have  feen 

*  The  tyrant  curfe  me  with  his  parting  breath, 
'  And  roll  about  his  dying  eyes,  in  vain, 

'  To  find  Andromache,  whom  I  would  hide.* 
Oh,  would  Orejies,  when  he  gives  the  blow. 
Tell  him  he  dies  my  victim ! — Hafte,  Cleoue; 
Charge  him  to  fay,  Hermlone\  refentment. 
Not  thofe  of  Greece,  have  fentenc'd  him  to  death, 
Hafte,  my  Cleone  !   My  revenge  is  loft. 
If  Pyrrhm  knows  not  that  he  dies  by  me ! 

Cleo.  I  ftiall  obey  your  orders But  I  fee 

The  king  approach — Who  could expcd  him  here? 

Her.   O  fly  !   Cleone,  fly !    and  bid  Orefies 
Not  to  proceed  a  ftep  before  I  fee  him.        \Exit  CIeone» 
Enter  Pyrrhus. 

Vyr.  Madam,  I  ought  to  fliun  an  injur'd  princefs; 
Your  diftant  looks  reproach  me  :  and  I  come 
Not  to  defend,  but  to  avow  my  guilt. 
Pjrrhus  will  ne'er  approve  his  own.  injuftice. 

Nor 
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Nor  form  excufes  while  his  heart  condemns  him. 
'  I  m;^ht  perlups  alledgc,  our  warlike  iires, 

•  Unknow  n  to  us,  engag'd  us  to  each  other, 

•  And  join'd  our  hearts  by  con  trad,  not  by  love ; 

•  But  I  dctclt  fuch  cobweb  art?,  1  oun 

•  My  father's  treaty,  and  allow  its  force. 

•  I  fe.nt  ambalTadcrs  to  call  ycu  hitiier; 

•  Receiv'd  you  as  my  queen  ;  and  hojVd  mv  oaths 

•  So  oft  renew'd,  might  ripen  into  love. 

•  The  Gods  can  witnefs,  madam,  how  I  fought 

•  Againft  A>idtc7ncche\  too  fatal  charms  ! 

•  And  ftill  1  wifli  I  had  the  po\v«  r  to  leave 

•  This  Tryan  beauty,  and  be  juit  to  you.' 
Difcharge  your  anger  on  thii  perjur'd  man  ! 
For  I  abhor  my  crime!  and  fhculd  be  pleas'd 

To  hear  you  fpeak  your  wrongs  aloud  :   No  terras. 
No  blttcrnefj  of  wrath,  nor  keen  reproach, 
Will  equal  half  the  upbraidings  of  my  heart. 

Her.  1  find,  fir,  you  can  be  fmccre  :  you  fcorn 
To  ad  your  crimes  with  fear,  like  other  men. 
A  hero  fhould  be  bold  ;  above  all  lau  s ; 
Be  bravely  falfe,  and  laugh  at  folemn  ties. 
To  be  perfidious  (hews  a  daring  mind  ! 
And  you  have  nobly  triumph'd  o'er  a  maid ! 
To  court  me — to  rejeft  me — to  return — 
Then  to  forfake  me  for  a  Phrygian  fiave — 
To  lay  proud  Tr^.y  in  aibes — then  to  raife 
The  fon  of  Hedory  and  renounce  the  Greek?, 
Are  anions  worthy  the  great  foul  of  Pyrrhas ! 

Pyr.  Madam,  go  on  ;  Give  your  refentm-.\nt  birth, 
Aiid  pour  forth  all  your  indignation  on  me. 

Her.  'Twould  pleafe  your  queen,  ftiould  I  upbraid  your 
falfhood ; 
Call  you  perfidious,  traitor,  all  the  names 
'1  hat  injur'd  virgins  laX'ifli  on  your  fex  ; 
I  fhould  o'erflow  with  tears,  and  die  with  grief. 
And  furnifh  out  a  tale  to  foothe  her  pride  ; 
But,  fir,  I  would  not  over-charge  her  joys. 
If  you  wculd  charm  Ajidrcmnibe,  recount 
Your  bloody  battles,  your  exploits,  your  nauglit:rs, 
Your  great  atchievements  in  her  father's  palace. 

She 
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She  needs  mufi:  love  the  man,  who  fought  fo  bravely. 
And  in  her  fight  flew  half  her  royal  kindred  ! 

Fjr.  With  horror  I  look  back  on  my  pait deeds! 
I  funiih'd  He/t;/s  wrongs  too  far  ;  I  flied 
Too  much  of  blood  :   but,  madam,  //t/c-^/'s  daughter 
Should  not  objeft  thofe  ills  the  mother  caus'd. 
However,  I  am  pleas'd  to  find  vou  hate  me — 
I  was  too  forward  to  accufe  myfelf — 
The  man  who  ne'er  v/as  lov'd,  can  ne'er  be  falfe. 
Obedience  to  a  father  brought  you  hither  ; 
And  I  flood  bound  by  promife  to  receive  you  : 
But  our  defires  were  different  vvavs  inclin'd ; 
And  you,  I  own,  were  not  oblig'd  to  love  me. 

Her.  Have  I  not  lov'd  you,  then !  perfidious  man! 
For  you  I  flighted  all  the  Grecian  princes; 
forfook  my  father's  houfe  ;  conctal'd  my  wrongs. 
When  moft  provok'd  ;  would  not  revirn  to  Sj>aria, 
In  hopes  that  time  might  fix  your  wavering  heart. 
I  lov'd  you  when  inconftant ;  and  even  now. 
Inhuman  king  !  that  you  pronounce  my  death. 
My  heart  fiill  doubts,  if  I  ihould  love,  or  hate  you — ■ 
But,  Oh,  fince  you  refolve  to  wed  another. 
Defer  your  cruel  purpofe  till  to-morrow. 
That  I  may  not  be  here  to  grace  her  triumph! 
This  is  the  lafi:  requefl  I  e'er  fliall  make  you — 
See,  if  the  barbarous  prince  vouchfafes  an  anfwer! 
Go,  then,  to  the  lov'd P/irv^/V?//,-  hence!  begone! 
And  bear  to  her  thofe  vov,-s  that  once  were  mine  ; 
Go,  in  defiance  to  the  avenging  Gods! 
Begone !  the  prielf:  expefts  you  at  the  altar — 
But,  tyrant,  have  a  care  I  come  not  thither.  [-^-v/?. 

Enter  Phoenix. 

Fhcsn.  Sir,  did  you  mnid  her  threats  ?  your  life's  iri 
danger : 
There  is  no  trifling  with  a  woman's  rage» 
1  he  Greeks  that  fvvarm  about  the  court,  all  hate  you  ; 
Will  treat  you  as  their  country's  enemy. 
And  join  in  her  revenge  :  Befides,  Ortjies 
Still  loves  her  to  diftraftion.     Sir,  I  beg 

ryr.  How,  Phcenix,  fliould  I  fear  a  worrian's  tlireats  ? 
A  nobler  p^JTiou  taJies  up  all  my  thoughts ; 

I  muft 
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I  muft  prepare  to  meet  A):d  omachc. 

Do  thou  place  all  my  guards  about  her  fon  : 

}f  he  be  fate,  Fyrrhus  is  tree  from  fear.  \Exk, 

Phan.  Oh,  Pyrrlus!  Oh,  what  pity  'tis,  the  Gods, 
Who  fill'd  thy  foul  with  every  i^  nw;ly  virtue, 
Form'i.l  thee  for  empire  and  confumrr.ate  greatnefs, 
Should  leave  thee  fo  expos'd  to  wild  deHres, 
That  hurry  thee  beyond  the  bounds  of  reafon!     \_Flourij'h, 

*  Such  was  Achilles,  generous,  fierce,  and  brave; 
'  Open,  and  undcjlgning ;  but  impatient, 

*  Undifc  iplin'd,  and  not  to  be  controul'd. 

*  I  fear  this  whirl  of  pafllon,  this  career, 

*  That  over-bears  reflection  and  cool  thought — 

'  I  tremble  for  the  event!' But  fee,  the  queen. 

Magnificent  in  royal  pride,  appears. 
I  muft  obey,  and  guard  her  fon  from  danger.  \Exlt. 

Enter  Andromache,  and  Ccphifa. 

Ccph.  Madam,  once  more  you  look  and  move  aquecij» 
Your  forrows  are  difpers'd,  yourcharms  revive. 
And  every  faded  beauty  blooms  anew. 

At.d'^.   Yet  all  is  not  as  I  could  wifh,  Cephifa. 

Ceph.   Yuu  fee  the  king  is  watchful  o'er  your  fon ; 
Decks  him  with  princely  robes,  with  guards  furround& 

him. 
Ajlyanax  begins  to  reign  already. 

Andr.  Pyrrhiu  is  nobly  minded ;  and  I  fain 
Would  live  to  thank  him  for  AJiyannx : 
*Tis  a  vain  thought. — However,  fince  my  child 
Has  fuch  a  friend,  I  ought  not  to  repine. 

Ceph.   •  Thefe  dark  unfoldings  of  your  foul  perplex  me. 

*  What  meant  thofe  floods  of  tears,  thole  warm  embraces, 

*  As  if  you  bid  your  fon  adieu  for  ever.' 

For  Heaven's  fake,  madam,  let  me  know  your  griefs. 
If  you  diilruft  my  faith 

Andr.  'J  hat  were  to  wrong  thee. 
Oh,  my  Ccphifa!   1  his  gay,  borrow'd  air. 
This  blaze  of  jewels,  and  this  bridal  drefs. 
Are  but  mock  trapppings,  to  conceal  my  woe  : 
My  heart  ilill  mourns ;  I  iHll  am  Hi/^hr'%  widow. 

Ccph.  V\'ill  you  then  break  the  promife  giv'n  to  Pyrrhus, 
Blow  up  his  rage  again,  and  blalt  your  hopes  ? 

Atkl}\. 
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AndK  I  diought,  Cephi/a,   thou  hadil  known  tliy  mif= 
trefs, 
Couldft  thou  believe  I  would  be  falfe  to  HeBor? 
Fall  off  from  fuch  a  hufband !    Break  his  reft. 
And  call  him  to  this  hat'jd  light  again. 
To  fee  Aiidnmache  in  rjrrhns'  arms ! 

*  Would  Hc'L?or,  were  he  living,  and  I  dead, 

*  Forget  Atidiomache ,  and  wed  her  foe  ?'      " 

Ccph.  I  cannot  guefs  what  drift  your  thoughts  purfue  5 
But,  Oh,  I  fear  there's  fomething  dreadful  in  it! 
Mull  then  Aftjatmx  be  doom"d  to  die. 
And  you  to  linger  out  a  life  in  bondage  ? 

*  Andr,  Nor  thic,  nor  that,  Cephifa,  will  I  bear. 

*  My  word  is  pad  to  Pyrrhus,  his  to  me ; 

*  And  I  rely  upon  his  promis'd  faith. 

*  Unequal  as  he  is,  I  know  him  well : 
'  Pyrrkus  is  violent,  but  he's  fmcere, 

*  And  will  perform  beyond  what  he  has  fworn. 

*  The  Gteeh  will  but  incenfeJiim  more;  their  rage 

*  \^')il  make  him  chcrifh  He^or's  fon. 

*  Ceph.  Ah,  madam! 

■  Explain  thefe  riddles  to  my  boding  heart. 

*  Andr.  Thou  mayft  remember,  for  thou  oft  haft  heard 

•  me 

'  Relate  the  dreadful  vifion  which  I  faw, 

*  When  firft  I  landed  captive  in  Epinis. 
'  That  very  night,  as  in  a  dream  I  lay, 

*  A  ghaftly  figure,  full  of  gaping  wounds, 

*  His  eyes  aglare,  his  hair  all  ftifF  with  blood, 

*  Full  in  my  fight  thrice  Ihook  his  head,  and  groan'd. 

*  I  foon  difcern'd  my  flaughter'd  Hedor's  fhade ; 

'  But,  Oh,  how  chang'di   Ye  Gods,  how  much  unlike 

*  The  living  Hedor! — Loud  he  bid  me  fly  ! 

*  Fly  from  Achilles  fon  !  then  fternly  frown'd, 

*  And  difappear'd  :  Struck  with  the  dreadful  found, 

*  I  flatted,  and  awak'd. 

*  Ceph.  But  did  he  bid  you 
'  Deftroy  Afi^atmx  ? 

*  Andr.  Cephifa,  I'll  preferve  him  ; 

*  With  my  own  life,  Cephi/a,  111  prefer\'e  him. 

*  Ceph 
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*  Ct-ph.  What  may  thcfe  words,  fo  full  of  horror, 

*  mean  ?' 
Atidr.  Know  then  the  fecrct  piirpofc  of  my  fouJ : 
Andromncke  will  not  bf  falfc  to  Pjnhus, 
IS.' or  violate  her  facred  love  to  Ilti/or. 
This  hour  111  meet  the  king ;  the  holy  pried 
Shall  join  ii?,  ami  confirm  our  mutual  vows. 
This  will  fecure  a  father  to  my  child  : 
■That  done.  1  have  no  farther  ufc  for  life  : 
This  pointed  dagger,  this  determin'd  hand. 
Shall  favc  my  virtue,  and  conclude  niv  woes. 

*  Ct-ph.  Ah,  madam!  recollecl  your  fcatter'd  rcafonj 

*  This  fell  dofpair  ill  fuits  your  prcfent  fortunes. 

*  And)-.  No  other  ftratagem  can  ferve  m}'  purpoTe — 

*  'I'his  is  the  fole  expedient,  to  be  jufl 

*  To  HcHcy,  to  Jjljannx,  to  Pyrrhus. 

'  I  foon  lliall  \il\t}fi'/l6r,  and  the  fiiades 

'  Of  my  great  anceixors.' Ccphifa,  thou 

\\'ilt  lend  a  hand  to  clofc  thy  miftrefs'  eyes. 

Ceph.  Gh,  never  think  tkit  I  will  ftay  behind  you! 

A/idr.  No,  my  Cephija  ;  I  muft  have  thee  live. 

*  Remember,  thou  didrt  promife  to  obey, 

*  And  to  be  fecret,  wilt  thou  now  betray  me  .'' 

*  After  thy  long,  thy  faithful  fervice,  wilt  thou 

*  Rcfufe  ni)  lait  commands,  my  dying  with  ? 

*  Once  more  I  do  conjure  thee,  live  for  me ! 

*  Ceph.  Life  is  not  v  orth  my  care  wh^n  you  ai-e  gone. 

*  Aiidr.'  I  muft  commit  into  thy  faithful  hands 
All  that  is  dear  and  precious  to  my  foul ; 

Live,  ai>d  fupplv  niy  abfence  to  my  child. 
All  that  remains  of  Troj ;  a  future  progeny 
Of  heroes,  and  a  diftant  line  of  kings. 
In  him,  is  all  iutruiled  to  thy  care. 

'  Ceph.  But,  madam,  what  will  be  the  rage  of  Pjnhus, 

*  Defrauded  of  his  promis'd  happinefs  ? 

'  Andr,  That  will  require  thy  utmoft  ikill :  Obferve 

*  The  firft  impetuous  onfets  of  his  grief: 

*  life  c\ery  artifice  to  keep  him  ftcdfail. 

*  Sometimes  with  tears  thou  mayft  difcourfe  of  me; 

*  Speak  of  our  marriage ;  let  him  think  I  lov'd  him  ; 

'  T<11 
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Tell  him  my  foul  repos'd  itfelf  on  him, 
■*  When  I  refign'd  my  fon  to  his  proteftion.' 

Ceph.  Oh  tor  a  fpirit  to  fupport  my  grief ! 
Is  there  aught  more,  before  you  go  for  ever  ? 

Andr.  Oh,  my  Cephija  !  ray  fuoln  heart  is  full ! 

I  have  a  thoufand  farewels  to  my  fon 

But  tears  break  in! — Grief  interrupts  my  fpeech  !— 
My  foul  o'erflows  in  fondnefs ! — Let  him  know 
I  dy'd  to  fare  him — and  would  die  again. 
Seafon  his  mind  with  early  hints  of  glory  ; 
Make  him  acquainted  with  his  anceitors ; 
Trace  out  their  fliining  ftory  in  his  tho^ights : 
Dwell  on  the  exploits  of  his  immortal  father; 
And  fometimes  let  him  hear  his  mother's  name. 

*  Let  him.  refleft  upon  his  royal  birth 

*  With  modeft  pride — Pyrrhus  will  prove  a  friend — 

*  But  let  him  know  he  has  a  conqueror's  right.' 
He  muft  be  taught  to  ftifle  his  refentments. 
And  facrifice  his  vengeance  to  his  fafety. 
Should  he  prove  headftrong,  rafh,  or  unadvis'd. 
He  then  will  fruftrate  all  his  mother's  virtue. 
Provoke  his  fate,  and  I  lliall  die  in  vain. 

Ceph.  Alas,  1  fear  I  never  (hall  outlive  you  ! 

Andr.  No  more — thy  tears,  Cephi/a,  will  betray  me ; 

Affume  a  cheerful  look — But  (till  remember 

[  tlourijh  nxithitt. 
Hark  how  the  trumpet,  with  its  fprightly  notes. 
Proclaims  th'  appointed  hour,  and  calls  us  hence : 
Hefior,  I  come,  once  more  a  queen,  to  joiii  thee! 
Thus  the  gay  vidim,  with  frefh  garlands  crown 'd, 
Pleas'd  with  the  facred  fife's  enlivening  found. 
Thro'  gazing  crowds,  in  folemn  (late  proceeds ; 
And,  dreft  in  fatal  pomp,  magnificently  bleeds. 


ACT        V. 

Hermione  aloue. 
HAT  have  I  done?  Where  am  I?  Where  Is 

Pyryhus  ? 

Ye  Gods  \  what  mean  thefe  horrors  ? — I'm  undime ! 


My 
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My  foul  is  on  the  rack  ! 1  cannot  bear  it ! • 

Why  do  I  wander,  like  fome  guilty  gholt  ? 

What  brought  me  to  this  place  ?  \Vhat  keeps  mc  here  ? 

The  court  of /^r/Av/  has  no  room  forme! 

3Do  I  iHll  doubt,  if  I  (hould  love  or  hate  him  ? 

Hard- hearted  man  !  how  unconcern'd  he  left  me ! 

j)id  he  once  figh  ?  bcP.ow  one  pitying  look  ? 

Once  fhed  a  tear  ?  or  fpeak  one  foft,  kind  word  ? 

]^id  he  fo  much  as  feign  one  moment's  furrow. 

To  calm  m)'  grief,  and  mitigate  his  falihcodr — 

Why  am  1  Hill  thus  anxious  for  his  life  ? 

Why  do  I  lUrt  at  his  impending  fate  ? 

Shall  he  then  live  ?    Shall  the  bafe  traitor  live 

To  laugh  at  my  diftrefs  ?     No,  let  him  perifh ! 

Be  quick,  Onjhs! Execute  my  orders! 

Alas!  my  orders !  Oh,  prepollerous  guilt ! 
Can  I  decree  the  death  of  him  I  love  ? 
Vv'as  it  for  this  my  foul  delighted  in  him  ? 
Was  it  for  this  I  left  my  father's  court  ? 
Have  I  then  crofs'd  fo  many  realms  and  feas 
To  murder  Pjrybus  ? 

Eiiier  Cleone.- 
Oh,  Cltone,  help  me! 
What  ha\e  I  done  ?     Is  Pjrrhus  yet  alive  ? 
What  fay 'iV thou  ?■ — Anfwer  mc — Where  is  the  king? 

CUo.  Madam,  I  favv  the  cruel  prince  fet  forward. 
Triumphant  in  his  looks,  and  full  of  joy. 
Still  as  he  walk'd,  his  ravifli'd  eyes  were  fix'd 
On  the  fair  captive  ;  while  thro'  fliouting  crowds 
She  pafs'd  along  w  ith  a  dcjedcd  air. 
And  feem'd  to  mourn  her  Ih-Hor  to  the  laft. 

H'.r.  Infulting  tyrant !  I  fliall  burft  with  rage  ! — • 
Put  fay,  Clco?ic,  didll  thou  mark  him  well  ? 
Was  his  brow  fmooth  ?  Say,  did  ihere  not  appear 
Some  fhade  of  grief?  fome  little  cloud  of  forrow 
Did  he  not  flop  ?    Did  he  not  once  look  back  ? 
Didft  thou  approach  hira  ?  Was  he  not  confounded  ? 
Did  he  not Oh,  be  quick,  and  ttll  mc  all ! 

Cleo.  Madam,  the  tumult  of  his  joy  admits 
iSo  thought  but  love.     Unguarded  he  march'd  on, 

'Midft 
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'Midft  a  promifcuous  throng  of  friends  and  foes, 
Mis  cares  all  turn  upon  Ajljanax, 
^  horn  he  has  lodg'd  uithin  the  citadel. 
Defended  by  the  itrength  of  all  his  guards. 

Her.  Enough! — He  dies ! — 'Hie  traitor! Wliere's 

Cleo.  He's  in  the  temple,  with  his  whole  retinue. 

Her.  Is  he  ttill  refolute  ?   Is  he  ftill  determin'd? 

Cleo.  Madam,  I  fear 

Her.  How !  — Is  Orejles  falfe  ? 
Does  he  betray  me,  too  ? 

Cleo.  A  thoufand  doubts 
Perplex  his  foul,  and  wound  him  with  remorfe; 
His  virtue  and  his  love  prevail  by  turns. 
He  told  me  Pyrrhns  fliould  not  fall  ignobly — = 
Tyrrhus,  t'ne  warlike  fon  of  great  Achilles. 
He  dreads  the  cenfure  of  the  Grecian  ftates ; 
Cf  all  mankind,  and  fears  t(>  flain  his  honour. 

Her.  Poor  tim'rous  wretch!  'tis  falfe!  he  bafely  feai's 
To  cope  with  dangers,  and  encounter  death  : 
'Tis  that  he  fears. — Am  I  bright  Helen\  daughter  ? 
To  vindicate  her  wrongs  all  Greece  confpir'd  ; 
For  her  confederate  nations  fought,  and  kings  were  flain  5 
"Trov  was  o'erthrown,  and  a  whole  empire  fell. 
My  e)-es  want  force  to  raife  a  lover's  arm 
Againft  a  tyrant  that  has  dar'd  to  wrong  me ! 

Cleo.  Madam,  like  Helen,  truil  your  caufc  to  Greece. 

Her.  No  ;  I'll  avenge  myfelf,  I'll  to  the  temple  ; 
I'll  overturn  the  altar,  ftab  the  prieil ; 
I'll  hurl  deftrudion,  like  a  whirlwind,  round  me! 
"^I'hey  muft  not  wed !  they  muft  not  live  !  they  fliall  not  \ 
let  me  be  gone — I  have  no  time  to lofe — 
Stand  off !  hold  me  not !  I  am  all  diftra(flion  ! 
OPjrr/.-us/  tyrant!  traitor!  thou  ihalt  bleed. 
E'jfer  Oreftes. 

Ore/.  Madaro,  'tis  done  :  your  orders  are  obey 'd  ; 
The  tyrant  lies  expiring  at  the  altar. 

Her.   Is  Pjrrhia  flain  r — 

Ore/.  Even  now  he  gafps  in  death. 
Our  Greeks,  all  undiftinguilli'd  in  the  crowd, 

C  Flock  a 


JO  THE  DISTREST  MOTHER. 

Flock'dto  the  temple,  and  difpers'd  themfelvci 
On  every  fide  the  altar :  I  was  there : 
Tyrrhiis  obfcrv'd  mc  with  a  haiight)-  eye. 
And,  proud  to  triumph  over  Gu/ce  in  me. 
From  his  own  brows  he  took  the  diadem. 
And  bound  it  on  the  temples  of  his  captive. 
Receive,  faid  he,  my  crown;  recei\e  my  faith. 
Mine  and  my  people's  fovereign  reign  for  ever. 
From  this  blcfl  hour,  a  fiithcr  to  your  fon  ; 
I'll  fcoiirgc  his  foes :  henceforward  he  be  ilyl'd 
The  Trojan  king :  *  I  fvvear  it  at  the  altar, 
'  And  call  the  Gods  to  ratify  mv  vows.' 
His  fubjcds  with  loud  acclamations  (hook 
The  fpacicius  dome !  our  Gmls,  cnrag'd,  cry'd  out 
Revenge!  revenge!  broke  thro"  the  thronging  prcfs. 
And  rufh'd  tumultuous  on  the  unguarded  king. 
*  Their  eager  fur>-  left  no  work  fur  nie.' 
Pynl.iis  auhile  oppos'd  their  clalliing  fwords. 

And  deah  his  fatal  blows  on  everv  fide, 

With  manly  fiercenefs ;  till  opprcft  by  numbers, 

Streaming  with  blood,  all  over  gafh'd  with  wounds. 

He  recl'd,  he  groan'd,  and  at  the  altar  fell. — 

Haile,  madam  ;  let  -us  fly  !  hade  to  our  fhips ! 

They  lie  unmoor'd — Our  friends  attend  us  there. 
Her.  What  have  they  done ! 
Ore/.  Madam,  forgive  their  rage. 

I  own  your  vengeance  had  been  more  complete 

Had  Pjrrh//s  fall'n  by  me  ;  and  had  he  known, 

Hermioue  chaitis'd  him  by  my  arm 

Ihr.  Peace,  monfter,  peace  ! — Go  !  tell  thy  horrid  talc 

To  favages,  and  howl  it  out  in  deferts. 

W'ouldft  liiou  impute  to  me  thy  barbarous  guilt  ? 

Me  wouldft  thou  make  th' accomplice  of  thy  crimes! 

Hence,  to  thy  Greeks!  and  boaft  thy  foul  exploits! 

My  foul  abhors  them  !  I  difclaim  the  deed  ! 

Eegone!  I  knew  thee  not,  thou  fell  barbarian! 

What  had  he  dune?  What  could  provoke  thy  madncfs 

To  aflaiilnate  fo  great,  fo  brave  a  man  ? 

Who  fet  thee  on  } 

Ore/.  Oh,  grant  mc  ])atience.  Heaven!  Witii 
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With  your  own  lips  did  you  not  curfe  the  tyrant. 
Pronounce  his  death,  and  urge  me  to  deitroy  him  ? 

Her.  What  if,  tranfportcd  by  my  boundlcfs  paffion, 
I  could  not  b3ar  to  Tee  him  wed  anotiier. 
Were  you  t'  obey  a  jealous  woman's  phrenzy  ? 
You  fliould  have  div'd  into  my  inmoii  thoughts  : 
,V]y  heart,  tho'  full  of  rage,  was  free  from  malice ; 
And  all  my  anger  was  excefs  of  love. 
Why  did  you  take  me  at  my  word  ?     You  faw 
The  ilruggles  of  my  foul ;  you  heard  me  rave  ; 
You  fnould  have  queftion'd  me  a  thoufand  times. 
Yet  fiill  have  doubted,  and  have'queltion'd  on. 
Before  you  ventur'd  on  a  life  fo  precious. 

Onf.  Hear  me  but  fpealc — Heaven  knows,  againd  my 
will 

Her.  Why  did  you  not  return  ?     W^hy  not  confult  inc 
A  fecond  time  ?  and,  undetermin'd  ftill. 
Again  rctura,  and  ftill  find  new  delays  ? 
What  had  your  rafn  officious  Greeks,  dire  blood  hounds  ! 
To  do  with  my  revenge  ?  W^hat  drew  you  hither  ? 
To  bring  on  me  the  vengeful  woes  that  haunt  you  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fruits  of  yourdetetted  love  ? 
Your  fatal  ^mbaify,  your  hateful  prefence  . 
Drove  Pyrrktis  to  my  rival,  and  deilroys 
Eoth  him  and  me. — He  might  have  lov'd  me  ftill. 
Had  you  ne'er interpos'd. — Avaunt!  begone!  ' 

And  leave  me  in  Epinis. — \  renounce 
My  friends,  my  country,  Greece^  and  all  mankind  : 
But  chiefly  I  renounce  thee !  monfter,  thee !  \Exita 

Ore/.  Am  1  awake  ?  where  am  I  ?  Soft,  my  foul ; 

Be  not  too  rafh. Was  t]\?Lt  Hermwne ? 

Why  fnould  her  anger  timnder  againll:  me  ? 
W"as  not  this  blood  ihed  all  by  her  command  ?— 
I  am  indeed  a  moft  outrageous  moniler! 
A  ruffian,  murderer,  a  bafe  alLu'Iin! 
And  all  to  pleafe  a  falfe  ungrateful  woman. 
Henceforward,  let  the  laws  of  nature  ceafe; 
And  kt  the  pale  that  fevers  right  and  wrong. 
Things  facred  and  profane,  be  broken  down; 
Gods  in  their  temples,  kin2;s  upon  their  tlarones, 
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Are  not  in  fnfety  while  OrrJi,-s  lives. 

Oh,  iie\fr  more  f)i:ill  niv  torn  mind  Ix*  heaKd, 

Kor  taftf  the  gcmle  comforts  oi  re  pofe  ! 

A  dreadful  i>and  of  gloomy  carej  hirrc  und  mc. 

And  lay  flrong  fiege  to  my  dillraftcd  foul. 

Enfcr  ^'ylades,  at/e/id^ii  Iry  Greeks. 

Pjl.  H.il're,  prince  ;  let  us  be  gone :  'tis  death  to  fcay. 
Andromache  reigns  queen  :  flic  gives  tlie  alarm. 
And  vows  revenge  upon  the  foes  of  fvrih.n. 
The  ]v.;ople  arm  and  mullcr  in  the  ftreeth : 
Our  Gretl'S  will  not  be  able  long  to  guard 
The  palace  gates,  and  to  fccure  our  flight. 
We  mult  be  fpeedy,  fir. 

Ore/.  You  may  depart. 

My  friends — Hermione  and  I  remain. 

Her  cruelty  has  quite  undone  me! — '  Go, 

*  And  leave  me  to  myfelf — I'll  find  her  out.' 

Pjl.  Alas,  unhappy  princcfs! — She's  no  more; 

*  Forget  her,  fir,  and  fave  yourfelf  with  us.' 

Ore/.  Hermione  no  more ! — O,  all  }e  powers  I 

Tyl.  Full  of  diforder,  wildnefs  in  her  looks. 
With  hands  expanded,  and  dilhevell'd  hair, 
Brcathlefs  and  pale,  with  fhrieks  fhe  fought  the  temple; 
In  the  mid-way  fhe  met  the  corpfe  oi  Pyrrhus ; 
She  fiartled  at  the  fight ;  then,  ftifi  with  horror, 
Caz'd  frightful !  \\  aken'd  from  the  dire  amaze, 
She  rais'd  her  eyes  to  Keavcn  with  fuch  a  look 
As  fpoke  her  forrows,  and  reproach'd  the  Gods ; 
Then  plung'd  a  poniard  deep  within  her  breaft. 
And  fell  on  Fyrrhts,  grafping  him  in  death. 

Ore/.  I  thank  you,  Gods — I  never  could  expe(5t 
To  be  fo  wretched ! — You  have  been  induftrious 
To  finifh  your  decrees ;  to  make  Orfjin 
A  dreadful  inftance  of  your  power  to  punifh  ; 
I'm  jingled  out  to  bear  the  wrath  of  Hea\en. 

PjL   You  hazard  your  retreat  by  tlicfc  delays. 
The  guards  will  foon  befet  us.     Your  complaint-s 
Are  vain,  and  may  be  fatal. 

Ortf.  True,  my  friend  : 
Aiid  therefore  'twas  I  thank'd  the  bounteous  Gods, 
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My  fate's  accomplifh'd. — T  (hall  die  content. 
Oh,  bear  ine  hence — Blow,  winds! 
Pjl.  Let  us  be  gone. 

Oref.  The  murder'd  lovers  v/ait  me — Hark,  they  call ! 
Nay,  if  vour  blood  ftill  reeks,  I'll  mingle  mine  : 
One  tomb  will  hold  us  all. 

PjL  Alas !  I  fear 
His  raving  will  return  with  his  mirfortnnes. 

Qnf.  I  am  dizzy ! — Clouds ! — Quite  loft  in  utter  dark- 
nefs ! 
GtiiJe  me,  fome  friendly  pilot,  thro'  theltorm. 
I  Ihiver!  Oh,  I  freeze! — So — Light  returns ; 

'Tis  the  grey  dawn See,  Pjladts !  behold  ! 

1  am  encompafs'd  with  a  fca  of  blood  ! • 

The  crimfon  billows! — Oh!  my  brain's  on  fire! 
PjL  How  is  it,  fir? — Repofe  yourfelf  on  me. 
Ort:/.  Pjrrhus,  ftand  off! — What  wouldil  thou  ? — Kow 
he  glares ! 

What  envious  hand  has  clos'd  thy  wounds  ? Have  at 

thee. 
It  is  Hermione  that  ftrikes — Confufion ! 
She  catches  Pyrrhus  in  her  arms. — Oh,  fave  me! 
How  terrible  fhe  looks ! — She  knits  her  brow  ! 
She  frowns  me  dead  ;  Ihe  frights  me  into  madnefs ! 
Where  am  I  ? — V\\\o  are  you  ? 

Pjl.  Alas,  poor  prince  ! 
*  Help  to  fupport  him. — Kow  he  pants  for  breath !' 

Ore/.  This  is  moft  kind,  my  Py lades — Oh,  why. 
Why  was  I  bom  to  give  thee  endlcfs  trouble  ? 
PjL  All  will  go  well — He  fettles  into  reafon. 
OreJ.  Who  talks  of  reafon  ?     Better  to  have  none. 
Than  not  enough. — Run,  fome  one,  tell  my  Greeks 
I  will  not  ha\e  them  touch  the  king — Now — now  ! 
I  blaze  again! — See  there — Look  where  they  come ; 
A  fhoal  of  furies — How  they  fwarm  about  me ! 
My  terror! — Hide  me  ! — Oh,  their  fnaky  locks ! 
Hark,  how  they  hifs! — See,  fee  their  flaming  brands ! 

Nov/  they  let  drive  at  me  ! How  they  grin, 

And  fli.ake  their  iron  whips ! — My  ears !  what  yelling ! 

And  fee,  Hermione  ! fhe  fets  them  on 
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'I'hriirl  not  your  fcorpions  thus  into  mv  hofom  ! 
Oh ! — 1  am  Hung  to  dcxtU  ! — Difpatch  me  foon  ! 
There — take  my  heart,  Htrmifjue ! — Tear  it  out! 
Disjoint  me! — kill  me! — Oh,  my  tortur'd  foul! 

Pyl.  Kind  I  leaven,  reilore  him  to  his  wonted  calm  ! 
Oft  ha\e  I  fecn  liiai  rave,  but  never  thus — 
Quite  fpent! — Alliil  me,  friends,  to  bear  him  off. 
Oue  tim;  is  ihort :  fhculd  his  llrong  rage  return, 
■".Twould  be  beyond  our  power  to  force  him  hence. 
Away,  my  friends  I — 1  hear  the  portal  open.         \Excnnt. 
Enter  Phccnix,  attended  hy  Guards. 

Thcen.  All,  all  are  fled ! Or^Jits  is  not  here  ! 

Triumphant  villains! — Thebafe,  giddy  rabble, 
Whofe  hands  il-.ould  all  have  been  employ 'd  with  fire, 
To  wafce  the  fleet,  fl.ock'd  round  the  dying  princcfs : 
And,  while  they  rtand  agaze,  the  Greeks  embark. 

Oh,  'tis  too  plain! This  facrileg'ous  murder 

Was  jiuth-^rix'd. Th'  ambaiTador's  efcape 

Declares  his  guilt. Mod  bloody  embalfy  ! 

Moft  unexampled  deeds! — Where,  where,  ye  Gods, 
Is  majelty  fecure,  if  in  your  temples 

You-give  it  no  protetftion  ! Sec,  the  queen. 

'yA  jhurijh  af  trumpets, 
£///£>?•  Andromache,  fl-//^  Cephifii,  'u-iih  Attttrdants. 

A7idr.  Yes.  ve  inhuman  Greeks !  the  time  will  come 
When  you  fniJl  dearly  pay  yourbloody  deeds  ! 
How  fhould  the  Trojain  hope  for  mercy  from  you. 
When  thus  you  turn  your  impious  rage  on  Pyrrhiis ; 
Pyrrlvis,  the  bravcft  man  in  all  your  league; 
The  man,  whofe  lingle  valour  made  you  triumph. 

\_A  dead  march  Ithind, 
Is  my  child  there  ? 

Ceph.  It  is  the  corps  of  Fyrrhas; 
The  weeping  foldiers  bear  him  on  their  fhields. 

Aridr.  Ill-fated  prince  !  too  negligentef  life! 
And  too  unwary  of  the  faithlefs  Greeks ! 
Cut  cfF  in  the  frefh  rip'ning  prime  of  manhood. 
E'en  in  the  prime  of  life ;  thy  triumphs  new. 
And  all  thy  glories  in  full  blofTom  round  thee ! 
The  very  frojans  would  bewail  thy  fate. 
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Ceph.  Alas,  then,  will  your  forrovvs  never  end  ! 

Atidr.  Oh,  never,  never! — While  I  live,  my  tears 
Will  never  ceafe;  for  I  was  born  to  grieve. — 
Give  prefent  orders  for  the  fun'ral  pomp  :  \To Phoen* 

Let  him  be  rob'd  in  all  his  regal  flate ;  ' 

Place  round  him  every  fhining  mark  of  honour; 
And  let  the  pile  that  confecrates  his  afhes. 
Rife  like  his  fimie,  and  blaze  above  the  clouds. 

\_Exit  Phoenix.    AflourijTy  oftmmpels, 

Ceph.  7  he  found  proclaims  th'  arrival  of  the  prince. 
The  guards  conduft  him  from  the  citadeL 

Andr.  With  open  arms  I'll  meet  him  ! — O,  Cephija  ! 
A  fpringing  joy,  mixt  with  a  fofc  concern, 
Apleafure,  which  no  language  canexprefs. 
An  ecftafy,  that  mothers  only  feel. 
Plays  round  my  heart,  and  brightens  up  my  fcrrow. 
Like  gleams  of  funfhine  in  a  low'ring  Iky. 

Tho'  plung'd  in  ills,  and  exercis'd  in  care. 
Yet  never  let  the  noble  minddefpair. 
When  preft  by  dangers,  and  bcfct  with  foes. 
The  Gods  their  timely  fuccour  interpofe ; 
And  v/hen  nur  virtue  finhs,  o'erwhelm'd  with  grief. 
By  unforefeen  expedients  brings  relief. 


JEND  OF   THE  ?IFTH    ACT. 
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SPOKEK    BY    AXDROMACIIE. 

7  JJope yrti U  civt/,  that  ivith  becoming  art, 

I'le  play  d  my  game,  and  topp'd  the  ividfyiv's part. 
My  fpo/ife,  puor  man,  could  not  live  out  the  play ^ 
But  dy'd  comnthiioiijly  on  ivedding-day , 
li'  hile  /,  his  relid,  made,  at  one  bjldjiingj 
Mjfelf  a  princefs ,  and  young  Sty  a  king. 

You,  ladies,  nvho  protraB  a  lo-z>cr's  pain. 
And  hear  your  Jr.r^-ants  Jigh  ivhole  years  in  i-arn' 
If'hich  of  yon  all  ijuonld  not  on  marriage  venture. 
Might  Joe  /o  fooM  tipon  her  jointure  enter? 

'Ttvas ajhange  '/cape!  ^WPyrrhus  li-v'd till iiyiv, 
I  had  been  finds  hamper  d  in  my  I'oiv. 
7^0  die  by  one's  wen  hand,  aid  jiy  the  charms 
Of  lo-ve  and  life  in  a  ycung  monarch's  arms  ! 

'Jicere  an  hard  fate ere  I  had  undergone  it^ 

I  might  hai'e  took  one  night — to  think  np')n  it. 

But  nvhy,  you'll  fay,  nvas  all  this  grief  expreji 
For  a  frji  hiijhand,  laid  long  f  nee  at  r,jl  ? 
IVhv  fo  much  cddnejs  to  my  kind  proteitor  ? 
— Ah,  ladies  !  had  yon  kncrvn  the  giod  man  Heftpr— 
Homer  ivill  tell  you,  (or  I'm  ?niji>form'd) 
That  'when  enrag'd,  the  Grecian  camp  he  ft^rnt  d ; 
7o  break  the  ten-fold  barriers  oj  the  gntp. 
He  threnjo  ajione  of fich  prodigious  ^i  eight 
As  no  tivo  men  could  lift,  not  even  of  thofe 
Who  in  that  age  of  thundering  mortals  rfe  ; 

It  tuould  ha'vc  fprain  d  a  dozen  modern  beaux. 

At  length,  honue'er,  I  laid  frry  iveeds  afde. 
And  I'unk  the  'u-idoio  in  the  ix'ell-drtjs'd  bride. 
In  you  it  fill  remains  to  grace  the  play. 
And  bl'Js  'with  joy  my  coronation  day  ; 
^ake  then,  ye  circles  of  the  brave  and  fair^ 
^he  fatherlefs  and  'wido'w  to  your  care. 

FINIS. 
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